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THE 
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The  Life  and  Death  of 

KING  RICHARD  IL 

A  C  T     I.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 
'rhe    COURT. 

Enter   King  Richard,  John  of  Gaunt,  ijoith  other  No- 
bles and  Attendants, 

Ktnz  Richard. 

OLD  John  oi  Gaunt,  time.honour'd  Z^^;;r«/fr, 
Haft  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  bond. 
Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  bold  ion. 
Here  to  n>'ke  good  the  boift'rous  late  Appeal, 
Which  then  our  leifure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Ncrfolk,.  Ihomas  Mo'wbray  ? 
Gaunt.  I  have,  my  liege. 

K,  Rkh.  Tell  me  moreover,   haft  thou  founded  him, 
^  If  he  appeal  the  Duke  on  ancient  malice, 
Gr  worthily,  as  a  good  Subjedl  fli.'';ld. 
On  fome  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him  ? 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could   fift  hii.i  on  that  argument. 
On  fome  apparent  Danger  feen  in  him 
Aim'd  at  your  Highnefs  ;  no  invei'i  ate  malice. 

K.  Rich.  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence  ;  face  to 
-  face. 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow.  Our  felves  will  hear 
Th'  accufer,  and  th'  accufed  freely  fpeak  : 

\  If  he  appeal  the  Duke.'j  Ap^-tal,  i,  e.  cail^  demand,  chal^ 
Jcnge^  frcm  a^^cllo,  Mr,  Pope, 
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High-ftomachM  are  they  Both,  and  full  of  ire  | 
In  rage,  deaf  as  the  fca  j  haHy  as  fire. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Bolingbroke  and  Mowbray. 

Baling.  May  many  years  of  happy  days  befal 
My  gracious  Sovereign,  my  moil  loving  Liege  ! 

Mo^b.  Each  day  iliil  better  other's  happinefs ; 
Until  the  heavens,  envying  earth's  good  hap. 
Add  an  immortal  title  to  your  Crov/n  ! 

K.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both,  yet  one  but  flatters  us. 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  caufe  you  come  i 
Namely,  t'appeal  each  other  of  high  Treafon. 
Coufm  of  Hereford,    what  doft  thou  objed 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^   Thomas  Mo'wbray  ? 

Baling.  Firil  (Heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpeech  ') 
In  the  devotion  of  a  Subjed's  love, 
Tend'ring  the  precious  fafety  of  my  Prince, 
And  {xtt.  from  other  mif-begotten  hate, 
Come  I  -Appellant  to  this  princely  prefence. 
Now,   Thomas  }Aor.vhray,  do  I  turn  to  thee. 
And  mark  m.y  Greeting  well  ;  for  what  I  fpeak> 
My  body   (hall  make  good  upon  this  earth, 
Or  my  divine  foul  anfwer  it  in  heav'n. 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  mifcreant ; 
Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  live  ; 
Siace,  the  more  fair  and  cryRal  is  the  Sky, 
The  uglier  feem  the  Clouds,  that  in  it  fly. 
Once  more,   the  more  to  aggravate  the  Note, 
With  a  foul  Traytor's  Name  fluff  I  thy  throat  ; 
And  wilh,  fo  pleafe  my  Sov'reign,  ere  I  move, 
^What  my  Tongue  fpeaks,  my  Right  drawn  Sword  may 
prove. 

Mo-ijoh.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accufe  my  z^eal ; 
'Tis  not  the  tryal  of  a  woman's  war. 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues. 
Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  betwixt  us  twain  ; 
The  blood  is  hot,  that  mufl  be  cool'd  for  this. 
Yet  can  I  not  offuch  tame  patience  boaft. 
As  to  be  hufht,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay. 
Piifl,  the  fair  Rev'rence  of  your  Highnefs  curbs  me^ 

From 
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From  giving  reins  and  fpurs  to  my  free  fpeech  |. 
Which  elfe  would  poft,  until  it  had  returned 
Thefe  terms  of  Treafon  doubled  down  his  throat. 
Setting  afide  his  high  blood's  Royalty, 
And  let  him  be  no  kinfman  to  my  Lie^e, 
I  do  defie  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him  ; 
Call  him  a  fland'rous  coward,  and  a  villain ; 
Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds. 
And  meet  him,  were  I  ty'd  to  run  a-foot 
Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  JIps, 
Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable. 
Where  never  EngUJIman  durft  fet  his  foot- 
Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  Loyalty  ; 
By  all  my  hopes,  mod  falfly  doth  he  lie. 

Boling.V-At  trembling  Coward,  there  I  throw  m/ 
gage, 
Difclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a  King, 
And  lay  afide  my  high  blood's  Royalty  : 
(Which  fear,  not  rev'rence,  makes  thee  to  except:} 
If  guilty  Dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  ftrength,. 
As  to  take  up  mine  Honour's  pawn,  then  Hoop. 
By  that,  and  all  the  rights  of  Knighthood  elfe/ 
Will  1  make  good  againft  thee,  arm  to  arm. 
What  I  have  fpoken,  or  thou  canft  devife. 

Mo'wb.  I  take  it  up,  and  by  that  Sword  I  fvvear. 
Which  gently  laid  my  Knighthood  on  my  fhoulder* 
I'll  anfwer  thee  in  any  fair  degree. 
Or  chivalrous  defign  of  knightly  tryal ;, 
And  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light. 
If  I  be  traitor,  or  unjuHly  fight ! 

K.  ^ich.  What  doth  our  Coufin  lay  to  Mon^hray':^ 
charge  ? 
It  mull  be  great,  *  that  can  inhabit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  111  in  him. 

Boling.  Look,  what  I  faid,  my  lifcihall  prove  it  true ; 
That  MoRvbray  hath  receiv'd  eight  thoufand  nobles. 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  Highnefs'  foldiers. 
The  which  he  hath  detain'd  for  lewd  impioyments  ^ 
Like  a  falfe  traitor  and  injurious  villain. 

a  that  can  n^^^&n:  «j.]  We  ihould  read,  inhabit. 
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Befides,  I  fay,  and  will  in  battle  prove. 

Or  here,  or  elfewhere,  to  the  furtheft  verge. 

That  ever  was  I'urvey'd  by  Englifh  eye  ; 

That  all  the  treafons  for  thefe  eighteen  years, 

Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  Land, 

Fetch  from  falfe  Manubray   their  firft  head  and  fprlng.. 

Further,  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintain 

Upon  his  bad  Life  to  make  all  This  good, 

That  he  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Ghucejiers  death  ; 

Suggelt  hii  foon  believing  adverfaries ; 

And  confequentiy,  like  a  traitor-coward, 

Sluic'd  out  his  inn'cent  foul  through  ftreams  of  blood ; 

Which  blood,  like  facrificing  AbeTs,  cries 

Even  from  the  tonguelefs  caverns  of  the  earth. 

To  me,  for  juitice,  and  rough  chaftifement. 

And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  Defcent, 

This  arm  (hall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

K.  Rich.  How  high  a  pitch   his  refolution  foars !: 
Thomas  of  Norfolk,   what  fay'ft  thou  to  this  ? 

Moivb.  O,  let  my  Sovereign  turn  away  his  face. 
And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf. 
Till  I  have  told  this  Slander  of  his  blood. 
How  God  and  good  men  hate  fo  foul  a  liar. 

K.  Rich,  Moxvbray,  impartial  are  our  eyes  and  ears. 
Were  he  our  brother,  nay,  our  Kingdom's  heir,. 
As  he  is  but  our  father's  brother's  fon; 
Now  by  my  Scepter's  awe,  I  make  a  vow. 
Such  neighbour- nearnefs  to  our  facred  blood 
Should  nothing  priv'lege  him,  nor  partialize 
Th'  unftooping  firmnefs  of  my  upright  fouL 
He  is  our  Subjedl,   Movjbrayy  fo  art  thou ; 
Free  fpeech,  and  fearlefs,  I  to  thee  allow. 

L^lo^vb.  Then  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart; 
Through  the  falfe  pailage  of  thy  throat,  thou  lieft! 
Three  parts  of  that  Receipt  I  h&d  for  Calais, 
Disburft  I  to  his  Highnefs'  foldiers; 
The  other  part  referv'd  I  by  confent, 
For  that  my  Sovereign  Liege  was  in  my  debtj 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  account, 
Since  lad  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  Queen. 
Now,  fwaliow  down  that  Lie.— For  Giouceji^r'i  death; 

I  flew 
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I  flew  him  not ;  but,  to  mine  own  difgrace, 

Negleded  my  Iworn  duty  in  that  cafe. 

For  you,    my  noble  lord  of  Lancajiery 

The  honourable  father  to  my  foe, 

Once  did  I  lay  an  ambulli  for  your  life, 

A  trefpafs  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  foul  ^ 

But  ere  I  laft  received  the  Sacrament, 

I  did  confefs  it,  and  exadly  begg'd 

Your  Grace's  pardon  ;  and,  1  hope,  I  had  it. 

This  is  my  fault ;  as  for  the  reft  appeal'd. 

It  iffues  from  the  rancor  of  a  villain, 

A  recreant  and  moft  degen'rate  traitor  : 

Which  in  myfelf  I  boldly  will  defend. 

And  interchangeably  hurle  down  my  gage 

Upon  this  overweening  traitor's  foot  ; 

To  prove  myfelf  a  loyal  gentleman. 

Even  in  the  beft  blood  chamber'd  in  his  bofom. 

In  hafte  whereof,   moft  heartily  I  pray 

Your  Highnefs  to  aflign  our  tryal  day. 

K.  Rich.  Wrath- kindled  Gentlemen,  be  rul'd  by  mc  ^ 
Let's  purge  this  Chokr  without  letting  blood  : 
5  This  we  prefcribe,  though  no  phyfician  j 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incifion  : 
Forget,   forgive,   conclude  and  be  agreed  ;; 
Our  Dodors  fay,    this  is  no  time  to  bleed. 
Good  Uncle,    let  this  end  where  it  begun; 
We'll  calm  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  you  your  Son. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  make  peace  fhall  become  my  age^; 
Throw  down,  my  Son,  the  Duke  of  Nor/oiTsga.gQ. 

K.  Rich.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

Gaunt.   When,   Harry,    when  ? 
Obedience  bids,  I  (hould  not  bid  again. 

K.Rich.  Norfolk,  throw  down,  we  bid ;  there  is  no  boot, 

Mo%'jb.  My  felf  I  throw,  dread  Sovereign,  at  thy  foot. 

3  Ibis,  ive  prefcribe,  though  vo  phyfician,  &c.]  I  muft  make 
one  remark,  in  general,  ontheiJ^j;wa  throughout  this  whole  play  j 
they  are  lb  much  inferior  to  the  reft  of  the  writing,  that  they  ap- 
pear to  me  of  a  "difterent  hand.  What  confirms  this,  is,  thatthe- 
context  does  every  where  exa<aiy  (and  frequently  much  better) 
conneft  without  the  inferted  rhymes,  except  in  a  very  few  places  j 
and  juft  there  too,  the  rhyming  verfes  are  of  a  much  better  tafte  thaa 
ail  the  others,  which  rather  itrengthens  my  conjefture,.  Mr.  Pope, 
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My  life  thou  fhalt  command,  but  not  my  Shame  ;: 
The  one  my  duty  owes ;    but  my  fair  Name, 
(Defpight  of  death.  That  lives  upon  my  Grave,) 
To  dark  dilhonour's  ufe  thou  fhalt  not  have. 
I  am  difgrac'd,  impeach'd,   and  baffled  here, 
Picrc'd  to  the  foul  with  (lander's  venom'd  fpear : 
The  which  no  balme  can  cure,  but  his  heart-blood 
Which  breath'd  this  poifon. 

K.  Rich.  Rage  muft  be  withftood  : 
Give  me  his  gage  :  Lions  make  Leopards  tame, 

Moivb.  Yea,  but  not  change  their  fpots :  take  but* 
my  iliame. 
And  I  refign  my  gage.     My  dear,   dear  lord. 
The  pureft  treafure  mortal  times  afford. 
Is  fpotlcfs  Reputation  ;  That  away. 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 
A  jewel  in  a  ten-times  barr'd- up  cheft. 
Is  a  bold  fpirit  in  a  loyal  breaft. 
Mine  Honour  is  my  life,  both  grow  in  one  ; 
Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 
Then,  dear  my  Liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try  ; 
In  That  1  live,  and  for  That  will  I  die. 

K.Rich.  Coufin,  throw  down  your  gage  ;   do  you 
begin. 

Baling.  Oh,  heav'n  defend  my  foul  from  fuch  foul  fm  ?" 
Shall  I  feem  creft-fall'n  in  my  father's  light, 
4-  Or  with  pale  beggar  face  impeach  my  height. 
Before  this  out-dar'd  Daftard  ?  Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  my  honour  with  fuch  feeble  wrong. 
Or  found  fo  bafe  a  parle,   my  teeth  fhall  tear 
5  The  llavifh  motive  of  recanting  fear. 
And  fpit  it  bleeding,  in  his  high  difgrace, 
y^herc  fhamc  doth  harbour,  ev'n  in  Mo^juhray's  face.^ 

\_ExiiGz.\xnt 

K.  Rich.  We  were  not  born  to  fue,  but  to  command. 
Which  fmce  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends, 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  (hall  anfwer  it, 

4  Or  'zy/V/6/>^/e  beggar  face---]  /.  <?.  with  a  face  of  fupplica- 
tlon.  But  this  will  not  fatisfy  the  Oxford  Editor ,  he  turns  it  to 
taggard  fear. 

'  5  'Thejlavijb  motive—]  Moths ,  for  iiiftrument, 
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At  Coventry  upon  Saint  Lambert''^  day. 

There  (hall  your  Swords  and  Lances  arbitrate 

The  fvvelling  diff'rence  of  your  fettled  hate : 

Since  we  cannot  atone  you,  you  Ihall  fee 

Juftice  decide  the  Victor's  Chivalry. 

Lord  Marihal,  bid  our  officers  at  Arms 

Be  ready  to  direft  thefe  home-alarms.  [  Exeunt, 

SCENE     IIL 

Changes  to  the  Duke  o/'Lancafter'j  Palace, 

Enter  Gaunt  and  Dutchefs  of  Gloucefter. 

Gaunt.    \  Las !  the  part  I  had  in  GWfter^  blood 

XjL  ^0'^  n^o^'c  follicit  me,  than  your  Exclaims, 
To  ftir  againft  the  butchers  of  his  life. 
But  fmce  correction  lyeth  in  thofe  hands, 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  corred. 
Put  we  our  Quarrel  to  the  will  of  heav*n ; 
Who  when  it  fees  the  hours  ripe  on  earth. 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offenders'  heads. 

Dutch.  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  (harper  fpur  ? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 
Edward'^  fev'n  fons,  whereof  thy  felf  art  one. 
Were  as  fev'n  vials  of  his  facred  blood  ; 
Or  fev'n  fair  branches,  fpringing  from  one  root : 
Some  of  thofe  fev'n  are  dry'd  by  Nature's  Courfe  ; 
Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  Deft'nies  cut : 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  lord,  my  life,  my  Glo'Jicry 
(One  vial,  full  of  Ednjoard'%  facred  blood  ; 
One  flourilhing  branch  of  his  moft  royal  root ;) 
Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt  ; 
Is  hackt  down,  and  his  fummer  leaves  all  faded. 
By  Envy's  hand  and  Murder's  bloody  axe  f 
Ah,  Gaunt!  his  blood  was  thine  ;  that  bed,  that  womb. 
That  metal,  that  felf- mould  that  fafhion'd  thee  ; 
Made  him  a  man  ;  and  though  tnou  liv'ft  and  breath 'ft. 
Yet  art  thou  flain  in  him  ;  thou  doft  confent 
In  fome  large  meafure  to  thy  father's  d«ath ; 
In  that  thou  fec'd  thy  wretched  brother  die, 
Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father*s  life; 

Vol.  IV.  C  Call 
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Call  it  not  patience,  Gaunt,  it  is  defpair. 
In  fufPring  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughter'd. 
Thou  (hew'ft  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life, 
Teaching  ftern  murther  how  to  butcher  thee. 
'I'hat  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle  Patience, 
Is  pale  cold  Cowardife  in  noble  breafts  : 
What  fliali  I  fay  ?  to  fafeguard  thine  own  life, 
'i'hc  beft  way  is  to  'venge  my  G/o'/^r's  death. 

Gaunt.  God's  is  the  Quarrel ;  for  God's  Subftitute, 
His  Deputy  anointed  in  his  fight. 
Hath  caus'd  his  death  ;  the  which  if  wrongfully, 
Let  God  rcvei^ge,  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  arm  againft  his  Minifter. 

Dutch.  Where  then,  alas,  may  I  complain  my  felf  ? 
Gaunt.  Toheav'n,  the  widow's  Champion  and  De- 
fence, [wel. 
Dutch.  Why  then,  I  will :  farewel,  old  Gaunt,  fare- 
Thou  go'fl  to  Co'ventry,  there  to  behold 
Our  Coufm  Hereford  and  fell  Mowobray  tight. 
O,  fit  my  hulband's  wrongs  on  Hereford'h  fpear. 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Monvhray^  breaft  ! 
Or,  if  misfortune  mifs  the  firfl  career. 
Be  Mo'wbrayi  fins  fo  heavy  in  his  bofom. 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  Courfer's  back. 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 
A  caitiP;  recreant  to  my  coufin  Hereford  ! 
Farewel,  old  Gaunt  ;  thy  fometime  brother's  wife 
With  her  companion  Grief  muH  end  her  life. 

Gaunt.  Siller,  farewel  ;  I  muft  to  Co'ventry. 
As  much  Good  (lay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me  I 

Dutch.  Yet  one  word  more  -,  grief  boundeth  where 
it  falls, 
JNfot  with  the  empty  hollownefs,    but  weight  : 
1  take  my  leave,  before  I  have  begun  ; 
For  Sorrow  ends  not,  when  it  feeraeth  done. 
Commend  mc  to  my  brother,  Edmund  Tork: 
Lo,  this,  is  all-- — nay,  yet  depart  not  To  ; 
Though  this  be  all,  do  notfoquickly  go  : 

I  Ihall  remember  moie.     Bid  him oh,  what  ? 

With  all  good  fpeed  at  ?hf}?is  vifit  me. 
Alack,  and  what  (hall  good  old  York  fee  there 

But 
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But  empty  lodgings,  and  unfurnifh'd  walls, 

Un-peopled  offices,  untrodden  ftones  ? 

And  what  hear  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans } 

Therefore  commend  me, — let  him  not  come  there 

To  feck  out  forrow  that  dwells  every  where  ; 

All  defolate,  will  I  from  hence,  and  die ; 

The  laft  Leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

The  Lijisy  at  Coventry. 

Enter  the  Lord  Marjhaly  and  the  Duke  of  Aamerle. 

^^^r.  T\/rY  lord  Aumerk,  is  Harry  Hereford zrm'd^ 
iVX  Aum.  Yea,  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  en- 
ter in. 

Mar,  The  Duke  of  Norfoii,  fprightfully  and  bold. 
Stays  but  the  Summons  of  th'  Appellant's  trumpet. 

Aum  Why,  then  the  Champions  are  prepared,  and  ftav 
For  nothing  but  his  Majefty's  approach.  [Fhurl^ . 

The  trumpets  found,  and  the  King  enters  ivith  his  Nobles: 

when  they  are  fet.  Enter   the  Duke  of  Norfolk  in 

arm  St  Defendant. 

K.  Rich.  Marlhal,  demand  of  yr)nder  Champion 
The  caufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms  ^ 
A{k  him  his  name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  juilice  of  his  Caufe, 

Mar.  In  God's  name  and  the  Kind's,  fay  who  thou 

A  ^     L^'V  ,.     ,      .  [^^  Mowb. 

And  why  thou  com'ft,  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms  ? 
Againft  what  man  thou  com'il,  and  what  thy  quarrel  ? 
Speak  truly  on  thy  Knighthood,  and  thine  Oath, 
And  fo  defend  thee  heaven,  and  thy  valour  /      '  [folk 
Mowb.  My  name  is  Thomas  Moiuhray,  Duke  of  Nor*~ 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oatk, 
(Whicli,  heav'n  defend,  a  Knight  Ihould  violate  f) 
Both  to  defend  my  Loyalty  and  Truth, 
To  God,  my  King,  and  my  fuceeeding  liTue, 
Againll  the  Duke  of  Hereford^  that  appeals  me  ; 
And  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arm,  ' 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  myklf, 

^2  A  traitor 
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A  traitor  to  my  God,  my  King,  and  me  ; 
And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heav'n  ! 

The  trumpets  found,     ^^/^-r  Bolingbroke,   Appellant, 
in  armour. 

K.  Rich.  Marllial,  aflc  yonder  Knight  in  arms. 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither. 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war  : 
And  formally,  according  to  our  Law, 
Dcpofe  him  in  thejuftice  of  his  Caufe.  [hither, 

Mar.  What  is  thy  name,  and  wherefore  com'ii  thou 
Before  King  Richard,  in  his  royal  Lifts?  [ToBoIing. 
Againft  whom  comeft  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  Quarrel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  Knight,  fo  defend  thee  heav'n  ! 

Bo  ling.   Harry  of  Hertford^   Lane  after  and  Derby 
Ami,  who  ready  here  do  fland  in  arms, 
To  prove,  by  heav'n's  grace  and  my  body's  valour, 
In  Lifts,  on  Thomas  Mfliy^r^j- Dukeof  Norfolk, 
That  he's  a  traitor  foul  and  dangerous. 
To  God  of  heav'D,  King  Richard,  and  to  me  ; 
And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heav'n  ! 

Mar.  On  pain  of  death,  no  perfon  be  fo  bold. 
Or  daring  hardy,  as  to  touch  the  Lifts, 
Except  the  Marfhal,  and  fuch  Officers 
Appointed  to  direft  thele  fair  defigns.  [hand, 

Bclifjg.  Lord  Marfhal,  let   me  kifs  my  Sovereign's 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  Majefty  : 
For  Monvbray  and  my  felf  are  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage  ; 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  Leave, 
And  loving  Farewel,  oi  our  feveral  friends. 

Mar.  Th' Appellant  in  all  duty  greets  yourHighnefs, 

ITo  K  Rich. 
And  craves  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  defcend  and  fold  him  in  our  arms. 
Coufm  of  Hereford^  as  thy  Caufe  is  rigjic. 
So  be  thy  Fortune  in  this  royal  light  ! 
Farewel,  my  Blood  ;  which  if  lo  day  thou  fhed. 
Lament  wc  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 

Holing.  Oh,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Moiuhray^  fpear  : 

As 
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As  confident,  as  is  the  Faulcon's  flight 

Againft  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. 

My  loving  lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Of  you,  my  noble  Coufin,  lord  Aumerle  ; 

Not  fick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  Death  ; 

But  lully,  young,  and  chearly  drawing  Breath.  — — 

Lo,  as  at  Engltjh  Feafts,  fo  I  regreet 

Tiie  daintieft  lalt,  to  make  the  end  mofl:  fweet : 

Oh  thou  !  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood,  \Tq  Gaunt. 

Whofe  youthful  fpirit,  in  me  regenerate. 

Doth  with  a  two- fold  vigour  lift  me  up 

To  reach  at  Vidory  above  my  head. 

Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers  ; 

And  with  thy  Blelfings  fteel  my  Lance*s  point, 

That  it  may  enter  Moivbray's  waxen  Coat, 

And  furbilh  new  the  Name  of  John  o'  Gaunt 

Ev'n  in  the  lurty  'haviour  of  his  fon.  [rous  f 

Gaunt.  Heav'n  in  thy  good  Caufe  make  thee  profpe- 
Be  fwift  like  Lightning  in  the  execution. 
And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled. 
Fall  like  amazmg  thunder  on  the  Cafque 
Of  thy  adverfe  pernicious  enemy. 
Rouze  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  brave  and  live. 

Baling.  Mine  innocence,    God  and  St.   George  to 
thrive ! 

Monub.  However  heav'n  or  fortune  call  my  lot. 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richard' %  Throne, 
A  loyal,  juft  and  upright  Gentleman  : 
Never  did  Captive  wkh  a  freer  tieart 
Call  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontroul'd  enfranchifement. 
More  than  my  dancing  foul  doth  celebrate 
This  Feall  of  battle,  with  mine  adverfary. 
Moll  mighty  Liege,  and  my  companion  Peers, 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wifli  of  happy  years ; 
^  As  gentle  and  as  jocund,  as  to  juft, 
Go  I  to  fight :  Truth  hath  a  quiet  breaft. 

6  As  gentle  and  as  jocund,  ^rro  jest.]  Not  fo  neither.  Wc 
Aould  read,  to  just,  i,  e,  to  tilt  or  tourny^  which  was  a  kind 
of  fport  too. 

C  J  K.  Rich. 

i 
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K.  Rich.  Farewcl,  my  lord  ;  fecurely  I  efpy 
Virtue  with  valour  couched  in  thine  eye. 
Order  the  tryal,  Marlhal,  and  begin. 

I^lar.   Harry  of  Herefordy  Lavcafler  and  Derhy, 
Receive  thy  Lance  ;  and  he^v'n  defend  thy  Right ! 

Boling.  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I  cry  Amen. 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  Lance  to  Thomaj  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

1  Her.  Harry  of  Herefordy  Lancafier  and  Derby y 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  Sovereign  and  Himfelf, 
On  pain  to  be  found  falie  and  recreant. 

To  prove  the  Duke  of  Ncrfolky  Thomas  Mo'wBray, 
A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  King,  and  him  ; 
And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  fight. 

2  Her.  Here   ftandeth  Thomas  Moivbray,  Duke  of 

Ncr/o/k, 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant. 
Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancafier  and  Derby y 
To  God,  his  Sovereign,  and  to  him,  difloyal ; 
Coarageoufly,  and  with  a  frtt  defire. 
Attending  but  the  Signal  to  begin. 

Mar,  Sound,  Trumpets  i  and  fet  forward.  Comba- 
tants. \^A  Charge  founded. 
But  ftay,  the  King  hath  thrown  his  warder  down. 
K.  Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets  and  their 
fpears. 
And  Both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again  : 
Withdraw  with  us,  and  let  the  trumpets  found. 
While  we  return  thefe  Dukes  what  we  decree. 

A  long  Flaurifh  j  after  ivhichy   the  King 
fpeaki  to  the  Combatants. 

Draw  near  ;— 

And  lift,  what  with  our  Council  we  have  done. 
For  that  our  Kingdom*s  earth  (hould  not  be  foil'd 
With  that  dear  blood,  which  it  hath  foftered  ; 
And,  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  afpecl 
Of  civil  wounds  ploughed  up  with  neighbour  fwords  ; 
[7  And  for  we  think,  the  eagle- winged  pride 

7  And  for  zve  think,  the  eagle-nvingfd  pride,  &c.j  Thefe  five 
verfes  are  omitted  in  the  other  editi'^ns,  and  reftored  from  the  firft 
of  i«;98.  Mr.  Pope^ 

Of 
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Of  iky-afpiring  and  ambitious  thoughts 

With  rival- hating  Envy  fet  you  on, 

*  To  wake  our  Peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle 

Draws  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  fleep  ;] 

Which  thus  rouz'd  up  with  boiftVous  untun'd  drums. 

And  harfh-refounding  trumpets'  dreadful  Bray, 

And  grating  Ihock  of  wrathful  iron  arms. 

Might  from  our  quiet  Confines  fright  fair  Peace, 

And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindred's  blood  : 

Therefore,  we  banilh  you  our  Territories. 

You  coufm  Hereford,  on  pain  of  death. 

Till  twice  five  Summers  have  enrich'd  our  fields, 

Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  Dominions, 

But  tread  the  ftrangcr  paths  of  Baniihment. 

'     8  7c  ivake  our  Peace.  •      >     '  ivhicb  thus  rouz'dup         <  ■■■ 

Might  fright  fair  Peace.]  Thus  the  fentence  ftands  in  the 
common  reading,  abfurdly  enough  :  which  made  the  Oxford 
Editor,  inftead  oi',  fright  fair  Peace,  read,  he  affrighted-,  as  if 
thefe  latter  words  could  ever,  poflibly,  have  been  blundered  into 
the  former  by  tranfcribers.  But  his  bufinefs  is  to  alter  as  his 
fancy  leads  him,  not  to  reform  errors,  as  the  text  and  rules  of 
criticifm  direft  In  a  word,  then,  the  true  original  of  the  blun- 
der v/as  this  :  The  Editors,  before  Mr.  Pope,  had  taken  their  Edi- 
tions from  the  Folios,  in  which  the  text  ftood  thus, 
'  ■  ■  -  the  dire  afpe£i 
Of  ci'vil  wounds  ploughed  up  nvith  neighbour  fiver ds  j 

Which  thus  rouzi'd  up,  ~ 

'  — "— —  fright  fair  Peace. 

This  is  fcnfe.  But  Mr.  Pope,  who  carefully  examined  the  firft 
printed  plays  in  Quarto,  (very  much  to  the  advantage  of  his  Edi- 
tion) coming  to  this  place,  found  five  lines,  in  the  firft  Edition  of 
this  play  printed  in  1598,  omitted  in  the  firft  general  colleftion 
of  the  poet's  works  j  and  not  enough  attending  to  their  agreement 
with  the  common  text,  put  them  into  their  place.  Whereas,  in 
truth,  the  five  lines  were  omitted  by  Shakejpear  himfelf,  as  not 
agreeing  to  the  reft  of  the  context  j  which,  on  revife,  he  thought 
fit  to  alter.  On  this  account  I  have  put  them  into  hooks,  not  as 
fpurious,  but  as  rejefted  on  the  author's  revife  j  and,  indeed,  with 
great  judgment  j  for. 

To  nvake  our  Peace,  ivhich  in  our  country'' s  cradle 
Draws  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  jleep. 
as  pretty  as  it  is  in  the  image,  is  abfurd  in  the  fenfe  :  For  Peace 
awake  is  ftill  Peace,  as  well  as  when  aflsep.  The  difference  is, 
that  Peace  afleep  gives  one  the  notion  of  a  happy  people  funk  in 
floth  and  luxury,  which  is  not  the  idea  the  fpeaker  would  raife, 
nd  from  which  ftate,  the  fooner  it  was  awaked  the  better. 

c  4  Boi^g: 
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Bolhg.  Your  will  be  done ;  this  muft  my  comfort  be. 
That  Sun,  that  warms  you  here,  (hall  fhine  on  me  : 
And  ihofe  his  golden  beams,  to  you  here  lent. 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  Banifhment. 

K  Rich.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  Doom, 
"Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce. 
The  fly  flow  hours  (hall  not  determinate 
The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  dear  exile  : 
The  hopelefs  word,  of  nenjer  to  return. 
Breathe  I  againft  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Mo^h,  A  heavy  Sentence,  my  mod  fovereign  Liege, 
And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  Highnefs'  mouth  : 
A  dearer  merit,  not  fo  deep  a  maim. 
As  to  be  caft  forth  in  the  common  air. 
Have  I  del"er\ed  at  your  Highnefs'  hands. 
The  bnguage  I  have  learn'd  thefe  forty  years, 
My  native  Engli^^  now  I  muft  forego  ; 
**  And  now  my  tongue's  ufe  is  to  me  no  more, 
**  Than  an  unftringed  viol,  or  a  harp  j 
*'  Or,  like  a  cunning  Inftrument  cas'd  up, 
**  Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
*'  That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony. 
Within  my  mouth  you  have  engoal'd  my  tongue. 
Doubly  port-cullis'd  with  my  Teeth  and  Lips : 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  Ignorance 
Is  made  my  Goaler  to  attend  on  me. 
I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurfe. 
Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  Pupil  now  : 
What  is  thy  Sentence  then,  but  fpeechlefs  death. 
Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath  ? 

K.  Rich.  9  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  compaifionate  ; 
After  cur  Sentence,  Plaining  comes  too  late. 

Moivh.  Then  thus  1  turn   me  from  my  Country's 

liglit, 
To  (Uvcll  in  folemn  (hades  of  endlefs  night. 

K.  Rich,  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  ye. 
Lay  on  our  royal  Sword  your  banifh'd  hands  -, 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  hcav'n, 

9    It  hots  th'.e  not  to  be  compaflic.nats  5  J   compajp.onatej  for 
plaintive, 
1  (Our 
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■  (Our  part  therein  we  banifli  with  your  felves,) 

To  keep  the  oath  that  we  adminifter  : 

You  never  fhall,  (fo  help  you  truth,  and  heav'n  ! ) 

Embrace  each  other's  love  in  Banifhment  ; 

Nor  ever  loflk  upon  each  other's  face. 

Nor  ever  write,  regreet,  or  reconcile 

This  low'ring  tempeft  of  your  home-bred  hate  ; 

Nor  ever  by  advifed  purpofe  meet, 

To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  111, 

'Gainft  us,  our  State,  our  Subjeds,  or  our  Land. 

Baling.  I  fwear. 

Moivi.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

Baling.  Norfolk,  fo  far,  as  to  mine  enemy  ■ 

By  this  time,  had  the  King  permitted  us. 
One  of  our  fouls  had  wandred  in  the  air, 
Banifh'd  this  frail  fepulchre  of  our  flefh. 
As  now  our  flefh  is  banifh'd  from  this  Land. 
Confefs  thy  treafons,  ere  thou  fly  this  Realm  ; 
Since  thou  hafl  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  foul. 

Moiub.  No,  Bolingbroke ',  if  ever  I  were  traitor. 
My  Name  be  blotted  from  the  Book  of  life. 
And  I  from  heaven  banifh'd  as  from  hence  ! 
But  what  thou  art,  heav'n,  thou,  and  I  do  know, 
And  all  too  foon,  I  fear,  the  King  fhall  rue. 
Farewel,  my  Liege  ;  now  no  wa/  can  I  Itray, 
Save  back  to  England ;  all  the  world's  my  way. 

lExit. 

SCENE     V. 

K,  Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  glaffes  of  thine  eyes 
I  fee  thy  grieved  heart,  thy  fad  afpetl 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banifh'd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away  j  lix  frozen  winters  fpent. 
Return  with  Welcome  home  from  Banilhment. 

1  (Our  patt  therein  ive  banip  'with  your  felves, )'\  It  is  a 
queftion  much  debated  amongft  the  vvricers  of  the  Law  of  Nations, 
whether  a  banifh'd  man  be  ftill  tied  in  allegiance  to  the  ftate  which 
fent  him  into  exile,  Tully  and  Lord  Chancellor  Clarendon  declare 
for  the  affirmative  :  Hobbs  and  Fuffcndurf  held  the  negative.  Our 
author,  by  this  linC;  feems  to  be  of  the  fame  opinion. 

C  5  Baling* 

i 
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Baling.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word  f 
Four  lagging  Winters,  and  four  wanton  Springs, 
End  in  a  word  ;  fuch  is  the  Breath  of  Kings. 

Gaunt,  1  thank  my  Liege,   that  in  regard  of  me 
He  fhortensfour  years  of  my  fon's  exile  : 
But  little  vantage  (hall  I  reap  thereby  ; 
For  ere  the  fix  years,  that  he  hath  to  fpend. 
Can  change  their  moons  and  bring  their  times  about. 
My  oyl-dry'd  lamp,  and  time-bewafted  light. 
Shall  be  extindt  with  age,  and  endlefs  night  : 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done  : 
*^nd  blindfold  death  not  let  me  fee  my  for. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle  ?  thou  haft  many  years  to  live* 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute.  King,  that  thou  canft  give; 
Shorten  m.y  days  thou  canft  with  fallen  forrow. 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow  ; 
Thou  canft  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age. 
But  ftop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage  j 
Thy  word  is  currant  with  him,  for  my  death  ; 
But  dead,  thy  Kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K.  Rich.  Thy  fon  is  banifti'd  upon  good  advice. 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party- verdid  gave  ; 
Why  at  our  juftice  feem'ft  thou  then  to  low'r } 

Gaunt.  Things,   fweet   to  tafte,  prove  in  digeftion 
fow'r  : 
Ygu  urg'd  me  as  a  judge  ;  but  I  had  rather. 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father. 
O,  had  it  been  a  ftranger,  not  my  child. 
To  fmooth  his  Fault,  I  would  have  been  more  mild  : 
Alas,  I  look'd,  when  fome  of  you  (hould  fay, 
J  was  too  ftrid  to  make  mine  own  away  : 
Bat  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue, 
Againft  my  will,  to  do  my  felf  this  wrong. 
*  A  partial  flander  fought  I  to  avoid. 
And  in  the  Sentence  my  own  life  deftroy*d. 

K.  Rich.  Coufin,  farewcl ;  and,  uncle,  bid  him  fo  : 
Six  years  we  banifh  him,  and  he  (hall  go.  {F^hurijh. 

lExit, 

1  A  partial  fiandcr^,   &c.]  Thefc  two  lines  added  from  the  firft 
Xditioft,  Mr.  Po}e, 

SCENE. 
{ 
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S  C  E'N  E    VI. 

Aum.  Coufin,  farewel ;  what  prefence  muft  not  know. 
From  where  you  do  remain,  let  paper  ihow. 

Mar.  My  lord,  no  leave  take  I ;  for  I  will  ride 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  to  what  purpofe  doft  thou  hoard  thy 
words, 
That  thou  return^ft  no  Greeting  to  thy  friends  ? 

Baling.  I  have  too  ftvf  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 
When  the  tongue's  olnce  Ihould  be  prodigal. 
To  breathe  th'  abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  abfence  for  a  time. 

Baling.  Joy  abfent,    grief  is  prefent  for  that  time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  (\x  winters  ?  they  are  quickly  gone. 

Baling.  To  men  in  joy;  but  grief  makes  one  hour  ten. 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  Travel,  that  thou  tak'ft  for  pleafure. 

Baling.  My  heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcall  it  fo. 
Which  finds  it  an  inforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  fullen  paffage  of  thy  weary  Heps 
Eftecm  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  fet 
The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home-return. 

Baling.  Nay,  rather,  ev'ry  tedious  ftride  I  make 
Will  but  remember  me,  what  a  deal  of  World 
I  wander  from  the  Jewels  that  I  love. 
Muft  I  not ferve  a  long  Apprentice-hood, 
To  foreign  palTages,  and  m  the  End 
Having  my  Freedom,  boail  of  Nothing  elfe 
But  that  I  was  a  Journeyman  to  Grief  ? 

Gaunt.  J  All  Places  that  the  Eye  of  Heaven  vifits. 
Are  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  happy  havens. 
Teach  thy  neceffity  to  reafon  thus : 
There  is  no  virtue  like  neceffity. 
Think  not,   the  Ki».g  did  banifh  Thee ; 
But  Thou  the  King.     Woe  doth  the  heavier  fit. 
Where  it  perceives  It  is  but  faintly  borne. 
Go  fay,  I  fentthse forth  topurchafe  honour. 
And  not,  the  King  exil'd  thse.     Or  fuppofe, 

3  All  Placet  that  the  Eye  of  Heaven  vijiti,   5:c.]  The  fourteen 
tiiki  that  follow^  ars  founi  in  the  fixit  Edition*        Mr.  Pope. 

Dsvouring 
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Devouring  peftilence  hangs  in  our  air. 

And  thou  art  flying  to  a  frelher  clime. 

Look,    what  thy  foul  holds  dear,   imagine  it 

To  lye  that  way  thou  go'ft,  not  whence  thou  com'ft. 

Suppofe  the  finglng  birds,  muficians ; 

The  grafs  whereon  thou  tread'ft,  the  prefence-floor  ; 

The  flow'rs,  fair  ladies ;  and  thy  fteps,    no  more 

Than  a  delightful  meafure,    or  a  dance. 

For  gnarling  Sorrow  hath  lefs  PowV  to  bite 

The  Man,  that  mocks  at  it,  and  fets  it  light. 

Baling.  Oh,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand» 
By  thinking  on  the  froily  Caucafus  ? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite. 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feaft  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  fnow. 
By  thinking  on  fantaftick  Summer's  heat  ? 
Oh,   no  I  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe  ; 
Fell  forrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore. 

Gaunt.  Come,    come,    my  fon,   I'll  bring  thee  on 
thy  way  ; 
Had  I  thy  Youth,    and  Caufe,  I  would  not  flay. 

Boling.   Then,  England'' %  Ground,    farewel  ;  fweet 
foil,  adieu. 
My  mother  and  my  nurfe,  which  bears  me  yet. 
Where  e*er  I  wander,  boaft  of  this  I  can, 
Though  banifh'd  ;  yet  a  true-born  Englijhman. 

{Exiunt, 
SCENE    VII. 

Changes  to  tht  Court. 

Enter  King  RichzTd^  and  Bzgot,  i5fc.  at  one  door;  and 
the  Lord  Aumerle,    at  the  other. 

if.  /?/c^.  \T  7E  did,    indeed,  obferve Coufia 

VV  Aumerh, 

How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

Aum.  1  brought  high  Herefordy  if  you  call  him  {o^ 
But  to  the  next  High -way,    and  there  I  left  him. 
K,  Rich.  And  fay,  what  ftore  of  parting  tears  were 
ihed  ? 

4uml 


Kiftg    R  1  C  H  A  R  D     11,  2  1 

Jum.  *Faith,  none  by  me  ;    except  the  north-eaft 
wind, 
(Which  then  blew  bitterly  againft  our  faces) 
Awak'd  the  fleepy  rheume  ;   and  io  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  hollow  Parting  with  a  tear. 

K.  Rich.  What  laid  your  coufm,  when  you  parted 
with  him  ? 

j^um.   Fare<wel. 
And,  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  fo  profane  the  word,    That  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppreffion  of  fuch  grief, 
That  words  feem'd  buried  in  my  forrow's  Grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  faniuel  have  lengthened  hours. 
And  added  years  to  his  ftiort  Baniihment, 
He  (hould  have  had  a  volume  of  farewels  ; 
But,  fince  it  would  not,   he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Rich.   He  isourkinfman,  Coufm  ;  but  'tis  doubt,. 
When  time  (hall  call  him  home  from  Banifhment, 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends. 
Our  felf,  and  Bujhy,   Bagot  here,   and  Greerty 
Obferv'd  his  Courtlhip  to  the  common  people: 
How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  hearts, 
With  humble  and  familiar  courtefie, 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  flaves ; 
Wooing  poor  crafts-men  with  the  craft  of  fmilej^, 
And  patient  under-bearing  of  his  fortune  : 
As  'twere  to  baniih  their  Affe£ls  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfter- wench  ; 
A  brace  of  dray-men  bid,  God  fpeed  him  well  \ 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee  ; 
With, — Thanks,  my  countrymen,  my  loving  friends  ^ 
As  were  our  England  in  reverfion  his. 
And  he  our  Subjeds'  next  degree  in  hope. 

Green.  Well,  he  is   gone,   and  with  him  go  thcffi 

thoughts. 

Now  for  the  Rebels,   which  ftand  out  in  Ireland, 
Expedient  Manage  muft  be  made,   my  Liege  5 
Ere  further  leifure  yield  them  further  means 
For  their  advantage,  and  your  Highnefs'  lofs, 

K.  Rich.  We  will  our  felf  in  perfon  to  this  war  5 
And,  for  our  coffers  with  too  great  a  Court, 

And 
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And  liberal  largefs,  are  grown  fomewhat  light. 
We  are  inforc'd  to  farm  our  royal  Realm, 
The  Revenue  whereof  fhall  furnifli  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand  ;    if  they  come  fhort, 
Our  Subftitutes  at  home  fhall  have  blank  charters : 
Whereto,  when  they  (hall  know  what  men  are  rich. 
They  Ihall  fubfcribe  them  for  large  fums  of  gold. 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants ; 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 
Enter  Buihy. 

K.  Rich.  Bujhy^    what  news  ? 

Bujhy.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  Tick,  my  lord. 
Suddenly  taken,   and  hath  fent  poft-hafte 
T'intreat  your  Majefty  to  vifit  him. 

K.  Rich.  Where  lyes  he  ? 

BuJhy.   At  Elyhoufe. 

K.  Ri:h.  Now  put   it,  heav'n,   in  his   phyfician'g 
mind, 
To  help  him  to  his  Grave  immediately  : 
The  lining  of  his  coffers  (hall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  folciiers  for  thefe  hi/h  wars. 
Come,  gentlemen,   let's  ail  go  vifit  him  : 
Pray  heav'n,  we  may  make  haftc,  and  come  too  late  ! 


A  C  T     II.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 
E  L  r^H  OU  S  E. 

Gaunt  brought  in,  fick  ;  ivith  the  Duke  of  York. 

Gaunt.  T  T  7"  I L  L  the  King  come,  that  I  may  breathe 

V  V  my  laft 

In  wholefome  counfel  to  his  unftay'd  youth  ? 

Tork,  Vex  not  your  felf,  nor  ftrive  not   with  your 
breath  j 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counfel  to  his  ear. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  bat,  they  fay,  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Inforce  attention,   like  deep  harmony  : 
Where  words  are  fcarce,  they're  feldom  fpent  in  vain  i 
For  they  breaths  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 

He. 
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He,  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  lillen'd  more 

Than  they,   whom  youth    and   eafe  have  taught   to 

glofe  ; 
More  are  men*s  ends  mark'd,  than  their  lives  before  : 

The  fetting  Sun, and  mufick  in  the  ciofe. 

As  the  laft  tafte  of  fweets,  is  fweeteft  lafl  ; 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long  paft  ; 
Though  Richard  my  life's  counfcl  would  not  hear, 
My  death's  fad  Tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  ear. 

Tork.  His  ear  is  ftopt  with  other  flatt'ring  charms. 
As  praifes  of  his  State  ;   there  are,   befide, 
Lafcivious  mecters,  to  whofe  venom'd  found 
The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  always  liften  : 
Report  of  Fafhions  in  proud  Italy  ^ 
Whofe  manners  ftill  our  tardy,  apiih.  Nation 
Limps  after,  in  bafe  aukward  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thruft  forth  a  vanity, 
(So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refped  how  vijc,) 
That  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ears  ? 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  heard,, 
Where  Will  doth  mutiny  with  wit's  regard.      t 
Direct  not  him,  whofe  way  himfelf  will  chufe  j 
'Tis  breath  thou  lack'ft,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou  lofe. 

Gaunt.  Methinks,  I  am  a  prophet  new  infpir'd. 
And,  thus  expiring,  do  foretel  of  him, 
His  rafh,  iierce  blaae  of  riot  cannot  laft  ; 
For  violent  fires  foon  burn  out  themfelves. 
Small  ftiow'rs  laft  long,  but  fudden  ftorms  are  fliort  j 
He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  faft  betimes  j 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choak  the  feeder ; 
Light  vanity,  infatiate  Cormorant, 
Confuming  means,  foon  preys  upon  it  \d^. 
The  royal  Throne  of  Kings,  thisfcepter'd  Ifle, 
This  Earth  of  Majefty,  tjiis  Seat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demy  Paradife, 
This  foptrefs,  built  by  Nature  for  her  felf, 
Againll  infeftion,  and  the  hand  of  war  ; 
This  happy  Breed  of  men,  this  little  world, 
This  precious  ftone  fet  in  the  filver  fea. 
Which  ferves  it  in  the  ofRce  of  a  wall^ 


24  King  Richard  IL 

Or  as  a  moat  dcfcnfive  to  a  houfe, 
Againft  the  envy  of  lefs  happier  Lands ; 
This  nurfe,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  Kings, 
Fear'd  for  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birth, 
Renowned  for  their  deeds,  as  far  from  home 
For  chriftian  fervice  and  true  chivalry. 
As  is  the  Sepulchre  in  (lubborn  Jury 
Of  the  world's  Ranfom,  blefled  Mary's  Son  ; 
This  land  of  fuch  dear  fouls,  this  dear  dear  Land,, 
Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world. 
Is  now  leasM  out,  (I  dye,  pronouncing  it) 
Like  to  a  Tenement,  or  pelting  Farm. 
England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  Sea, 
Whofe  rocky  fhore  beats  back  the  envious  fiege 
Of  watry  Neptune,  is  bound  in  wiih  fhame. 
With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment- bonds. 
That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  otheis, 
Kath  made  a  ftiamcful  Conqueft  of  it  felf. 
Ah !  would  the  fcandal  vanifh  with  my  life. 
How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death ! 

SCENE    IL 

Enifr  King  Richard,  ^een,  Aumerle,  Buihy,  Green, 
Bagot,  Roff,  ^z«i^  Willoughby. 

Tork.  The  King  is  come,  deal  mildly  with  his  youth  ; 
For  young  hot  colts,  being  rag'd,  do  rage  the  more. 

^een.  How  fares  our  noble  uncle,  hancafier? 

K,  Rhh.  What  comfort,  man  ?    How  is't  with  aged 
Gaunt  ? 

Gaunt.  Oh,  how  that  Name  befits  my  compofition  ! 
Old  Gaunt,  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  being  old  : 
Withiri  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  fall ; 
And  who  abib.ins  from  meat,  that  is  not  gaunt?' 
For  fieeping  England  long  time  have  I  watch'd. 
Watching  breeds  leannel's,  leannefs  is  all  gaunt : 
The  pleafure,  that  fome  fathers  feed  upon. 
Is  my  ftrid  faft ;  I  mean,  my  children's  looks ; 
And,  therein  failing,  thou  haft  made  me  gaunt  j 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  Grave,  g'^unt  as  a  Grave, 
V/isofe  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones. 
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K.  Rich.  Can  fick-men  play   fo  nicely  with  their 
names  ? 

Gaunt.  No,  mifery  makes  fport  to  mock  it  felf : 
Since  thou  doft  feek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  my  name,  great  King,  to  flatter  thee. 

K.  Rich.  Should  dying  men  flatter  thofe  that  live  ? 

Gaunt.  No,  no,  men  living  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

K.  Rich.  Thou,  now  a  dying,  fay'ft,  thou  fiatter'ft 
me. 

Gaunt.  Oh  !  no,  thou  dyeft,  though  I  ficker  be. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  I  fee  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.   Now  he,   that  made  me,  knows,  I  fee  thcc 
ill; 
111  in  my  felf,  but  feeing  thee  too,  ill. 
Thy  death-bed  is  no  lefl:er  than  the  Land, 
Wherein  thou  lieft  in  Reputation  fick ; 
And  thou,  too  carelefs  Patient  as  thou  art, 
Giv'ft  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  thofe  phyficians,  that  firft  wounded  thee  ; 
A  thoufand  flatt'rers  flt  within  thy  Crown, 
Whofe  compafs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head, 
'  And  yet  incaged  in  fo  fmall  a  verge. 
Thy  wafte  is  no  whit  lefler  than  thy  Land. 
Oh,  had  thy  Grandfire,  with  a  prophet's  eye. 
Seen  how  his  fon's  fon  fliould  deftroy  his  fons ; 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  (hame, 
Depofing  thee  before  thou  wert  poflefl  j 
Who  art  poflTeft  now  to  depofe  thy  felf. 
Why,  Coufm,  wert  thou  Regent  of  the  world. 
It  were  a  ftiame  to  let  this  Land  by  leafe : 
But  for  thy  world  enjoying  but  this  Land, 
Is  it  not  more  than  (hame,  to  fliame  it  fo  ? 
Landlord  of  England  art  thou  nov/,  not  King  : 
»  Thy  ftate  of  law  is  bond-flavc  to  the  law  ; 

And  Thou 

K.  Rich. 

I  And  yet  in  gaged  iti  fo  fwall  a  'verge,']  The  Folio  of  1623 
reads  incaged,  which  is  right. 

»  I'hy  ftate  of  law  is  bondflave  to  the  law  ;  ]  State  of  laiu, 
i.  e,  legal  Jov'rainty.     But  the  Oxford  Editor  alters  it  to  Jiats 
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K.  Rich.  And  thou,  a  lanatick  lean-witted  fool, 
Prefuming  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Dar'ft  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
Make  pale  our  cheek  ;  chafing  the  royal  blood 
With  fury  from  his  native  refidence. 
Now  by  my  Seat's  right -royal  Majefly, 
Wert  thou  not  Brother  to  Great  Ednvard's  fon. 
This  tongue  that  runs  fo  roundly  in  thy  head, 
Should  run  thy  head  from  thy  unreverend  fhoulders. 
Gaunt.   Oh,  fpare  me  not,   my  brother   EiiivareTir 
fon, 
Por  that  I  was  his  father  Ednvard's  fon.. 
That  blood  already,  like  the  Pelican, 
Haft  thou  tapt  out,  and  drankenly  carows'd. 
My  brother  Glo'jier,  plain  welL meaning  foul, 
(Whom  fair  befal  in  hcav'n  'mongft  happy  fouls  !) 
May  be  a  precedent  and  witnefs  good. 
That  thou  refpeft'll  not  fpillir.g  Ed-jcartTi  blood. 
Join  with  the  prefent  Sicknef?  chat  I  have. 
And  thy  unkindnefs  be  like  crooked  age. 
To  crop  at  once  a  too  long  wither'd  flower. 
Live  in  thy  fliame,  but  die  not  ihamc  with  thee  f 
Thefe  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be  ! 
Convey  me  to  my  Bed,  then  to  my  Grave  : 
Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  iionourhave. 

[Exif,  home  out, 
K.  Rich.    And  let  them  die,  that  Age  and  Sullens 
have  ; 
For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  Grave. 

Tork.  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty,  impute 
His  words  to  wayward  fickhnefs,  and  age  : 
He  loves  you,  on  my  life  j  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry  Duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 

K.  Rich.  Right,   you  fay  true ;  as   Hereford's  love, 
fo  his  ; 
As  theirs,  fo  mine ;  and  all  be,  as  it  is. 

o'er  laiv,  i.  e,  abfoluu  fo-v'rainty.  A  doarine,  which,  if  our 
poet  ever  learnt  at  all,  he  learnt  not  in  the  reign  when  this  play 
was  written.  Queen  Elixabttb-^,  but  in  the  reign  after,  it.  King 
Jamei'%.  By  bondjla-ve  to  the  /aiVj  the  poet  means  his'  being  in- 
llaved  to  his  favourite  fubjedls. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    iir. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
North.  My  Liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your 

Majefty. 
K.  Rich.  What  fays  old  Gaunt  ? 
North.  Nay,  nothing  ;  all  is  faid : 
His  tongue  is  now  a  ftringlefs  inftrument, 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancafier  hath  fpcnt. 

tork.  Be  Ycrk  the  next,  that  muft  be  bankrupt  fo  ! 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

K.Rich.  The  ripefi  fruit  fails  firft,  and  fo  doth  he  > 
His  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  muft  be  : 

Somuch  for  that. Now  for  our  /r/}'!^  wars  j 

We  muft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug- headed  Kerns, 

Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  venom  elfe. 

But  only  they,  have  privilege  to  live. 

And,  for  thefe  great  aftairs  do  afk  fome  charge. 

Towards  our  affiftance  we  do  feizeto  us. 

The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moveables. 

Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  ftand  poiTeft. 

York.  How  long  (hall  I  be  patient  ?  Oh,  how  long 
^  Shall  tender  Duty  make  me  fuffer  wrong  ? 
'  Not  G/^y^r's  death,  not   Hereford: %  Baniftiment, 
Not  Gaunt^s  rebukes,  nor  England"^  private  wrongs. 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bolingnroke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  difgrace. 
Have  ever  made  me  fowT  my  patient  cheek  ; 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  Sovereign's  face. 
I  am  the  laft  of  noble  Edward*^  fons, 
Of  whom  thy  father,  Prince  of  IVales,  was  firft  : 
In  war,  was  never  Lion  rag'd  more  fierce  ; 
In  peace,  was  never  gentle  Lamb  more  mild. 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  Gentleman  5 
His  face  thou  haft,  for  even  fo  look'd  he, 
Accomplifti'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours. 
But  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  French, 
And  not  againft  his  friends :  His  noble  hand  . 

Did  win  what  he  did  fpend  ;  and  fpent  not  That, 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won. 

Hi& 
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His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood. 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
Oh,   Richard!  2or^  is  too  far  gone  with  grief. 
Or  elfe  he  never  would  compare  between. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle,   what's  the  matter  ? 

Tork.  O  my  Liege, 
Pardon  me,  if  you  pieafe ;  if  not,  I,  pleas'd 
Not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  withal. 
Seek  you  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands, 
The  Royalties  and  Rights  of  banifh'd  Hereford? 
h  not  Gaunt  dead,  and  doth  not  Hereford  \\yt  I 
Was  not  G«a;7/ juft,  and  is  not  Harry  true  ? 
Did  not  the  one  deferve  to  have  an  heir  ? 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-deferving  fon  ? 
Take  Hereford's  Right  away,  and  take  from  time 
His  Charters,  and  his  cuftomary  Rights. 
Let  not  to-morrow  then  enfue  to  day  ; 
Be  not  thy  felf.— For  how  art  thou  a  King, 
But  hy  fair  fequence  and  fucceflion  ? 
If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  Hereford's  Right, 
Call  in  his  letters  patents  that  he  hath. 
By  his  attorneys-general  to  fue 
His  livery,  and  deny  his  ofFerM  homage; 
You   pluck  a  thoufand  dangers  on  your  head  ; 
You  lofea  thoufand  well-difpofed  hearts  j 
And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  thofe  thoughts, 
Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich.  Think  what  you  will  j  we  feize  into  our 
hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money,  and  his  lands. 

Tork.  V\\  not  be  by,  the  while:  my  Liege,  farewel :: 
What  will  enfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell. 
But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  underftood 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  [Exit, 

K.  Rich.  Go,  Bujhy,  to  the  Earl  of  Wiltjhire  ftraight. 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-houfey 
To  fee  this  bufinefs  done :  To  morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland  i  and  'tis  time,  I  trow. 
And  we  create,  in  abfence  of  our  felf. 
Our  uncle  Tork  Lord  governor  of  England: 
For  he  is  juft,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. 

Come 
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Come  on,  our  Queen;  to- morrow  mufl  we  part ; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  Stay  is  fhort.  [fhuri/h. 

[Exeunt,   King,  ^een,  &c. 

SCENE     IV. 

Manent  Northumberland,   Willoughby,   and  Rofs. 

North.  Well,  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Lane  after  is  dead. 
Rofs.  And  living  too,  for  now  his  fon  is  Duke. 
Willo.  Barely  in  title,   not  in  revenue. 
North.  Richly  in  both,  if  juftice  had  her  right. 
Rofs.  My  heart  is  great;  but  it  mufl  break  with 
filence, 
Ere't  be  disburthcn'd  with  a  lib'ral  tongue. 

North.  Nay,  fpeak  thy  mind  ;  and  let  him  ne'er 
fpeak  more. 
That  fpeaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 

Willo.  Tends,  what  you'd  fpeak,  to  the  Duke  of 
Hereford? 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly,  man : 
Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Rofs.  No  good  at  all  that  I  can  do  for  him, 
Unlefs  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him. 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony. 

North.  Now,  afore  heav'n,  it's  (hame,  fuch  wrongs 
are  borne 
In  him  a  royal  Prince,  and  many  more 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  Land ; 
The  King  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafcly  led 
By  flatterers ;  and  what  they  will  inform 
Merely  in  hate  'gainft  any  of  us  all. 
That  will  the  King  feverely  profecute 
'Gainft  us,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  our  heirs. 
Rofs.  The  Commons  hath  he  pill'd  with  grievous 
Taxes, 
And  loft  their  hearts ;  the  Nobles  he  hath  fin'd 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  loil  their  hearts. 
Willo.  And  daily  new  exactions  are  devis'd ; 
As  Blanks,  Berevoiences,  I  wot  not  what ; 
But  what  o'God's  name  dof.h  become  of  this? 

North.  Wars  have  not  wafted  it,  for  warr'd  he  hath 
not,  .  But 
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But  bafely  yielded  upon  compromife 

That,  which  his  Anceilors  atchiev'd  with  blows: 

More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wars. 

Rofs.  The  Earl  of  Wiltjbire  hath  the  Realm  in  farm. 

Willo.  The  King's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken 
man. 

l^Qfth.  Reproach,  and  diflblution,  hangeth  over  him. 

Rofs.  He  hath  not  money  for  thefe  Irijh  wars, 
(His  burthenous  taxations  notwithftanding) 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banilh'd  Duke. 

J^orth.  His  noble  Kinfman — moft  degenerate  King ! 
But,  lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempeft  fing. 
Yet  feck  no  ftielter  to  avoid  the  ftorm : 
We  fee  the  wind  fit  fore  upon  our  fails. 
And  yet  we  ftrike  not,  but  fecurdy  perifli. 

Rofs.  We  fee  the  very  wreck,  that  we  mufl  fuffer  i 
And  unavoided  is  the  danger  now, 
For  fuff'ring  fo  the  caufes  of  oar  wreck.  [Death 

North.  Not  fo:  ev'n  through  the  hollow  eyes  of 
I  fpy  life  peering  ;  but  I  dare  not  fay. 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is.  [ours. 

Willo.  Nay,  let  us  fhare  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  doft 

Rofs.  Be  confident  to  fpeak,  Northumberland  \ 
We  three  are  but  thy  felf,  and  fpeaking  fo, 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 

North.  Then  thus,  my  friends.     1  have  from  Port 
le  Blanc, 
A  bay  in  Bretagncy  had  intelligence. 
That  Harry  Hereford,  Rainald  lord  Cohham, 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter, 
His  brother,  Archbifhop  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  Sir  John  Rainfon, 
Sir  John  Norberie,  Sir  Robert  Waterton,  arid  Francis 

Coines, 
All  thefe  well  furnifliM  by  the  Duke  of  Bretagne, 
With  eight  tall  fhips,  three  thoufand  men  of  war. 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience. 
And  (hortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  {Lore  ; 
Perhaps,  they  had  ere  this  ;  but  that  they  (lay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  King  for  Ireland, 
If  then  we  (hall  (hake  off  our  ilavi(h  yoak. 

Imp 
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Imp  out  our  drooping  Country's  broken  wing. 

Redeem  from  broking  Pawn  the  blemifh'd  Crown, 

Wipe  off  the  duft  that  hides  our  Scepter's  gilt, 

And  make  high  Majefty  look  like  itfelf : 

Away  with  me  in  poft  to  Ran;enfpurg. 

But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo, 

Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  felf  will  go.  [fear. 

Rofi.  To  horfe,  to  horfe ;  urge  Doubts  to  them  that 
Willo.  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE    V. 

The  COURT. 

Enter  ^een,  Bulhy,  and  Bagot. 
Bujhy.  1\ /TAdam,  your  Majefty  is  much  too  fad: 

iVA  You  promis'd,  when  you  parted  with  the 
King, 
To  lay  afide  felf- harming  heavinefs. 
.And  entertain  a  chearful  difpofition. 

^een.  To  pleafe  the  King,  I  did  ;  to  pleafe  my  fclf^ 
I  cannot  do  it ;  yet  I  know  no  caufe. 
Why  I  fhould  welcome  fuch  a  gueft  as  grief; 
Save  bidding  farewel  to  fo  fweet  a  Gueft 
As  my  fweet  Richard:  yet  again,  methinks. 
Some  unborn  forrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb. 
Is  coming  tow'rd  me  ;  and  my  inward  foul 
3  With  fomething  trembles,  yet  at  nothing  grieves. 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  King. 

Bujhy,  Each  fubftance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  Siadows, 
Which  (hew  like  grief  it  felf,  but  are  not  fo: 
For  forrows  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears. 
Divides  one  thing  entire,  to  many  objeAs ; 
-♦  Like  Perfpe6lives,  which,  rightly  gaz'd  upon. 

Shew 

3  With  nothing  trembles^  yet  at  fomething  grieves.']  The  fol- 
lowing line  requires  that  this  Ihould  be  read  juil  the  contrary 
way, 

JVitb  fomething  trembles  yet  at  nothing  ^r/Vi/^i. 
4  Like  Perfpeftives,  ivhicb  rightly  gaz'd  upov, 
Shenv  nothing  hut  onfujion  :  ey'd  awry, 
Difiinguijh  form,]  This  is  a  fine  fimilitude,  and  the  thing 

mca&i; 
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Shew  nothing  but  confufion  ;  ey'd  awry, 

Dillinguifh  form.- Soyouriweet  Majefty, 

Looking  a.vry  upon  your  lord's  departure. 
Finds  (hapes  of  grief,  more  than  himfelf,  to  wail ; 
Which  look'd  on,  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  (hadows 
Of  what  it  is  not;  gracious  Queen,  then  weep  not 
More  than  your  lord's  departure  j  more's  not  feen  : 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  forrow's  eye, 
Which,  for  things  true,  weeps  things  imaginary. 

^een.     It  may  be  fo ;  but  yet  my  inward  foul 
Perfuades  me  otherwife :  howe'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad  ;  fo  heavy  fad. 
As,  though,  on  thinking,  on  no  thought  I  think. 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  (brink. 

Bujhy.     'Tis  nothing  but  Conceit,  my  gracious  lady. 

^ten.     'Tis  nothing  lefs ;  Conceit  is  ftill  deriv'd 
From  fome  fore-father  grief;  mine  is  not  fo; 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomething  grief; 
Or  fomething  hath,  the  nothing  that  i  grieve; 
'Tis  in  reveriion  That  1  do  polTefs ; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known,  what 
I  cannot  name,  'tis  namelefs  woe,  I  wot. 

SCENE    VI. 

Enter  Green. 

Grein.     Heav*n  fave  your  Majefly !  and  well  met, 
gentlemen : 
I  hope,  the  King  is  not  yet  fliipt  for  Ireland. 

^teen.  Why  hop'il  thou  fo  ?  *tis  better  hope,  he  is: 
For  his  defigns  crave  hafte,  his  hafte  good  hope  : 
Then  wnerefore  doll  thou  hope,  he  is  not  ftiipt  ? 

Green.     That  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd  his 
Power ; 
And  driven  into  defpair  an  enemy's  Hope, 
Who  tlrongly  hath  i-^t  footing  in  this  Land. 
meant  is  this.     Amongft  mathematical  recreations,   there  is  one 
in  Gfticiy  in  which  a  fig -re  is  drawn.      herein  all  the  rules  of 
PerfpeBi-vciXtinnje>-ttJ :  fu  *-hat,  if  iitid  .;   >e  fame  pofi<-ion  with 
thole  pidures  which  are  drawn  according  to  ih-  rules  of  P<-rfpec- 
tive     it  can  preient  nothing  but  confufion  .    an.^   to  be  ieen  in 
fo'm,  and  under  a  regular  Appearanr :,  it  muft  be   look'd   upon 
from'a  contrary  ftation :  or,  as  Shakef^tar  fays,  efd  aivry. 

The 
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The  baniftiM  Bolinghroke  repeals  himfelf ; 
And  with  uplifted  arms  is  fafc  arriv'd 
At  Rwvenfpurg. 

^een.  Now  God  in  heav'n  forbid  1 

Green.  O,  Madam,  'tis  too  true;  and  what  is  worfe. 
The  lord  Northumberland^  his  young  fon  Percy, 
The  lords  of  Rofs,  Beaumond^  and  Willoughby, 
With  all  their  pow'rfal  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 

Bujhy.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim 'd  Northumberland^ 
And  all  of  that  revoked  fadion,  traitors  ? 

Green.  We  have  :  whereon  the  Earl  of  Worcefler 
Hath  broke  his  ftaff,  refign'd  his  Stewardfhip ; 
And  all  the  hourtiold  fervants  fied  with  him 
To  Bolingbroke. 

^een.  So,  Green,  thou  art  the  midwife  of  my  wo^. 
And  Bolinghroke  my  forrow"'s  difmal  heir  : 
Now  hath  my  foul  brought  forth  her  prodigy. 
And  I,  a  gafping  new -delivered  mother. 
Have  woe  to  woe,  forrow  to  forrow,  join'd. 

BuJhy,  Defpair  not.  Madam. 

^ueen.  Who  ihall  hinder  me  ? 
I  will  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope  j  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parafite,  a  keeper  back  of  death  ; 
Who  gently  would  diflblve  the  bands  of  life, 
y/hich  falfe  hopes  linger,  in  extremity. 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  York. 

Green.  Here  comes  the  Duke  of  York. 

^leen.  With  ligns  of  war  about  his  aged  neck  j 
Oh,  full  of  careful  bufinefs  are  his  looks ! 
Uncle,  for  heav'n's  fake,  comfortable  words. 

Tork.  s  Should  I  do  {o,  I  (hould  bely  my  thoughts  ; 
Comfort's  in  heav'n,  and  we  are  on  the  earth. 
Where  nothing  lives  but  Crofies,  Care,  and  Grief. 
Your  hufband  he  is  gone  to  fave  far  off, 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  him  lofe  at  home. 

5  Should  I  do  fo,  &C.J    This  line  added  from  the  firft  Edition. 

Vol,  IV.  D  Here 
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Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  this  Land  ; 
Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  fapport  myfelf. 
Now  comes  the  fick  hour,  that  his  furfeit  made  j 
Now  Ihall  he  try  his  friends,  that  flatter'd  him. 
Enter  a  Ser^vant. 
Serv.  My  lord,  your  fon  was  gone  before  I  came. 
Totk.  He  was ;  why,  fo,  go  all,  which  way  it  will : 
The  Nobles  they  are  fled,  the  Commons  cold, 
And  will,   I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  fide. 
Get  thee  to  Viajhie,   to  my  fifter  Glo'jier ; 
Bid  her  fend  prefently  a  thoufand  pound  : 
Hold,  take  my  ring. 

Bern}.  My  lord,  I  had  forgot 
To  tell,  to  day  I  came  by,  and  call'd  there ; 
But  I  (hall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft. 
York  What  is't? 

Ser<v.  An  hour  before  I  came,  the  Dutchefs  dy'd. 
Tork*  Heav'n  for  his  mercy,  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Come  ruihing  on  this  woful  land  at  once  ! 
I  know  not  what  to  do  :  I  would  to  heav'n, 
(So  my  untruth  had  not  provok'd  him  to  it) 
The  King  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brother's. 
What,  are  there  pofls  difpatchM  for  Ireland  ? 
How  (hall  we  do  for  money  for  thefe  wars  ? 
Come,  fifter  ;  (coufin,  I  would  fay  ;)  pray,  pardon  me. 
Go,  fellow,  gel^hee  home,  provide  fome  carts, 

*  [7(7  the  Servant. 

And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  and  mufter  men  ? 
If  I  know  how  to  order  thefe  affairs, 
Diforderly  thus  thruft  into  my  hands. 
Never  believe  me.     They  are  both  my  kinfmen  ; 
The  one  my  Sovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bids  defend  ;  th'  other  again 
My  kinfman  is,  One  whom  the  King  hath  wrong'd  j 
Whom  confcience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right. 
Well,  fomewhat  we  muft  do :  come,  coufin,  Til 
Difpofe  of  you.     Go  mufter  up  your  men, 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Berkley  caftle  : 

J  (hould  to  F la/hie  too  ; 

But 
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But  Ume  will  not  permit.     All  is  uneven. 
And  GVtTy  thing  is  left  at  fix  and  feven. 

[Exeunt  York  an  J  Queen, 
SCENE     VIII. 

.  Bu/hy.  The  wind  fits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Ireland, 
But  none  returns ;  for  us  to  levy  Power, 
Proportionable  to  the  enemy. 
Is  all  impoffible. 

Green.  Befides,  our  Nearnefs  to  the  King  in  Love 
Is  near  the  Hate  of  thofe,  love  not  the  King. 

Bagot.  And  that's  the  wav'ring  Commons,   for  their 
love 
Lies  in  their  purfes  ;  and  who  empties  them. 
By  fo  much  fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bujhy.  Wherein  the  King  ftands  generally  tondemnM, 
Bagot.  if  judgment  \yt  in  them,  then  fo  do  we  ; 
Becaufe  we  have  been  ever  near  the  King. 

Green,  Well ;  I'll  for  Refuge  ftraight  to  ^r/^/Caftle  ; 
The  Earl  of  Wiltjhire  is  already  there. 

Buihy.  Thither  will  I  with  you  ;  for  little  office 
The  hateful  Commons  will  perform  for  us ; 
Except,  like  curs,  to  tear  us  all  in  pieces : 
Will  you  go  with  us  ? 

Bagot.  No  :  I'll  to  Ireland  to  his  Majefty. 
Farewel :  If  heart's  Prefages  be  not  v^, 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  fhall  meet  again, 

Bu/hy.  That's  as  York  thrives,  to  beat  back  Bolin^^ 

broke.  ^ 

Green.  Alas,  poor  Duke!  the  taflc  he  undertakes 
Isnumb'ringfands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry  ; 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  fly. 
Bu/hy.  Farewel  at  once,  for  once,  for  all  and  ever. 
Green.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 
Bagot.  I  fear  me,  never.  \Exeunt, 
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SCENE    IX. 

Ciafiges  to  a  ^wild  Pro/pea  in  Glocellerfhirc. 

Enter  Bolingbroke  and  Northumberland. 

doling.  T  T  O  W  far  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Berkley  now  ? 

XT.   North.  I  am  a  flranger  here  in  Glo*JlerJhire: 
Thefe  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways. 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearifome  : 
i^nd  yet  your  fair  difcourfe  has  been  as  fugar, 
faking  the  hard  way  fweet  and  delegable. 
But,  I  bethink  me,  what  a  weary  way. 
From  Ran)enfpurg  to  Cotjhold,  will  be  found 
3n  Rofs  and  Willoughhy,  wanting  your  Company-; 
Which,  I  proteft,  hath  very  much  beguii'd 
The  tedioufncfs  and  procefs  of  my  travel  : 
But  theirs  is  fweeten'd  with  the  hope  to  have 
fXhe  prefent  benefit  that  I  pofTefs  : 
i^nd  hope  to  joy,  is  little  lefs  in  joy. 
Than  hope  enjoy'd.     By  this,  the  weary  lords 
Shall  make  their  way  feem  Ihort,  as  mine  hath  done. 
By  fight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 
Boling.  Of  much  lefs  value  is  my  company^ 
.Than  your  good  words :  but  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Percy. 
2^orth.  It  is  my  fon,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcefier  :  whencefocver, 
Harry,  how  fares  your  uncle  ? 

Percy.  I  thought,  my  lord,  t'have  learn'd  his  health 

of  you. 
North.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  Queen  ? 
Percy.  No,  my  good  lord,  he  hath  forfook  the  Court, 
Broken  his  ftaff  of  office,  and  difpers'd 
The  Houftiold  of  the  King. 

North.  What  was  his  reafon  ? 
He  was  not  fo  refolv'd,  when  laft  wefpake  together. 

Percy.  Becaufe  your  lordfhip  was  proclaimed  Traitor. 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Ra-ven/purg, 
To  offer  lervice  to  the  Duke  of  Hereford  j 
Aad  fent  me  o'er  by  Berkley,  to  difcover 
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What  Pow'r  the  Duke  of  Tork  had  levy'd  there  ;• 
Then  with  direflions  to  repair  to  Ra-venfpurg. 

North.  Have  you  forgot  the  Duke  of  Hereford^  boy  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  for  that  is  not  forgot. 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember;  to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to   know  him  now  i  this  is  ths' 
Duke. 

Percy.  My  gracious  lord,  I  tender  you  my  fervice,- 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young, 
Which  eider  days  Ihall  ripen  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  fervice  and  defert. 

Baling.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy  ;  and  be  fure, 
I  count  my  felf  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy. 
As  in  a  foul remembring my  good  friends; 
And  as  my  Fortune  ripens  with  thy  love. 
It  ihall  be  Hill  thy  true  love's  recompence. 
My  heart  this  cov'nant  makes,  my  hand  thus  feals  it;. 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Berkley  ?  and  what  ftir 
Keeps  good  old  Tork  there  with  his  men  of  war  ? 

Percy.  There  Hands  the  Caftie  by  yond  tuft  of  trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  have  heard  ; 
And  in  it  are  the  lords,  fork,  Berkley^  Seymour  ; 
None  elfe  of  name,  and  noble  eftimate. 
Enter  Rofs  and  Willoughby. 

North.  Here  come  the  lords  of  Rofs  and  Willovghly^- 
Bloody  with  fpurring,  licry-red  with  hafte. 

Boling.  Welcome,  my  lords ;  I  wot,  your  love  purfues 
A  banifh'd  traitor  ;  all  my  Treafury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich'd. 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompence, 

Rofs.  Your  prefence  makes  us  rich,  moft  noble  lord. 

Wilio.  And  far  furmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it, 

Boling.  Evermore,  thanks ;-— —  (th' exchequer  of  the 
poor) 
Which,  'till  my  infant-fortune  comes  to  years, 
Stands  for  my  bounty.     But  who  now  comes  here  ? 
j?«/^r  Berkley. 

North.  It  is  my  lord  of  Berkley^  as  I  guefs. 

Berk.  My  lord  of  Hereford^  my  meffage  is  to  you.' 

Boling,  My  lord,  my  anfwer  is  to  Lancafier  i 

D  3.  And 
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And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  Name  in  England, 
And  I  muft  find  that  Title  in  your  tongue. 
Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  fay. 

Berk.  Miftakeme  not,  my  lord  ;  'tis  not  my  meaning 
To  raze  one  Title  of  your  honour  out. 
To  you,  my  lord,  I  come,  (what  lord  you  will,) 
From  the  mofl  glorious  of  this  Land, 
The  Duke  of  Tork,  to  know,  what  pricks  you  on 
To  take  advantage  of  ^  the  abfent  time. 
And  fright  our  native  peace  with  felf-born  arms. 

SCENE     X. 

Enter  York. 

Baling.  I  ihall  not  need  tranfport  my  words  by  yoa. 
Here  comes  his  Grace  in  perfon.     Noble  Uncle  ! 

[Kneels, 

Tork.  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,and  not  thy  knee, 
Whofe  duty  is  deccivable  and  falie. 

Baling.  My  gracious  Uncle  I 

Tark.  Tut,  tut  \  Grace  me  no  Grace,  nor  Uncle  me 

no  Uncle  : 

i  am  no  traitor^s  uncle  :  and  that  word  Grace, 

In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  prophane. 

Why  have  thofe  banifh'd  and  forbidden  legs 

Dar'd  once  to  touch  aduft  of  England's  ground  ? 

But  more  than, —  why,  why,  have  they  dar'd  to  march 

So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bofom, 

Frighting  her  palefac'd  villages  with  war, 

7  And  oftentation  of  difpofed  arms  ? 

Com'ft  thou  becaufe  th'anointed  King  is  hence  ? 

Why,  foolifh  boy,  the  King  is  left  behind  ; 

And  in  my  loyal  bofom  lies  his  Power. 

Were  1  but  now  the  lord  of  fuch  hot  youth. 

As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,  and  my  felf 

Refcu'd  the  Black  Prince^  that  young  Mars  of  men, 

6 the  abfent  time,']     For  unprepared.     Not  an  inelegant 

fynecdoche. 

7  And  ofientation  of  despised  arm%  .?]    But  fure  the  oftenta- 
tion  of  defpifed  arms  would  not  fright  any  one.     Wc  ihould  read 

. __.  DISPOSED  armi, 

i.  f.  forces  in  battle  arssy. 

From 


King  R  I  c  H  A  R  D  IT.  ^5 

From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thoufand  French  ; 
Oh  !  then,  how  quickly  (hould  this  arm  of  mine. 
Now  prifoner  to  the  palfie,  chaftife  thee. 
And  minifter  corredion  to  thy  fault. 

Baling.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault ; 
On  what  condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

Tori.  Ev'n  in  condition  of  the  word  degree  ; 
In  grofs  Rebellion,  and  detefted  Treafon  : 
Thou  art  a  banilh'd  man,  and  here  art  come. 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time, 
In  braving  arms  againft  thy  Sovereign. 

BoHng.  As  I  was  banifh'd,  I  was  banifh'd  Hereford  ; 
But  as  I  come,   I  come  for  Lancajier, 
And,  noble  uncle,  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indiiFerent  eye  ; 
You   are  my  father  ;  for,  methinks,  in  you 
I  fee  old  Gaunt  alive.     O  then,  my  father  ! 
Will  you  permit,  that  I  (hall  Hand  condemn'd 
A  wand'ring  Vagabond  ;  my  Rights  and  Royalties 
Pluckt  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  giv'n  away 
To  upftart  unthrifts  ?  Wherefore  was  I  born  ? 
If  that  my  coufm  King  be  King  of  England,  • 
It  muft  be  granted,  I  am  Duke  oi  Lancafier. 
You  have  a  fon,   Aumer/e,  my  noble  Kinfman  : 
Had  you  firll  dy'd,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down, 
He  Ihould  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  a  father. 
To  rowze  his  wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  the  bay. 
I  am  deny'd  to  fue  my  livery  here. 
And  yet  my  letters  patents  give  me  leave  : 
My  father»s  Goods  are  all  diftrain'd  and  fold. 
And  thefe,  and  all,   are  all!  amil's  imploy'd. 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  I  am  a  Subjedl, 
And  challenge  law  :  attorneys  are  deny'd  me ; 
And  therefore  perfonally  I  lay  my  Claim 
To  mine  Inheritance  of  free  Defcent. 

North.  The  noble  Duke  hath  been  too  much  abus'd. 

Rofs.  It  ftands  your  Grace  upon,  to  do  him  Right. 

Willo.  Bafe  men  by  his  endowments  arc  made  great. 

Tork.  My  lords  oi  England y   let  me  tell  you  this, 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  Coufm's  wrongs, 
And  laboured  all  1  could  to  do  him  Right  : 

D  4  But, 
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But,  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  braving  arms. 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way. 
To  find  out  Right  with  wrongs,  it  may  not  be  i 
And  you  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Cherifh  Rebellion,   and  are  Rebels  all. 

North.  The  noble  Duke  hath  fworn,  his  Coming  i» 
But  for  his  own  ;  and,   for  the  Right  of  That, 
We  all  have  ftrongly  fworn  to  give  him  aid  ; 
And  let  him  ne'er  fee  joy,  that  breaks  that  oath, 

Tork.  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  iffue  of  thefe  arms  ^ 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  muft  needs  confefs, 
Becaufe  my  Pow'r  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left  : 
But  if  I  could,   by  him   that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  floop 
Unto  the  fovereign  mercy  of  the  King. 
But  fince  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.     So,  farewel. 
Unlefs  }'ou  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  Caftle, 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night. 

Baling,  An  offer.  Uncle,  that  we  will  accept  ; 
Bat  we  muft  win  your  Grace  to  go  with  us 
To  Erifiol-  Cccftle,  which,  they  fay,  is  held 
By  BuJ/^y,  Bagoi,  and  their  complices ; 
1  he  Cuterpilkrs  of  the  Common- wealth, 
Which  I  have  fworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

7'ork.  It  may  be,  I  will  go  :  but  yet  I'll  paufe  ; 
For  I  am  loath  to  break  our  Country's  Laws  : 
JSor  friends  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  ycu  are  ; 
Things  pail  Rcdrefs  are  now  with  me  paft  Care. 

SCENE    XI. 

Jn  WALES. 
Enter  Salifbury,  and  a  Captain. 

Cap.  T\  yr^^  lord  oiSaliJbury,  we  have  ftaid  ten  days, 

i VjL  And  hardly  kept  our  Countrymen  together. 
And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  King  : 
Therefore  we  will  difperfe  our  felves :  farewel. 

Salif.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trufty  Welfiman  : 
The  King  repoleth  all  his  truft  in  thcc. 

Cap, 
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Cap,  'Tis  thought,  the  King  is  dead :  we  will  notftay. 
**  The  Bay-trees  in  our  Country  all  are  withered, 
**  And^meteors  fright  the  fixed  ftars  of  heav'n  ; 
*'  The  pale-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth  ; 
*'  And  lean-look'd  Prophets  whifper  fearful  Change. 
**  Rich  men  look  fad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap  ;" 
The  one,  in  fear  to  lofe  what  they  enjoy  ; 
Th'  other,  in  hope  t'enjoy  by  rage  and  war. 
Thefe  figns  forerun  the  death  of  Kings 
Farewel ;  our  countrymen  are  gone  and  fled. 
As  well  aflur'd,  Richard  their  King  is  dead.  [ExiL 

Saiif.    Ah,   Richard y  ah!  with  eyes  of  heavy  mind, 
I  fee  thy  Glory,  like  a  (hooting  Star, 
Fall  to  the  bafe  earth  from  the  firmament : 
Thy  Sun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  Weft, 
WitnelTing  Storms  to  come,  woe,  and  unreft  : 
Thy  friends  are  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  foes ; 
And  crofsly  to  thy  Good  all  fortune  goes.  [^.vif. 


ACT     III.     SCENE     I. 

Bolingbroke'i  Camp  at  Briflol. 

Enter   Bolingbroke,    York,    Northumberland,     Rois, 
Percy,  Willoughby^  fioith  Eufhy  and  Green  Prijoners. 

BoLINGBB  OKS» 

BRING  forth  thefe  men.— »-»- 
Bujhy  and  Greeny    I  will  not  vex  your  fouls 
(Since  prefently  your  fouls  muft  part  your  bodies) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives  ; 
For  'twere  no  charity  :  yet  to  walh  your  blocd 
From  off  my  hands,  here,   in  the  view  of  men, 
1  will  unfold  fome  caufes  of  your  deaths. 
You  have  mif-led  a  Prince,  a  royal  King, 
A  happy  Gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments. 
By  you  unhappy'd,  and  disfigur'd  clean. 
You  have,  in  manner,  with  your  finful  hours 
Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  Queen  and  him  5 
Broke  the  PoUeffion  of  a  royal  Bed, 
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And  ftainM  the  Beauty  of  a  fair  Queen's  cheeks 

With  tears  drawn  from  her  eyes,  withyour  foul  wrongs. 

My  felf,  a  Prince,    by  fortune  of  my  birth, 

Near  to  the  King  in  blood,   (and  near  in  love. 

Till  you  did  make  him  mif- interpret  me,) 

Have  ftoopt  my  neck  under  your  injuries  ; 

And  figh'd  my  Englijh  breath  in  foreign  clouds. 

Eating  the  bitter  Bread  of  Banilhment  : 

While  you  have  fed  upon  my  Signiories  ; 

Dif-park*d  my  Parks,  and  felPd  my  foreft- woods  i 

From  mine  own  windows  torn  my  houOiold  Coat ; 

Raz'd  out  my  Imprefs ;  leaving  me  no  fign. 

Save  men's  opinions,  and  my  living  blood. 

To  (hew  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this^ 

Condemns  you  to  the  death.     See  them  deliver'd 

To  execution,  and  the  hand  of  death. 

Bujhy.  More  welcome  is  the  ftroak  of  death  to  me. 
Than  Bolingbroke  to  England. ^ Lords,  farewel. 

Green.  My  comfort  is,  that  heav'n  will  take  our  foufs, 
And  plague  injuftice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

Baling.  My  lord  Northumberland^  fee  them  difpatch'd. 
Uncle,  you  fay  the  Queen  is  at  your  houfe  ; 
For  heav'n's  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  intreated  j 
Tell  her,   I  fend  to  her  my  kind  Commends  -, 
Take  fpecial  care,  my  Greetings  be  deliver'd. 

York,  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch'd 
With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large.  [away,. 

Baling.  Thanks,    gentle  Uncle  :    come,  my  lords. 
To  fight  with  Glendoiver  and  his  Complices  ; 
A  while  to  Work ;  and,  after,  Holy-day.         {^Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 
Changes  to  the  Coaft  ^Wales» 
Elcuri/h :  Drums  and  Trumpets. 
'Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle,  Bi/Z;op  ^Carlifle,  anJ 

Soldiers. 
M.  Richrry/^rkkughly-cafile  call  you  this  at  hatid  ? 

X)     ^«-  Yea,  my  good  lord  ;  how  brooks 
your  Grace  the  air. 
After  your  toffing  on  the  breaking  Seas  ?         K,  Rick 
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K.  Rich.  Needs  muft  I  like  it  well :  I  weep  for  joy 
To  ftand  upon  my  Kingdom  once  again. 
Dear  Earth,    I  do  falute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Though  Rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horfes*  hoofs : 
As  a  long-parted  mother  with  her  child 
Plays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  fmiles  in  meeting  ; 
So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee  my  Earth, 
And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 
Feed  not  thy  Sovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  Earth, 
Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rav'nous  fenfe  : 
But  let  thy  fpiders  that  fuck  up  thy  venom. 
And  heavy-gaited  toads,  lye  in  their  way  ; 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet, 
Which  with  ufurping  fteps  do  trample  thee. 
Yield  ftlnking  nettles  to  mine  enemies ; 
And,  when  they  from  thy  bofom  pluck  a  flower. 
Guard  it,  I  pr'ythee,  witha  lurking  adder  j 
Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Throw  death  upon  thy  Sovereign's  enemies. 
Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  conjuration,    lords ; 
This  Earth  (hall  have  a  Feeling;  and  thele  ftones 
Prove  armed  foldiers,   ere  her  native  King 
Shall  faulter  under  foul  rebellious  arms.         [you  King, 

BijJjop.  Fear  not,  my  lord  j  that  Pow'r,   that  made 
Hath  pow'r  to  keep  you  King,   in  fpight  of  all. 
^  The  means,  that  heaven  yields,  muft  be  embrac'd„. 
And  not  negledted  :  elfe  if  heaven  would. 
And  we  would  not  heav'n's  offer,   we  refufe 
The  profer'd  means  of  fuccour  and  redr efs, 

Aum.   He  means,  my  lord,   that  we  are  too  remifs ; 
Whilft  Bolingbroke,   through  our  fecurity. 
Grows  ftrong  and  great,  in  fubftance  and  in  power. 

K.  Rich.   Difcomfortable  Coufin,   know'ft  thou  not, 
"  That  when  the  fearching  eye  of  heav'n  is  hid 
**  Behind  the  globe,   (a)  and  lights  the  lower  world;. 
•*  Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unfeen, 
**^  In  murders,   and  in  outrage  bloody  here. 

8  The  means^  that  hea'Jtriy  &c.]  The  four  linei  that  follow  frcm 
the  firft  Edition.  Mt.Poj>e, 

I  (a  J  and  QiiiQt^  Editor,-—.  Vulg.  thtnl 
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**  But  when  from  under  this  terreftrial  ball 

*'  He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaftern  pines, 

**  And  darts  his  light  through  ev'ry  guilty  hole  ; 

**  Then  murders,  treafons,  and  deterted  fins, 

• '  The  cloak  of  night  being  pIuckM  from  off  their  backs^ 

*'  Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves.'* 

So  when  this  thief,    this  traitor  Bolinghroke, 

Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  night, 

*  Whilft  we  were  wand'ring  with  th'  Antipodes, 

Shall  fee  us  rifmg  in  our  throne,   the  eaft  \ 

His  treafons  will  fit  blufhing  in  his  face. 

Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day  ,- 

But,  felf- affrighted,  tremble  at  his  fin. 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  fea 

Can  waih  the  balm  from  an  anointed  King  ; 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depofe 

The  Deputy  eled^ed  by  the  Lord. 

For  every  man  that  Bolinghroke  hath  prefi-. 

To  lift  (harp  fteel  agi.inft  our  golden  Crown, 

Heav*n  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heav'nly  Pay 

A  glorious  Angel ;    then  if  angels  fight, 

Weak  men  mult  fall,  for  heav'n  fiill  guards  the  Right. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Salifhury.  ■ 
Welcome,  my  lord,  how  far  ofF  lies  your  Power  ? 

^alif.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  lord. 
Than  this  weak  arm  :  Difcomfort  guides  my  tongue. 
And  bids  me  fpeak  of  nothing  but  Defpair  : 
One  day  (too  late,  I  fear,   my  noble  lord) 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  days  on  earth. 
Oh,  call  back  yefterday,  bid  time  return. 
And  thou  (halt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  men. 

To  day,  to  day, •  unhappy  day  too  late 

O'erthrows  thy  joys,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  ftate. 

For  all  the  WelJ/ymetiy  hearing  thou  wert  dead. 

Are  gone  to  Bolinghroke,  difperft  and  fled.        [fo  pale  ? 

Jum.  Comfort,  my  Liege,  why  looks  your  Grace 

a  JVhilJi  ive  ivere  'wand'ring^  &c.]    This  line  added  from  the 
firft  Edition,  Mr.  Pope. 
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K.  Bich.  But  now  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 
Did  triumph  In  my  face,  and  they  are  fled. 
And  till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  again. 
Have  I  not  reafon  to  look  pale,  and  dead  ? 
All  fouls,  that  will  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide  ; 
For  time  hath  feta  blot  upon  my  pride. 

Mm.  Comfort,  my  Liege  ;  remember,  who  you  are^ 
K,  Rich.  I  had  forgot  myfelf :  am  I  not  King  ? 
Awake,  thou  coward  Majefty,   thou  ileepeft  : 
Is  not  the  King's  name  forty  thoufand  names  ? 
Arm,  arm,    my  Name  ;  a  puny  Subjeft  ftrikes 
At  thy  great  glory.     Look  not  to  the  ground. 
Ye  fav'rites  of  a  King  !  are  v/e  not  high  ? 
High  be  our  thoughts.     1  know,   my  uncle  Tork 
Hath  pow'r  to  ferve  our  turn.     But  who  comes  here  } 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop.  More  health  and  happinefs  betide  my  Liege,' 
Than  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  deliver  him  ! 

K.  Rish.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepared  ; 
Theworftis  worldly  lofs  thou  canft  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  Kingdom  loft  ?  why,   'twas  my  care  : 
And  what  lofs  is  it,   to  be  rid  of  care  ? 
Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  as  great  as  we  ? 
Greater  he  (hall  not  be ;  if  he  ferve  God, 
We'll  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  io* 
Revolt  our  Subjeds  ?    that  we  cannot  mend  ; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God,  as  well  as  us. 
Cry,  Woe,  Deftrudlion,    Ruin,  Lofs,   Decay ; 
The  worft  is  death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  Highnefs  is  fo  arm'd 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 
Like  an  unfeafonable  ftormy  day. 
Which  makes  the  filver  rivers  drown  their  ihores. 
As  if  the  world  were  all  diffolv'd  to  tears ; 
So  high  above  his  limits  fwells  the  rage 
Of  Bolingbroke,  cov'ring  your  fearful  Land 
With  hard  bright  ftcel,  and  hearts  more  hard  than  fteel.' 
White  beards  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairlefs  fcalps 
Againft  thy  Majefty  ;  boys  with  women's  voices 

Strive 
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Strive  to  fpeak  big,  and  clafp  their  female  joints 
In  ftifF  unweildy  arms  againli  thy  Crown  : 
Thy  vtry  Beadfmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 
5  Of  double- fatal  Ewe,  againft  thy  State  : 
Yea,  dirtafF- women  manage  rufty  bills. 
Againft  thy  Seat  both  young  and  old  rebel. 
And  all  goes  worfe  than  I  have  pow'r  to  tell. 

K.  Rich.  Too  well,  too  well,  thoutelPfta  Talefo  ill. 
Where  is  the  Earl  of  Wtltjhire  ?  where  is  he  got  ? 
What  is  become  of  Bujhy  ?  where  is  Green  ? 
That  they  have  let  the  dang'rous  enemy 
Meafure  oar  confines  with  fuch  peaceful  fteps  ?. 
If  v/e  prevail,   iheir  heads  ihall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant,  they've  made  peace  with  Bolingbroke. 

Scroop.  Peace  they  have  made  with  him,  indeed,  my 
lord.  [tion .' 

K.  Rich.  O  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemp- 
Dogs,  eafily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man  ! 
Snakes  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  thatfting  my  heart  I 
Thx^t  Judafes,   each  one  thrice  worfe  than  ^W/sj  / 
Would  they  make  peace  ?  terrible  hell  make  war 
Upon  their  fpotted  fouls  for  this  offence  ! 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  fee,   changing  his  property. 
Turns  to  the  fow'reft  and  moll  deadly  hate  : 
jAgain  uncurfe  their  fouls ;  their  peace  is  made     [curfe. 
With  heads,  and  not  with  hands :  thofe,   whom  you 
Have  felt  the  worft  of  death's  dcltroying  hand, 
And  lie  fuJHow,  *  gravM  in  the  hallow'd  ground. 

Aum.  Is  Bu/hyy  Green,  and  th'  Earl  of  Wiltjhire  dead  ? 

Scroop.  Yea,    all  of  them  at  Brijlol  loft  their  heads. 

Aum.  Where  is  the  Duke  my  Father,  with  his  Power  ? 

K.  Rich.  No  matter  where;  of  comfort  no  man  fpeak  l 
«  Let's  talk  of  Gravee,  of  Worms,  and  Epitaphs, 

*  Make  duft  cur  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 

*  Write  forrow  on  the  bofom  of  the  earth  \ 

*  Let's  chufe  executors,   and  talk  of  wills  5; 

3  C-f  ciuble-fctai  E'we,'—''\  caiied  fo,  becaufe  the  leaves  of  the^. 
Ev-Te  are  poifon_,  and  the  wood  is  employed  for  inftruments  of  death  j, 
therefore  douUe-fatal  fhould  be  with  an  hyphen. 

4.  -~—  gra'vd  m  the  HOLLOW  ground^  We  fliould  read' 
haUfw'd.  i,  e,  conf^crated, 

'  And. 
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*  And  yet  not  fo for  what  can  we  bequeath, 

*  Save  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 

*  Our  lands,  our  lives,   and  all  are  Bolingbroke's^, 
'  And  nothing  can  we  call  oar  own,    but  death  j 

*  5  And  that  fmall  model  of  the  barren  earth, 

*  Which  ferves  as  parte  and  cover  to  our  bones. 

*  For  heav'n*s  fake,   let  us  fit  upon  the  ground, 

*  And  tell  fad  (lories  of  the  death  of  Kings : 

*  How  fome  have  been  depos'd,  fome  flain  in  war  : 

*  Some  haunted  by  the  Ghofts  they  difpofiefs'd  : 

*  Some  poifon'd  by  their  wives,  fome  fleeping  kill'd  t 

*  All  murther'd. — —For  within  the  hollow  Crown, 

*  That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  King, 

*  Keeps  Death  his  Court ;  and  there  the  Antick  fits, 

*  Scoffing  his  State,  and  grinning  at  his  Pomp  j 

*  Allowing  him  a  breath,   a  little  fcene 

*  To  monarchize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks  ;. 

*  Infufing  him  with  felf  and  vain  conceit, 

*  As  if  this  flelh,    which  walls  about  our  life, 

*  Were  brafs  impregnable  :  and,  hnmour'd  thus, 

*  Comes  at  the  laft,  and  with  a  little  pin 

*  Bores  through  his  caftle-walls,  and  farewel  King  f 

*  Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flefh  and  blood 

*  With  folemn  Rev'rence  :  throw  away  refped,. 

*  Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty, 

*  For  you  have  but  miftook  me  all  this  while  : 

*  I  live  on  bread  like  you,    feel  want  like  you; 

*  Tafte  grief,    need  friends,    like  you  :    fubjedtcd  thui, 

*  How  can  yoa  fay  to  me,  I  am  a  King  ? 

Car/.  My  lord,  wife  men  ne'er  wail  their  prefent  woes. 
But  prefently  prevent  the  ways  to  wail : 
To  fear  the  foe,   fmce  fear  oppreffeth  ftrength. 
Gives,   in  your  weaknefs,  ftrength  unto  your  foe;. 
^  And  fo  your  follies  fight  againft  your  (df. 
Fear,  and  be  flain  ;  no  worfe  can  come  from  fight  ;    • 
And  fight  and  die,  is  death  deftroying  death  : 
Where  fearing  dying,   pays  death  fervile  breath. 

5  j^nd  that  fmall  model   o/"  the  barren  earth.^    He.  ufei  ffiedel 
here,  as  he  frequently  does  ellewhere,  for  pat-t^  portion. 

6  Andfo  ycurfoUia,  &c.J  This  line  is  added  from  the  firft  Edi- 
tion, Mr.  Pope. 
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Jum,  My  father  hath  a  power,  enquire  of  him, 
And  learn  to  make  a  body  of  a  limb.  [I  come 

K.  Rich.  Thou  chid'H  rae  well :  proud  BoUnghroke, 
To  change  blows  with  thee,  for  our  day  of  doom  j 
This  ague  fit  of  fear  is  over-blown  ; 
An  eafy  tafk  it  is  to  win  our  own. 
Say,  Scroop,  where  lies  our  uncle  with  his  Power  ? 
Speak  fweetly,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  fower. 

Scroop.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  iky 
The  ftate  and  inclination  of  the  day ;  "^ 

So  may  you,  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye. 
My  tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  tale  to  fay. 
I  play  the  torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall 
To  lengthen  out  the  worll,  that  muft  be  fpoken.  . 
Your  uncle  rork  is  join'd  with  Bolingbroke, 
And  all  your  northern  cai^les  yielded  up. 
And  all  your  fouthern  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  fadion. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  haft  faid  enough. 
Beihrew  thee,  Coufm,  which  didil  lead  me  forth 

[To  Aumerls.' 
Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  in  to  Defpair. 
What  fay  you  now  ?  what  comfort  have  we  now  ? 
By  heav'n,  I'll  hate  him  everlaftingly. 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Go  to  Flint- caftle,  there  I'll  pine  away  : 
A  King,  woe's  flave,  fhall  kingly  woe  obey : 
That  Pow'r  I  have,  difcharge  ;  and  let  'em  go 
7  To  ear  the  land,  that  hath  fome  hope  to  grow  '.        » 
For  I  have  none.     Let  no  man  fpeak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  counfel  is  but  vain. 

jium.  My  Liege,  one  word. 

K.  Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrong. 
That  wounds  me  with  the  flatt'ries  of  his  tongue. 
Difcharge  my  FoU'wers  :  let  them  hence,  away. 
From  Richard's  night  to  Bolingbrokis  fair  day. 

[  Exsuntl 

7  T*  ear  tbe  land,     ■       ]  ear  or  are,  from  aro,  to  plow. 

Mr.  Pcpt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

Bollngbrokc'j  Camp  near  Flint. 

Enter  nvith  drum  and  colours,  Bolingbroke,  Yorkj» 

Northumberland,  and  Attendants. 

Bo  ling.  QO  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn, 

O  The  Weljhmen  are  difpers'd  ;  and  Salijhur^ 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  King,  who  lately  landed 
With  fome  few  private  friends  upon  this  Coaft. 

North.  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  lord» 
IRichard,  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

Tork.  It  would  befeem  the  lord  Northumberland, 
To  fay,  King  Richard.     Ah,  the  heavy  day. 
When  fuch  a  facred  King  (hould  hide  his  head  ! 

North.  Your  Grace  miftakes  me  j  only  to  be  brief. 
Left  I  his  Title  out. 

Tork.  The  time  hath  been. 
Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  with  You,  to  (hortcn  you, 
For  taking  fo  the  Head,  the  whole  Head's  Length. 
Baling.  Mifcake  not,  uncle,  farther  than  you  {hould: 
Tork.  Take  not,  good  coufin,  farther  than  you  (houldp . 
Left  you  miftake ;  the  heav'ns  are  o'er  your  head. 

Boling.  I  know  it,  uncle,  noroppofe  my  felf 
Againft  their  will.    But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Percy. 
Welcome,  Harry  ;  what,  will  not  this  caftle  yield  F 

Percy.  The  caftle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  lord, 
Againft  your  entrance. 

Baling.  Royally  ?  why,  it  contains  no  King  ? 
Percy.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
It  doth  contain  a  king  :  King  Richardlies 
Within  the  limits  of  yond  lime  and  ftone  ; 
And  with  him  lord  Aumerle,  lord  Salijbury, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop,  befides  a  clergy-man 
Of  holy  reverence  :  who,  I  cannot  learn. 
North.  Belike,  it  is  the  biftiop  of  CarliJIe. 
Boling.  Noble  lord,  [To  North: 

Go  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  caftle. 
Through  brazen  trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  Parle 

Into 
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Into  his  ruin'd  ears,  and  thus  deliver  : 

Henry  of  Bolingbroke  upon  his  knees 

Doth  kifs  King  Richarefs  hand,  and  fends  allegiance 

And  fai:h  of  heart  unto  his  royal  perfon  : 

Ev'n  at  his  feet  I  lay  my  arms  and  powV, 

Provided,  that  my  banishment  repealed. 

And  lands  reftor'd  again,  be  freely  granted  : 

If  not,   I'll  ufe  th'  advantage  of  my  pow'r. 

And  lay  the  fummer's  duft  with  fhow'rs  of  blood, 

Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  flaughter'd  EngUJhmen. 

The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bolingbroke 

It  is,  fuch  crimfon  tempeft  fhould  bedrench 

The  frefh  green  lap  of  fair  King  RichareT^  Land, 

My  ftooping  duty  tenderly  fhail  ihew. 

Gofignifie  as  much,  while  here  we  march 

Upon  the  graflie  carpet  of  this  plain  ; 

Let's  march  without  the  noiie  of  threat'ning  drum. 

That  from  this  Caftle's  latter'd  battlements 

Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 

Methinks,  King  Richard  and  my  felf  fhould  meet 

With  no  lefs  terror  than  the  elements 

Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thund'ring  Shock, 

At  meeting,  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heav'n  : 

Be  he  the  fire,  I'll  be  the  yielding  water  ; 

The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 

My  waters ;  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him. 

March  on,  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  looks. 

SCENE     VI. 

Parle  njuithouty  and  an/hver  'within  ;     thtn  a  flourijb. 
Enter,  on   the  'walls.   King    Richard,  the   Bijhop   of 
Carlifle,  Aumerle,  Scroop  <2WSalifbury. 
Tork.  ^  See  !  fee  !  King  Richard  d.Q>x.\i  himfelf  appear, 

**  As  doth  the  blufliing  difcontented  Sun, 

"  From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  Eaft, 

%Sei  '.fee  !  King  Richard  doth  himfe/f  appear,]  The  following 
fix  lines  are  abfurdly  given  to  Bolingbroke,  who  i;  made  to  con- 
demn his  own  conduct  and  difculp  the  King's.  It  is  plain  thefa 
fix  and  the  four  following  all  belong  to  York. 

"  When 
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"  When  he  perceives,  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 

•«  To  dim  his  Glory ;  and  to  ftain  the  tradl 

"  Of  his  bright  paffage  to  the  Occident. 

Vet  looks  he  like  a  King  :  behold  his  eye. 

As  bright  as  is  the  Eagle's,   lightens  forth 

Controlling  Majefty  !  alack^  for  woe, 

That  any  harm  fhould  ftain  fo  fair  a  fhow  !  [Itood 

K.  Rich.  We  are  amaz'd,  and  thus  long  have  we 

To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee,   [To  North. 

Bccaufe  we  thought  ourfelf  thy  lawful  King  j 

And,  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 

To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  prefence  ? 

If  we  be  not,  fhew  us  the  hand  of  God, 

That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  Stewardftiip. 
For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 
Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  Scepter, 
Unlefs  he  do  prophane,  fteal,  or  ufurp. 
And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  done. 
Have  torn  their  fouls,  by  turning  them  from  us, 
And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  friends : 

Yet  know, My  Mafter,  God  omnipotent. 

Is  muft'ring  in  his  clouds  on  our  behalf 
Armies  of  Peftilence  ;  and  they  (hall  ftrike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot. 
That  lift  your  vaffal  hands  againft  my  head. 
And  threat  the  Glory  of  my  precious  Crown. 
TtW  Boiingbrdkey  (foryond,  methinks,  he  is) 
That  every  ftride  he  makes  upon  my  Land 
Is  dangerous  treafon.     He  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  Teftament  of  bleeding  War  ; 
But  ere  the  Crown,  he  looks  for,  9  light  in  peace. 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers'  fons 
»  Shall  ill  become  the  fiow'r  of  Englana%  face  ; 

Change 

g        tivE  in  peace, 1  We  fhould  read 

LIGHT   in  peace, 
i,  e.  defcend  and  fettle  upon  Bolingbroke's  head  in  peace, 

I  Shall  ill  become  the  flow>  of  England^  face  j  ]  By  tbeforv-y 
0/ England's  >f^,  is  meant  the  chciceft  youths  of  £«?/^«^,  v^o 
ihali  be  Haughter'd  in  this  quan-el,  or  have  bloody  croivn^.  7be 
fionver  o/England'j  face,  to  defign  her  choiceft  Youth,  iS  a  fine 
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Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 

To  fcarlet  indignation  ;  and  bedew 

Her  Parture's  grafs  with  faithful  Eng/t/^  blood. 

Nortk  The  King  of  heav'n  forbid,  our  lord  the  King. 
Should  fo  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  rulh'd  upon  !  no,  thy  thrice-noble  coufin, 
Harry  of  Bolingbroke,  doth  kifs  thy  hand. 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  fwears. 
That  ftands  upon  your  royal  grandfire's  bones. 
And  by  the  Royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 
(Currents,  that  fpring  from  one  moft  gracious  head). 
•And  by  the  warlike  hand  of  bury'd  Gaunt, 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himfelf, 
Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fvvorn,  or  faid,. 
His  Coming  hither  hath  no  farther  fcope. 
Than  for  his  lineal  Royalties,  and  to  beg 
Infranchifement  immediate  on  his  knees  : 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once. 
His  glitt'ring  arms  he  will  commend  to  ruft  j 
His  barbed  fteeds  to  ftables  5  and  his  heart 
To  faithful  fervice  of  your  Majefty. 
This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  Prince,  is  jull ; 
And  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  credit  him.         * 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,  fay,  thus  the  King  returns  :: 
His  noble  Coufm  is  right-welcome  hither. 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accompiifn'd  without  contradidion. 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  hail. 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  Commends. 
We  do  debafe  our  felf,  Coufm,  do  we  not,    [To  Aurni 
To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  fpeak  fo  fair  ? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  fend 
Defiance  to  the  traitor,  and  fo  die  ? 

and  noble  expreflion.  Pericles,  by  a  fimilar  thought,  faid  that 
the  deftruftion  of  the  Athenian  youth  was  a  fatality  like  cutting 
oft' the  Spring  from  the  Year.  Yet  the  Oxford  Editor,  who  did 
not  apprehend  the  figure,  alters  the  line  thus, 

^  "  'S^^// misbecome  the  flow'ry  England's,  face. 

Which  means —  I  know  not  what. 

a  And  by  the  bury'd  band  of  warlike  Gaunt,']  It  fhould  be  read' 
juit  the  other  way. 

And  bj  the  warlike  hand  of  bury'd  Gaunt, 

Aumt 


King  R  I  c  H  A  R  D  II.  53 

Jum.  No,  good  my  lord,  let's  fight  with  gentle  words. 

Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful  fwords. 
K.  Rich.  Oh  God,  oh  God  !  that  e'er  this  tongue  of 
mine. 

That  laid  the  fentence  of  dread  Banifhment 

Onyond  proud  man,  fhould  take  it  off  again 

With  words  of  Sooth  ;  oh,  that  I  were  as  great 

As  is  my  grief,  or  lefTer  than  my  name  ! 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been. 

Or  not  remember  what  I  muft  be  now ! 

Swell'fl  thou,  proud  heart  ?  I'll  give  thee  fcope  to  beat. 

Since  foes  have  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 

Jum.  Northumberland  comes  back  from  Bolinghrole. 
K.  Rich.  What  muil   the  King  do  now  ?  mull  he 
fubmit  ? 

The  King  (hall  do  it :  muft  he  be  deposM  ? 

The  King  (hall  be  contented  :  muft  he  lofe 

The  name  of  King?  o'  God's  name,  let  it  go. 

I'll  give  my  jewels  for  a  fet  of  beads  j 

My  gorgeous  palace,  for  a  hermitage ; 

My  gay  apparel,  for  an  alms- man's  gown  ; 

My  figur'd  goblets,  for  a  difh  of  wood ; 

My  fcepter,  for  a  palmer's  walking  ftaff  ; 

My  fubjefts,  for  a  pair  of  carved  faints  ; 

And  my  large  Kingdom,  for  a  little  Grave  ; 

A  little,  little  Grave  ;  ■«  an  obfcure  Grave. 

Or  I'll  be  bury'd  in  the  King's  high  way  : 

2  Some  way  of  common  Tread,  where  Subje£ts'  i^^ 

May  hourly  trample  on  their  Sovereign's  head  : 

For  on  my  heart  they  tread  now,  whilft  I  live  ; 

And,  bury'd  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  ?  '^ 

Aumerky  thou  weep'ft  ;  (my  tender-hearted  coufin  \) 

We'll  make  foul  weather  with  defpifed  tears  ; 

Our  fighs,  and  they,  fhall  lodge  the  fumraer  corn. 

And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  Land. 

Or  ftiall  we  play  the  Wantons  with  our  woes. 

And  make  fome  pretty  match,  with  fbedding  tears  ? 

As  thus,  to  drop  them  ftill  upon  one  place, 

Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  Graves 

3  ^Qme  ivay  of  commgn  Trade,—]  I  fuppofe  it  fliould  be.  Tread 

Within 
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Within  the  earth;  and  therein  laid,  there  lies 

Two  kinfmen,  digg'd  their  Graves  with  weeping  eyes  ? 

Would  not  this  ill  do  well  ?  well,  well,  I  fee 

I  talk  but  idly,  and  you  mock  at  me. 

Moft  mighty  Prince,  my  lord  Northumberland, 

What  fays  King  Bolingbroke?  will  his  Majefty 

Give  Richard  leave  to  live,  till  Richard  die  ? 

You  make  a  leg,  and  Bolingbroke  fays,  ay. 

North.     My  lord,    in  the  bafe  court  he  doth  attend 
To  fpeak  with  you,   may't  pleafe  you  to  come  down. 
K  Rich.  Down,  down  I  come  ;  like  gliftVing  Phaeton, 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades. 
In  the  bafe  court  ?  bafe  court,  where  Kings  grow  bafe. 
To  come  at  traitors'  calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  bafe  court  comedown?  down,  court;  down.  King; 
For  Night-owls  fhrick,  where  mounting  Larks  fliould 
fmg. 
Boling,     What  fays  his  Majefty  ? 
North.     Sorrow,  and  Grief  of  Heart, 
Makes  him  fpeak  fondly,  like  a  frantick  Man  ; 
Yet  is  he  come. 

Baling.     Stand  all  apart, 
And  (hew  fair  duty  to  his  Majefty. 

My  gracious  lord [KneeL 

K.  Rich.  Fair  coufin,  you  debafe  your  princely  knee. 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kiifing  it. 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love. 
Than  my  unpleas'd  eye  fee  your  courtefie. 
Up,  coufin,  up ;  your  heart  is  up,  1  know. 
Thus  high  at  leaft,  although  your  knee  be  low. 

Boling.  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own.  ^ 
K.  Rich.  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours,  and  all. 
Bating.  So  far  be  mine,  my  moft  redoubted  lord. 
As  my  true  fervice  (hall  deferve  your  love. 

K.  Rich.  Well  you  deferve :  they  well  deferve  to  have. 
That  know  the  ftrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  get. 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hand  j  nay,  dry  your  eyes ; 
Tears  fhew  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies. 
Coufm,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father. 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
What  you  will  have,  Til  give,  and  willing  too ; 

For 
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For  do  we  muft,  what  force  will  have  us  do. 
Set  on  towards  London.     Courin,  is  it  fo? 

Baling.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  I  muft  not  fay,  no,  [^Flourijh.  Exeunt, 

SCENE     VII. 

A  Garden  in  the  keen's  Court. 

Enter  ^een  and  tixjo  Ladies, 
^een,  TT/HAT  fportfliall  we  devife  here  in  this 

VV  garden. 

To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  bowls.  [rubs, 

^een.  'Twill  make  me  think,  the  world  is  full  of 
And  that  my  fortune  runs  againft  the  bias. 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  dance. 

^teen.  My  legs  can  keep  no  meafure  in  delight. 
When  my  poor  heart  no  meafure  keeps  in  grief. 
Therefore  no  dancing,  girl ;  fome  other  fport. 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  tell  tales. 

fljuen.  Of  forrow,  or  of  joy  \ 

Lady.  Of  either.  Madam. 

^een.  Of  neither,  girl. 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting. 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow  : 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had. 
It  adds  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  joy. 
For  what  I  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat : 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

Lady.  Madam,  I'll  fmg. 

^een,  'Tis  well,  that  thou  haft  caufe: 
But  thou  ftjould'ft  pleafe  me  better,  would'ft  thou  weep, 

Ztf^.  I  could  weep.  Madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

^een.  And  I  could  weep,  would  weeping  do  me 
good. 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 
But  ftay,  here  come  the  Gardiners. 
Let's  ftep  into  the  ftiadow  of  thefe  trees ; 
My  Wretchcdnefs  unto  a  row  of  pins. 

Enter 
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Entir  a  Gardiner  and  ttJixf  Ser'vanfs, 
They'll  talk  of  State  ;  for  every  one  doth  fo, 
♦  Againft  a  Change  j  woe  is  fore-run  with  mocks. 

[^een  and  Ladies  retire, 

Gard.  Go,  bind  thou  up  yond  dangling  Apricocks, 
Which,  like  unruly  children,  make  their  Sire 
Stoop  with  oppreflion  of  their  prodigal  weight : 
Give  fome  fupportance  to  the  bending  twigs. 
Go  thou,  and,  like  an  executioner. 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  too -fall -growing  fprays, 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  Common-wealth : 
All  mull  be  even  in  our  Government. 
You  thus  impIoyM,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noifom  weeds,  that  without  profit  fuck 
The  foil's  fertility  from  wholefome  flowers. 

Serv.  Why  fhould  we,  in  the  compafs  of  a  pale. 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion. 
Shewing,  as  in  a  model,  5  a  firm  flate  ? 
When  our  Sea-walled  garden,  (the  whole  Land,) 
Is  full  of  weeds,  her  fairefi  flowers  choak'd  up. 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  ruin'd. 
Her  knots  diforder'd,  and  her  wholefome  herbs 
Swarming  with  Caterpillars? 

Gard.  Hold  thy  peace. 
He,  that  hath  fufFer'd  this  diforder'd  Spring, 
Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  the  Fall  of  leaf: 
The  weeds,  that  his  broad-fpreading  leaves  didihelter, 
(That  feem'd,  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  upj) 

J^  AgaiKji  a  Change '^  ivoe  is  fore- ru ft  nvith  woe.]  But  what 
was  there,  in  the  Gardiners'  talking  of  State,  for  matter  of  fo  much 
tvoe  ?  Befides,  this  is  intended  for  a  Sentence,  but  proves  a  very 
fimple  one.     I  fuppofe  Shakefpear  wrote, 

—————  nvoe  is  fare-run  ivith  mocks, 
which  has  fome  meaning  in  it  j  and  fignifies,  that,  when  great 
Men  are  on  the  decline,  their  inferiors  take  advantage  cf  their  con- 
dition, and  treat  them  v/ithout  ceremony.  And  this  we  find  to 
be  the  cafe  in  the  following  fcene.  But  the  Editors  were  feeking 
for  a  rhime.  Tho'  had  they  net  been  fo  impatient  they  would 
have  found  it  gingled  to  what  followed,  tho'  it  did  not  to  what 
went  before. 

g  —OUR  frm  Jiatef]  How  could  he  fay  cur  when  he  imme- 
^tely  fubjoins,  that  it  was  infirm  ?  We  fhould  read 
tmmm^  A  frm  fate. 

Are 
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Are  puird  up,  root  and  all,  by  Eolingbrokei 
I  mean,  the  Earl  of  Wiltjhirey  Bujhy,  Green, 

Serv.  What,  are  they  dead  } 

Gara\  They  are. 
And  Bolingbroke  hath  feizM  the  wafteful  King, 
What  pity  is't,  that  he  had  not  fo  trimm'd 
And  dreft  his  Land,  as  we  this  Garden  drefs. 
And  wound  the  bark,  the  skin,  of  our  fruit-trees ; 
Leil,  being  over  proud  with  fap  and  blood. 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  it  felf ; 
Had  he  done  fo  to  great  and  growing  men. 
They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafle 
Their  fruits  of  duty.     All  fuperfiuous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live  : 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelf  had  born  the  Crown, 
Which  wafte  and  idle  hours  have  quite  thrown  down, 

Serv.   What,    think  you  then,    the  King  {hall  be 
depos'd  ? 

Gard.  Depreil  he  is  already,  and  deposed, 
'Tis  doubted,  he  will  be.  Letters  lad  night 
Came  to  a  dear  friend  of  the  Duke  of  Tork, 
That  tell  black  tidings.  [fpeakinp : 

^leen.  Oh,  I  am  preft  to  death,  through  v/ant  of 
Thou  Jdam's  likenefs,  fet  to  drefs  this  garden. 
How  dares  thy  tongue  found  this  unpleafing  news  ? 
What  E'vet  what  Serpent  hath  fuggefted  thee. 
To  make  a  fecond  Fail  of  curfed  man  ? 
Why  doll  thou  fay.  King  Richard  is  depos'd  ? 
Dar'ft  thou,  (thou  litJe  better  Thing  than  earth,) 
Divine  his  downfal?  fay,  where,  when,  and  how 
Cam'ft  thou  by  thefc  ill  tidings  ?  fpeak,  thou  wretch. 

Gard.  Pardon  me,  Madam.     Little  joy  have  I 
To  breathe  thefe  news;  yet,  what  I  fay,  is  true; 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 
Of  Bolingbroke ;  their  fortunes  both  are  weigh'd ; 
In  your  Lord's  Scale  is  nothing  but  himfelf. 
And  fome  few  Vanities  that  make  him  light : 
B*t  in  the  Balance  of  great  Bolingbroke, 
Befides  himfelf,  are  all  the  Englijh  Peers, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Richard  dov^n, 
Poft  you  to  LondQtif  and  you'll  find  it  fo  i 
J^^i-.iV.  E  Ifpcak 
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I  fpeak  no  more,  than  every  one  doth  know. 

^een.  Nimble  Mifchance,  that  art  fo  light  of  foot. 
Doth  not  thy  Embafiage  belong  to  me  ? 
And  am  I  laft,  that  know  it?  oh,  thou  think'ft 
To  ferve  me  laft,  that  I  may  longcfl:  keep 
Thy  forrow  in  my  breaft.     Come,  ladies,  go  i 
To  meet,  at  Lojidon,  London  s  King  in  woe. 
What,  was  I  born  to  this !  that  my  fad  Look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolingbroke  ! 
Gard'ner,  for  telling  me  thefe  news  of  woe, 
I  would,   the  plants,  thou  graft'il,  may  never  grow. 

\_Exeunt  ^een  and  Ladies, 

Gard.  Poor  Queen,  fothat  thy  ftate  might  be  no  worfe, 
I  would  my  skill  were  fubjed  to  thy  Curfe. 
Here  did  fhe  drop  a  tear;  here,  in  this  place, 
I'll  fet  a  bank  of  Rue,  fow'r  herb  of  grace  ; 
Rue,  ev'n  for  ruth,  here  fhortly  Ihall  be  ieen. 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  Queen. 

\Ex.  Gard.  and  Serv. 


ACT    IV.     SCENE     I. 
In    LONDON. 

JErJer,  as  to  the  Parliament,  Bolingbroke,  Aumerle, 
Northumberland,  Percy,  Fitz water,  Surrey,  Bijhop 
of  Carlifle,  Abbot  of  Wellminfter,  Herald,  Officers^ 
and  Bagot. 

BoLIKGBROKE. 

CALL  Bagot  forth:  now  freely  fpeak  thy  mind, 
What  thou  doit  know  of  noble  Glojlers  death  i 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  King,  and  who  performed 
The  bloody  office  of  »  his  timelefs  end.      ^ 

Bazot.  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  lord  Aumerle. 
Boling.  Qo\x{m,  ftand  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man. 
Bagot.  My  lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  daring  tongue 

I  ««.^/j  feimelcfs  end.']  timdefi  kt  untimely, 

pcorns 
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Scorns  to  unfay,  what  it  hath  once  deli ver'd. 

In  that  dead  time  when  Glo'Jiers  death  was  plotted, 

I  heard  you  fay.  Is  not  my  arm  of  length, 

That  reacheth  from  the  rellful  Englijh  Court 

As  far  as  Calais  to  my  uncle's  head  ? 

Amongft  much  other  talk  that  very  time, 

I  heard  you  fay,  You  rather  had  refufe. 

The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns. 

Than  BoUnghroke  return  to  England  \  adding. 

How  bleft  this  Land  would  be  in  this  your  CouSn's  death. 

Aunt.  Princes,  and  noble  lords. 
What  anfwer  (hall  I  make  to  this  bafc  man  ? 
Shall  I  fo  much  difhonour  ^  my  fair  flars. 
On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chaftifement  ? 
Either  I  muft,  or  have  mine  honour  foil'd 
With  the  attainder  of  his  ilana'rous  lips. 
There  is  my  Gage,  the  manual  feal  of  death. 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell.     Thou  lieft, 
And  rii  maintain  what  thou  hall  faid,  is  falfe. 
In  thy  heart-blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe 
To  ftain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  fword. 

Baling.  Bagot,  forbear  ;  thou  (halt  not  take  it  up. 

Jttm.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  beft 
In  ail  this  prefence  that  hath  mov'd  me  fo. 

Fiizw.  If  that  thy  valour  ftand  on  fy mpatliies. 
There  is  my  Gage,  Jumerle,  in  gage  to  thine  : 
By  that  fair  Sun,  that  Ihews  me  where  thou  ftand'ft, 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpak'ft  it, 
That  thou  wert  caufe  of  noble  Glo'Jler\  death. 
If  thou  deny'ft  it,  twenty  times  thou  lieft ; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  fallhood  to  thy  heart. 
Where  it  was  forged,  v/ith  my  rapier's  point. 

Aum.  Thou  dar'ft  not,  coward,  live  to  fee  the  day. 

Fitx'w.  Now,  by  my  foul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour. 

Aum.  Fitzn/jater,  thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

Percy.  Aumerky  thou  lieft ;  his  honour  is  as  true. 
In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjuft  j 
And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  Gage 

a my  fair  stars,]  I  rather  think  it  ihould  be  ST£M,  he 

teing  of  the  royal  blood. 

E  3  To 
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To  prove  it  on  thee,  to  th'  extreamcll  point 
Of  mortal  breathing.     Seize  it,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Jum.  And  if  I  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off. 
And  never  brandifh  more  revengeful  fteel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe  ! 
3  Who  fets  meelfe  ?  by  heav'n,  I'll  throw  at  all 
I  have  a  thoufand  fpirits  in  my  breaft, 
To  anfwer  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  you. 

Surrey.  My  lord  Fiizivater,   I  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fit%njo.  My  lord,  'tis  true  :  you  vyerc  in  prefence  then ; 
And  you  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  falfe,  by  h«av'n,  as  heav'n  it  felf  is  tf uc- 

Tttzijo.  Surrey,  thou  lieft. 

Surrey.  Difhonourable  boy, 
That  Lie  (hall  lye  fo  heavy  on  my  fword, 
That  it  fhall  render  vengeance  and  revenge. 
Till  thou  the  lie-gi^er,  and  that  Lie;  reft 
In  earth  as  quiet,  as  thy  father's  fcull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  mine  honour's  pawn  ; 
Engage  it  to  the  tryal,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Fitziv.  How  fondly  doll  thou  fpur  a  forward  horfe  > 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wildernefs. 
And  fpit  upon  him,  whilft  I  fay,  he  lies, 
And  lies,  and  lies :  there  is  my  bond  of  faith, 
To  tie  thee  to  my  ftrong  corre(5lion. 
As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal. 
Eefides  I  heard  the  banilh'd  l^orfolk  fay, 
That  thou,  Aumerle,  didft  fend  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  Duke  at  Calais. 

Aum.  Some  honeft  chriftian  truft  me  with  a  Gage, 
That  l^orfolk  lies :  here  do  I  throw  down  this. 
If  he  may  be  repeal'd,  to  try  his  honour. 

Boling.  Thefe  DiF rences  (hall  all  reft  under  Gage, 
Till  horfoll  be  repeal'd  :  repeal'd  he  {hall  be  i 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  reilor'd  again 

r  Who  (en  me  elk  f— — ]  Thefe  three  verfes  are  taken  from 
the  fuft  Edition,  ^^'^'P'' 

To 
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To  all  his  Signiories ;  when  he's  return'd, 
Againft  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  tryal. 

Carl.  That  honourable  day  Ihall  ne'er  be  feenv 
Many  a  time  hath  banifh'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jefu  Chrift,  in  glorious  chriftian  field 
Streaming  the  Enfign  of  the  chriftian  Crofs, 
Againft  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens : 
Then,  toil'd  with  works  of  war,  retir'd  himfelf 
To  Italy,,  and  there  at  Fenice  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleafant  Country's  earth. 
And  his  pure  foul  unto  his  captain  Chrift, 
Under  whofe  Colours  he  had  fought  fo  long. 

Boling.  Why,  Biftiop,  is  Norfolk  dead  I 

Carl,  Sure  as  I  live,  my  lord. 

Baling.  Sweet  peace  condudl  his  foul 
To  th'  bofom  of  good  Abraham!  —  Lords  appealants; 
Your  diif'rences  fhall  all  reft  under  Gage, 
Till  we  affign  you  to  your  days  of  tryal. 

SCENE    IL 

Enter  Yot|i. 

Tork.  Great  Duke  of  Lancafler,  I  come  tn  thee 
From  plume-pluckt  Richard,  who  with  williug  foul 
Adopts  thee  Heir,  and  his  high  Scepter  yields 
To  the  pofTeffion  of  thy  royal  hand.. 
Afcend  his  Throne,  defcending  now  from  him. 
And  long  live  Henryy  of  that  name  the  Fourth  ! 

Baling.  In  God's  name,  I'll  afcend  the  regal  throne, 

Carl,  Marry,  heav'n  forbid  ! 
Worft  in  this  royal  prefence  may  I  fpeak. 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
'Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  prefence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  noble  Richard ;  tlien  true  Noblenefs  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  wrong. 
What  Subjed  can  give  Sentence  on  his  King  ? 
And  who  fits  here,  tkat  is  not  Richard'^  Subje«5l  ?' 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  t®  hear. 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  fcen  in  them. 
And  (hall  the  figure  of  God's  Majefty, 

E  3  Uk 
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His  Captain,  Steward,  Deputy  eledl, 

Anointed,  crown'd,  and  planted  many  years,  | 

Be  judg'd  by  iubjecl  and  inferior  breath, 

Aiui  he  himfelf  not  prefent  ?  oh,  forbid  it ! 

That,  in  a  chriftian  climate,  fouls  refin'd 

Should  fhev/  fo  heinous,  black,  obfcene  a  deed. 

I  fpeak  to  Subjeds,  and  a  Subjed  fpeaks, 

StirrM  up  by  heav'n,  thus  boldly  for  his  King. 

My  lord  of  He/  eford  here,  whom  you  call  King, 

Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford  %  King. 

And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophefic. 

The  blood  of  Englijh  (hall  manure  the  ground, 

And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  aft. 

Peace  fhall  go  fieep  with  Turks  and  Infidels, 

And  in  this  Sat  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 

Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind,  confound. 

Diforder,  horror,  fear  and  mutiny 

Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  Land  be  call'd 

The  £eid  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  men's  fculls. 

Oh,  if  you  rear  this  houfe  againft  this  houfe. 

It  will  the  wofuUcft  divifion  prove, 

That  ever  fell  upon  this  curfed  earth. 

Prevent,  refift  it,  let  it  not  be  fo, 

Left  children's  children  cry  againft  you,  woe. 

North.  Well  have  youargu'd.  Sir;  and  for  your  pains. 

Of  capital  treafon  we  arreft  you  here. 

Viy  lord  of  Weflminfter,  be  it  your  charge. 

To  keep  him  fafely  till  his  day  of  tryal. 

4  May't  pleafe  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  Commons'  fuit  ? 
Boling.  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 

He  may  furrender ;  fo  we  fhall  proceed 

Without  fufpicion. 

York.  I  will  be  his  conduft.  \^Exit. 

Boling.  Lords,  you  that  here  are  under  our  Arreft; 

Procure  your  fureties  for  your  days  of  anfwer : 

Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love. 

And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

A  May't  pleafe  you,  lords,  &c.]  This  Scene,  where  Richard  is 
introduced,  from  thefe  ^sorA,,maft  pleafe  you,  &c.  to  the  fourth 
Sceuc  of  this  Aft,  is  entirely  added  fwice  the  firft  Edition 

Ivlr.  JrOpP* 

SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 

Enter  King  Richard,   and  York. 
K.  Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  feut  for  to  a  King, 
Before  I  have  fliook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign'd  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learn'd 
T'  infinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee. 
Give  forrow  leave  awhile,  to  tutor  me 
To  this  fabmiffion.     Yet  I  well  remember 
The  favours  of  thefe  men  :  were  they  not  mine  ? 
Did  they  not  fometime  cry,  all  hail !  to  me? 
So  Judas  did  to  Chriji  :  but  he,  in  twelve,  [none. 

Found  truth  in  all,    but  one  ;  I,  in   twelve  thouiand, 

God  fave  the  King  ! will  no  man  fay,  J»ign  ? 

Am  I  both  prieil:  and  dark  ?  well  then,  Jfnen. 
God  fave  the  King,  although  I  be  not  he  : 
And  yet,  j^men,  if  heav'n  do  think  him  me. 
To  do  what  fervice,  am  I  fent  for  hither  ? 

Tork.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  own  good  will. 
Which  tired  Majeily  did  make  thee  offer  : 
The  Refignation  of  thy  State  and  Crown. 

K.  Rich.   Give  me  the  Crown. Here,  coulin> 

feize  the  Crown, 
Here,  on  this  fide,  my  hand  ;  on  that  fide,  thine. 
Now  is  this  golden  Crown  like  a  deep  well. 
That  owes  two  buckets,  filling  one  another  ; 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air. 
The  other  down,  unfeen  and  full  of  water; 
That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears,  am  I  ; 
Drinking  my  griefs,  whilft  you  mount  up  on  high. 
Baling.  I  thought  you  had  been  wiJiing  to  refign. 
K.  Rich.  My  Crown,  I  am  -,  but  itill  my  griefs  are 
mine: 
You  may  my  Glories,  and  my  State  depofe. 
But  not  my  griefs ;  ffill  am  I  King  of  tnofe.     [Crown. 
Baling.    Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  your 
K.  Rich.  Your  cares  fet  up,  do  not  pluck  my  cares 
down. 
My  care,  is  lofs  of  care,  by  old  care  done  ; 
Your  care,  is  gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won. 

E  4  The 
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The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away  ; 
They  tend  the  Crown,  yet  ftill  with  me  they  flay^ 

Boling.  Are  you  contented  to  refign  the  Crown  ? 
K.  Rich.  Ay,  no  >— no,  ay  ;  — for  I  muft  Nothing  be  : 
Therefore  no  No  ;  for  I  refign  to  thee. 
'Now,  mr.ik  me  how  I  will  undo  my  felf ; 
J  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head  ; 
And  this  unweildy  Scepter  from  my  hand  ; 
The  pride  of  kingly  fway  from  out  my  heart ; 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wafh  away  my  Balm  ; 
A^^ith  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  Crown  ; 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  facred  State ; 
With  mine  own  breath  releafe  all  dutious  oath?.. 
All  pomp  and  Majelly  I  do  forfwear  : 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forego  ; 
My  ac^s,  decrees,  and  ftatutes  I  deny  : 
God  pardon  aU  oaths,  that  are  broke  to  me  ! 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke,  are  made  to  thee  ! 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd^ 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  haft  all  atchiev'd  ! 
Long  may'ft  thou  live  in  Richard'^  Seat  to  fit. 
And  foon  lye  Richard  in  an  earthy  pit  ! 
Godfave  King //■^«;jy,  unking'd  Richard  hy5^ 
And  fend  him  many  years  of  fan-fhine  days ! 
What  more  remains  ? 

Norih.  No  more ;  but  that  you  read 
Thefe  accufations,  and  thefe  grievous  crimes 
Committed  by  yourperfon,  and  your  followers^ 
Againft  the  State  and  Profit  of  this  Land  : 
Tivuiy  by  conf^ffing  thera,  the  fouls  of  mea. 
Mdy  d^tm  that  you  are  v/onhily  depcs'd. 

K.  Rich.  Mull  I  do  fo  ?  and  muft  I  ravel  out 
Ivly  weav'd-up  foUiei.  ?  Gentle  Nailhiimhei-Uiul^ 
If  thy  offences'^  were  upon  record. 
Would  it  not  Ihame  thee,  m  fo  fair  a  troop, 
To  read  a  ledure  of  them  :  if  tl.ou  woald'lt^ 
There  fnouId*il  thou  n:.d  r.iie  heinous  article. 
Containing  the  deposing  of  a  King  ; 
And  cracking  the  ftroiig  warrant  of  an  oath, 
Mark'd  with  a  bloc,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  heav^Yi. 
Kay,  all  of  you,  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 

WhilH 
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Whilft  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  my  felf. 

Though  fome  of  you  with  Pilate  wa(h  your  hands,. 

Shewing  an  outward  pity  ;  yet  you  Pilates 

Have  here  delivered  me  to  my  fow'r  Crofs, 

And  water  cannot  wafli  away  your  fin. 

North.  My  lord,  difpatch  ;  read  o'er  theCe  articles 
K.  Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears :  I  cannot  fee  :• 

And  yet  fait- water  blinds  them  not  fo  much, 

r  But  they  can  fee  a  Sort  of  traitors  here. 

Nay,  if  1  turn  mine  eyes  upon  my  felf, 

I  find  my  felf  a  traitor  with  the  reft  : 

For  I  have  given  here  my  foul's  confent, 

T'  undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  King  ; 

Made  Glory  bale  j  a  Sovereign  a  flave ; 

Proud  Majelly,  afubjeft  :  State,  a  peafant. 

North.  My  lord [man  ;■• 

K.  Rich.  No   lord  of  thine,  thou  haught  mfultmg. 

Nor  no  man's  lord  :  I  have  no  Name,  no  Title ; 

No,  not  that  Name  was  giv'n  me  at  the  Font, 

But  'tis  ufurp'd.     Alack,  the  heavy  day. 

That  I  have  worn  fo  many  winters  out. 

And  know  not  now,  what  name  to  call  my  felf  f 

Oh,  that  I  were  a  mockery -King  of  fnovv, 

Standing  before  the  Sun  of  Boiingbroke^ 

To  melt  my  felf  away  in  water-drops !: 

GoodKing,— great  King,  — (and  yet  not  greatly  good,)' 

An  if  my  word  be  fterling  yet  mEnglandy  [ToBoling. 

Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  ftraight. 

That  it  may  fiiew  me  what  a  face  I  have,, 

Since  it  is  bankrupt  of  his  Majefty. 

Boling.  Go  fome  of  you,   and  fetch  a  looking- glafj. 
North.  Read  o'er   this  paper,  while  the  glafs    doth 
come.  ['^ell- 

K.  Rich.  Fiend,  thou  torment' ft  me,  ere  I   come  tO' 
Boling.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  lord  Northumberland, 
North.  The  Commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfy'd. 
K.  Rich.  They  (hall  be  fatisfy'd  :  I'll  read  enough^. 

When  I  do  fee  the  very  Book,  indeed, 

Where  all  my  fms  are  writ,  and  that's  my  felf. 

S  But  they  canfeeaSotU' ]  ^.  (>  a  pack,  a  company.- 
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Enter  One^   nvith  a  Glafs, 
Give  me  that  Glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read. 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?  hath  Sorrow  ihuck 
So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine. 
And  made  no  deeper  wounds  ?  oh,  flatt'ring  Glafs ! 
Like  to  my  Followers  in  p'ofperity. 
Thou  doft  beguile  me.     Was  this  face,  the  face 
That  every  day  under  his  houfhcld  roof 
Did  keep  ten  thoufand  men  ?  was  this  the  face. 
That,  like  the  Sun,  did  make  beholders  wink  ? 
Is  this  the  face,  w  hich  fac'd  fo  many  follies. 
That  was  at  lalt  out-fac'd  by  Bolingbroke  ? 
A  brittle  Glory  fhineth  in  this  face  ; 

\^DaJhei  the  Glafs  again fl  the  Ground, 
As  brittle,  as  the  glory,  is  the  face  ; 
For  there  it  is,  crackt  in  an  hundred  fhivers. 
Mark,  filent  King,  the  Moral  of  this  fport ; 
How  foon  my  forrow  hath  deftroy'd  my  face. 

Boling.  The  fiiadow  of  your  forrow  hath  deftroy'd 
The  fhadow  of  your  face. 

K.  Rich.  Say  That  again. 
*  The  (hadow  of  my  forrow  !  ha,  let's  fee  ; 
'Tis  very  true,  my  grief  lies  all  within  ; 
And  thefe  external  manners  of  laments 
Are  meerly  madov\s  to  the  unfcen  grief, 
That  fwells  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  foul. 
There  lies  the  fubilance  :  and  I  thank  thee,  King, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'ft 
yit  caufe  to  wail,  but  teacheft  me  the  way 
How  to  Lament  the  caufe.     I'll  begone  boon  ; 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtaih  it  ? 

Boling.  Name  it,  fair  Coufin. 
K.  Rich.  Fair  Coufin  !  I  am  greater  than  a  King : 
For  when  I  v/as  a  King,  my  flatterers 
Were  then  but  Subjects ;  being  now  a  Subject, 
I  have  a  King  here  to  my  flatterer  : 
Being  fo  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg, 
Boling.  Yet  afk. 
K.  Rich.  And  fhall  I  have  ! 
Boling.  You  ihalU 

JT.  Rich. 
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K.  Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 

Baling.  Whither  ? 

K.  Rich.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fight. 

Baling.  Go  feme  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  Tonver. 

K.Rich.  Oh,  good!  convey: Conveyers  are 

you  all, 
That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  King's  Fall. 

Baling.  On  Wednefday  next  we  folemnly  fet  down 
Our  Coronation  :  lords,  prepare  your  felves. 

[^A-.  alihut  Abbot,  Bijhop  o/Carlifle  and  Aumerle. 

SCENE     IV. 

Abbot.  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Bijhop.  The  woe's  to  come  ;  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  (harp  to  them  as  thorn. 

Aum.  You  holy  Clergy- men,  is  there  no  Plot, 
To  rid  the  Realm  of  this  pernicious  blot  ? 

Abbot.  Before  I  freely  fpeak  my  mind  herein. 
You  fhall  not  only  take  the  Sacrament, 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  to  efFeft 
Whatever  I  (hall  happen  to  devife. 
I  fee,  your  brows  are  full  of  difcontent. 
Your  hearts  of  forrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears. 
Come  home  with  me  to  fupper,  and  I'll  lay 
A  Plot,  Ihall  (hew  us  all  a  merry  day.  [Exeunt^ 


ACT     V.     SCENE     I. 

A  Street  in  London. 

Enter  ^een,    and  Ladies. 

Q^u  E  E  N. 

THIS  way  the  King  will  come :  this  h  the  way  ■ 
1  o  Julius  Cafar\  ill  ereded  Tow'r  ; 
To  whofe  flint  bofom  my  condemned  lord 
Is  -ioom'd  a  prifoner,   by  proi-d  Polin^broke. 
Hei?  let  us  reft,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  Reiting  for  ijer  true  lying's  Queen. 

Enter 
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Enter  Khg  Richard,  ami  Guards. 
But  foft,  bat  fee,  or  rather  do  not  fee. 
My  fair  rofe  wither ;  yet  look  up  ;  behold. 
That  you  in  pity  may  diffolve  to  dew, 
And  wafh  him  freOi  again  with  true-love  tears. 
O  thou,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  (land, 

[_ro  K.  Rich;. 
Thou  map  of  honour,  thou  King  Richard's  tomb, 
And  not  King  Richard',  thou  moft  beauteous  Inn, 
Why  (hould  hard-favour'd  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee. 
When  Triumph  is  become  an  ale  houfe  Gueft  ? 

K.  Rich.  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  Woman,  do  not  (o^<f. 
To  make  my  End  too  fudden :  learn,  good  foul. 
To  think  our  former  Itate  a  happy  dream. 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shews  us  but  this.     I  am  fworn  brother.  Sweet, 
To  grim  Neceffity  j  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  till  death.     Hye  thee  to  France, 
And  cloifter  thee  fn  feme  Religious  Houfe  ; 
Our  holy  lives  mull  win  a  new  world's  Crown, 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  ftricken  down. 

^een.  What,  is  my  Richard  both  in  Ihape  and  mind 
Transform *^d  and  weak  ?  hath  Bolinghroh  deposed 
Thine  intelledl  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 
The  Lion,  dying,  thruileth  forth  his  paw. 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage 
To  be  o'erpower'd  :  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like. 
Take  thy  corredlion  mildly,  kifs  the  rod. 
And  fawn  on  rage  v/ith  bafe  humilfty. 
Which  art  a  Lion  and  a  King  of  beafls  I  [bealb,. 

K.  Rich.   A   King  of  beads,  indeed  ;  if  aught   bu: 
I  had  been  ftill  a  happy  King  of  men. 
Good  fometime  Qiieen,  prepare  thee  hence  for  Frances. 
Think,  I  am  dead  ;  and  that  ev'n  here  thou  tak'll. 
As  from  my  death-bed,  my  laft  living  Leave. 
"  fn  winter's  tedious  nights  fit  by  the  fire 
"  With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  Tales 
**  Of  woeful  ages,  long  ago  betid  : 
*'  And  ere  thou  bid  good  Night,  to  quit  their  grief, 
•*  Tell  thou  the  lamentable  Fall  of  me, 
•'  And  fend  the  hear«rs  weeping  to  their  beds.'* 
'^  For 
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For  why  ?  the  fenfelefs  brands  will  fympathize 
The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue, 
AvA  in  compafiion  weep  the  fire  out : 
And  fome  will  mourn  in  afhes,  fome  coal-black,, 
for  thedepofingofa  rightful  King. 

SCENE    ir. 

Enter  Northumberland  attended. 

"North.  My  lord,  the  mind  oi BoUnghroke  is  changed  : 
You  muft  to  Pomfretf    not  unto  the  To<wer. 
And,  Madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you  : 
With  all  fwift  fpeed,  you  muft  away  to  France. 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,   thou  ladder  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  afcends  my  Throne, 
The  time  (hall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  fm,  gath'ring  head, 
Shall  break  into  corruption  ;  thou  (halt  think. 
Though  he  divide  the  Realm,  and  give  thee  hal£ 
It  is  too  little^  helping  him  to  all : 
And  he  fhall  think,  that  thou,  which  know*ft  the  way- 
To  plant  unrightful  Kings,  wilt  know  again, 
Being  ne'er  fo  little  urg'd,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  th'  ufurped  Throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear  ; 
That  fear  to  hate  ;  and  hate  turns  one,  or  both. 
To  worthy  danger,  and  defcrved  death. 

North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there*^s  an  end  ? 
Take  leave  and  part,  for  you  muft  part  forthwith. 

ir.  Rich.  Doubly  divorc'd  ?  Bad  mtn,  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  marriage  ;  'tvvixt  my  crown  and  me  : 
And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife. 
Let  me  unkifs  the  oath  'twixt  thee  and  me : 

[  To  the  ^sen. 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifs  'twas  made. 
Partus,  Northumberland:  I,  towards  the  North, 
Where  ihiv'ring  cold  and  ficknefs  pines  the  clime  : 
My  Queen  to  France-,  from  whence,  fet  forth  in  pomp, 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  May  ; 
Sent  back  like  Hollo'wmas,  or  Ihorteft  day. 

^een.  And  muit  we  be  divided  }  muft  we  part  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  hand  from  hand^  my  Love,  and  heart 
fiom  heart,  ^em> 
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^een.  Banifh  us  both,  and  fend  the  King  with  me. 

l^orth.   That  were  fome  Love,  but  little  Policy. 

^teen.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 

K.  Rich.  So  two  together  weeping,    make  one  woe. 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France-,    I  for  thee  here  :' 
Better  far  off;    than  near,  be  ne'er  the  near. 
Go,  count  thy  way  with  fighs,    I  mine  with  groans  : 

^ee7i.  So  longed  way  (hall  have  the  longeft  moans. 

K.  Rich.  Twice   for   one  ftep  PU  groan,    the  way 
being  fliort. 
And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Come,  come,  in  wooing  forrow  let's  be  brief; 
Since,  wedding  it,   there  is  fuch  length  in  grief  : 
One  kifs  (hall  Hop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part  ; 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart.  \Jhey  kifs. 

^een.  Give  me  mine  own  again  ;  'twere  no  good 
part. 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  heart.  \^Kifs  again* 
So,  now  1  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone, 
That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan. 

K.  Rich.  We  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay: 
Once  more,  adieu  ;  the  reft  let  forrow  fay.       lEjceunt* 

SCENE     III. 

The  Duke  of  Y OR  K'j  Pa/ace. 

Enter  York,  and  his  Dutche/s. 
Dutch.  1\/T^'  loJ'd,  you  told  me,  you  would  tell  the 

IVJL         reft, 
V/hen  Weeping  made  you  break  theftory  off. 
Of  our  two  Coufins  coming  into  London.  ' 

York.  Where  did  I  leave  ? 

Dutch.   At  that  fad  flop,  my  lord. 
Where  rude  mif-govern'd  hands,  from  window-tops, 
Threw  duft  and  rubbifh  on  Kina  Richard'''^  head. 

York.  *  Then,  as  I  faid,  the  Duke,  great  Bolingbroke, 

*  Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  fteed, 

*  Which  his  afpiring  Rider  feem'd  to  know, 

*  With  flow,  but  ftately  pace,  kept  on  his  courfe  : 

*  While  all  tongues  cry'd,  God  fave  thee,  Bolingbroke  ! 

*  You 
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*  You  vvou'd  have  thought,   the  very  windows  fpake, 

*  So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 

*  Through  caiements  darted  their  defiring  eyes 

*  Upon  his  vifage  ;   and  that  all  the  walls 

*  With  painted  imag'ry  had  faid  at  once, 

*  7<?/«.  preferve  thee  !  welcome,  Bolingbroke  f 

*  Whilft  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning, 

*  Bare-headed,   lower  than  his  proud  fteed*s  neck, 

*  Befpoke  them  thus  ;  I  thank  you.  Country-men  ; 

*  And  thus  ftill  doing,  thus  he  part  along.' 

Dutch.  Alas !  poor  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  while? 
Tork.  *  As  in  a  Theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 

*  After  a  well-gracM  Ador  leaves  the  Stage, 

*  Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 

*  Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 

*  Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 

*  Did  fcowl  on  Richard ;  no  man  cry'd,  God  fave  him  I 

*  No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home  ; 
'  But  duft  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  head  ; 

*  Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  (liook  ofF, 

*  His  face  ftill  combating  with  tears  and  fmiles,. 

*  The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience  ; 

*  That  had  not  God,  for  fome  ftrong  purpofe,  fteel'd 

*  The  hearts  of  men,  they  mufl:  perforce  have  melted, 

*  And  barbarifm  it  felf  have  pitied  him.' 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  events. 

To  v/hofe  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 
To  Bolingbroke  we  are  fworn  Subjefts  now,, 
Whofe  State,  and  Honour,  I  for  aye  allow. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Aumerle. 

Dutch.  Here  comes  my  fon  Aumerle. 

York,  Aumerle  that  was, 
But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richard's  Friend. 
And,  Madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rutland  now  : 
I  am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 
And  lafting  fealty  to  the  new-made  King. 

Z)«/f^.  Welcome,  my  fon  ;  who  are  the  Violets  now. 
That  Hrew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  fpring  ! 

Aum, 
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jium.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care  : 
God  knows,  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

Tork.  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  Spring  of  time,, 
Left  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  Prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford  ?  hold  thofe  Jufts  and  Txi* 
umphs  ? 

Jum.  For  aught  I  know,  they  do. 

Tork.  You  will  be  there  ? 

Aum.  If  God  prevent  me  not,  I  purpofe  (o. 

Tork.  What  Seal  isthat,  which  hangs  without  thy  bo- 
Yea,  look'il  thou  pale  .?  let  me  fee  the  Writing,    [fom? 

Jum.  My  lord,  'tis  nothing. 

Tork.  No  matter  then  who  fees  it. 
I  will  be  fatisfied,   let  me  fee  the  Writing. 

Jum.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me. 
It  is  a  matter  of  fmall  confequence. 
Which  for  fome  reafons  I  would  not  have  feen. 

Tork.  Which,  for  fome  reafons.  Sir,  1  mean  to  fee.. 
I  fear,   I  fear 

Dutch.  What  fhould  you  fear,  my  lord  ? 
'Tis  nothing  but  fome  bond  he's  enter'd  into,. 
For  gay  apparel,  againft  the  triumph. 

Tork.  Bound  to  himfelf  ?  what  doth  he  with  a  bond;. 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?  wife,  thou^rt  a  fool. 
Boy,  let  me  fee  the  Writing.  [fhew  it. 

Jum.    I  do  befeech  you,  pardon  me  ;  Imay  nor 

Tork.  I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  it,  I  fay. 

[Snatches  it  and  reads, 
Treafon  !  foul  treafon  f  villain,  traitor,  flave ! 

Dutch.  What's  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

Tork.  Hoa,  who's  within  there  ;  faddle  my  horfe. 
Heav'n,  for  his  mercy  !  what  treachery  is  here  ? 

Dutch.  Why,  what  is't,  my  lord  ? 

Tork.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  fay  :  faddle  my  horfe^. 
Now  by  my  honour,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain. 

Dutch.  What  is  the  matter  I 

Tork.  Peace,  foolifh  woman. 

Dutch.  I  will  not  Peace  :  what  is  the  matter,  fon  ?' 

Jum.  Good  mother,  be  content  ;  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  muH  anfwer, 

Dut(h.  Thy  life  anfwer  I  SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

Enter  Servant  ivith  boots. 

Tori.  Bring  me  my  boots.     I  will  unto  the  King." 

Dutch.  Strike  him,  Aumerle.     (Poor  boy,  thou  art 
amaz'd.) 
Hence,  villain,  never  more  come  in  my  fight. 

[Speaking  to  the  Servant* 

York.     Give  me  my  boots. 

Dutch.  Why,  Torky  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trefpafs  of  thine  own  ? 
Have  we  more  fons  >  or  are  we  like  to  have  ? 
Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time  ? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  fon  from  mine  age^ 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee?   is  he  not  thine  own  ? 

Tork.  Thou  fond  mad-woman. 
Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  Confpiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  Sacrament,, 
And  interchangeably  have  fet  their  hands. 
To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford. 

Dutch.  He  Ihail  be  none : 
We'll  keep  him  here ;  then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

Tork.  Away,  fond  woman  :  were  he  twenty  times 
My  fon,  I  would  appeach  him. 

Dutch.  Hadll  thou  groan'd  for  him, 
As  I  have  done,  thou'dlt  be  more  pitiful : 
But  now  I    know  thy  mind  j  thou  doil  fufpe^fl^. 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thy  bed. 
And  th  It  he  is  a  billiard,   not  thy  fon  : 
Sweet  Tork,  fweet  hulband,  be  not  of  that  miad  i 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be,. 
Nor  like  to  me,  nor  any  of  my  kin. 
And  yet  1  love  him. 

Tork.  Make  vv'ay,  unruly  woman.  [Exit, 

Dutch.  After,   Aumerle  \  mount  thee  upon  his  horfei- 
Spur  poii,  and  get  before  him  to  the  King, 
And  beg  thy  pardon,  ere  he  do  accufe  thee.. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind  j  though  I  be  old,. 
1  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fall  as  Torki 

^  And 
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And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  ground, 

'Till  Bolingbroke  have  pardon'd  thee.  A^2.y.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     VI.      . 

Changes  to  the  Court  at  V^'mdiiov-Cajlle. 

Enter  Bolingbroke,  Percy,  and  other  Lords, 

Baling,  f^AH  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  Ton  ? 

V^  'Tis  full  three  months,  fmce  I  did  fee  him 
If  any  pkgue  hang  over  us,  'tis  he  :  [laft. 

I  would  to  heav'n,  my  lords,  he  might  be  found. 
Enquire  at  London,  'mong  the  taverns  there  : 
For  there,  they  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent. 
With  unrellrained  loofe  Companions : 
Even  fuch,  they  fay,  as  (land  in  narrow  lanes. 
And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  palfengers  :  ,    jj 

While  he,  young,  wanton,  and  effeminate  boy,  T 

Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  fupport 
SodifTolute  a  crew.  [Prince, 

Percy.  My   lord,  fome  two  days  fince   I   faw   the 
And  told  him  of  theie  Triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Bolhig.  And  what  faid  the  Gallant  ? 

Percy,  His  anfwer  was,  he  would  unto  the  Stews^ 
And  from  the  common'ft  Creature  pluck  a  glove. 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour,  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorfe  the  luftiell  Challenger. 

Baling.  As  diiTolute,  as  defp'rate  ;  yet  through  both 
I  fee  fome  fparks  of  hope  ;  which  elder  days 
May  happily  brmg  forth.     But  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Aumerlc. 

j^um.  Where  is  the  King  ? 

Baling.  What  means  our  Coufxn,  that  he  flares. 
And  looks  fo  wjldly  ?  [j^-^y» 

Jum.  God  fave  your  Grace.     I  dobefeech  your  Ma- 
To  have  fome  conf'rence  with  your  Grace  alone. 

Baling.  Withdraw  yourfclves,  and  leave  us  here  alone. 
What  is  the  matter  with  our  Coufm  now  ? 

Jum,  Forever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth, 

[Kneels, 
My 
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My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unlefs  a  pardon,  ere  I  rifeT)r  fpeak  ! 

Baling.  Intended,  or  committed,  was  this  fault  ? 
If  but  the  firft,  how  heinous  ere  it  be. 
To  win  thy  after-love,  I  pardon  thee. 

Jum.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key. 
That  no  man  enter  till  the  Tale  be  done. 

Baling,  Have  thy  defire.  [York  n^ithin, 

York,  My  Liege,  bev/are,  look  to  thy  felf. 
Thou  haft  a  traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 

Baling,  Villain,  Til  make  thee  fafe.  [to  fear. 

Aum.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand,  thou  haft  no  caufe 

York.  Open  the  door,  fecure,  fool-hardy  King  : 
Shall  I  for  love  fpeak  treafon  to  thy  face  ? 
Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  York. 

Baling,  What  is   the  matter,  uncle  ?    fpeak,   take 
Tell  us  how  near  is  danger,  [breath  : 

That  we  my  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

York,  Perufe  this  writing  here,  and  thou  (halt  know 
The  Treafon  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  Ihow. 

Aum,  Remember,  as  thou  read'ft,  thy  promife  paft  : 
I  do  repent  me,  read  not  my  name  there. 
My  heart  is  not  confed'rate  with  my  hand. 

York  Villain,  it  was,  ere  thy  hand  fet  it  down. 
1  tore  it  from  thetraytor's  bofom,  King  ; 
Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence  ; 
Forget  to  pity  him,  left  thy  pity  prove 
A  ferpent  that  will  fting  thee  to  the  heart. 

Boling.  O  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  confpiracy  \ 
O  loyal  father  of  a  treach'rous  fon  ! 
Thou  clear,  immaculate,  and  filver  fountain, 
From  whence  this  ftream,  through  muddy  paifages. 
Hath  had  his  current,  and  defil'd  himfelf. 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  [a]  the  bad; 

[  (a)  the.     Mr.  Tbeobald-^YMlz.  to.  ] 

And 
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And  thine  abundant  goodnefs  fhall  excufc 
This  deadly  blot,  in  thy  digrefling  Ton. 

York.  So  fhall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd. 
And  he  (hall  fpend  mine  honour  with  his  (hame  ; 
As  thiifclefs  fons  their  fcraping  fathers'  gold. 
Mine  honour  lives,  when  his  difhonour  dies : 
Or  my  fliam'd  life  in  his  difhonour  lies  : 
Thou  kill'fl  me  in  his  life ;  giving  him  breath, 
The  traytor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

{^Dut chefs  nvithin. 

Dutch.  What  ho,  my  Liege  \  for  heav'n's  fake,  let 
me  in. 

Baling.  What  Ihrill-voic'd  fuppliant  makes  this  eager 
cry  ? 

Dutch.  A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  King,  'tis  I, 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door  j 
A  beggar  begs  that  never  bcgg'd  before. 

Bo/iKg.  Our  Scene  is  alter'd  from  a  ferious  things 
And  now  chang'd  to  the  Beggar,  and  the  king  ;. 
My  dang'rous  Coufin,  let  your  mother  in  ; 
I  know,  fhe's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  fin^ 

Tork.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray^ 
More  fins  for  his  forgivenefs  profper  may  ; 
This  fefter'd  joint  cut  off,  the  reCi  is  found  ; 
This,  let  alone,  will  all  the  refl  confound . . 

SCENE    viir. 

Enter  D  at  chefs, 
Dutch.  O  King,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man  r 
Love,  loving  not  itfelf,  none  other  can. 

Tork.  Thou  Trantick  woman,  what  doft  thou  do  here  ? 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  traytor  rear  ? 

Dutch.  Sweet  Tork,  be  patient  j    hear  me,  gentle 
Liege.  [KjimIu 

Moling.  Rife  up,  good  aunt. 
Dutch.  Not  yet,  I  thee  befeech  r 
For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  knees,. 
And  never  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
'Till  thou  give  joy  ;  until  thou  bid  me  joy,. 
By  pard'ning  Rutland,  my  tranfgrefling  boy, 

Aitml 
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Jum.  Unto  my  mother's  pray'rs  I  bend  my  knee. 

[  Kneels. 

TorL  Againft  them  Both,  my  true  joints  bended  be. 

[Knee/s* 
«  111  may'ft  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace  ! 

Duicb.  Pleads  he  in  earneft  ?  look  upon  his  face  ; 
His  eyes  do  drop  no  tears,  his  pray'r's  in  jeft  ; 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  breafl : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  deny'd  ; 
We  pray  with  heart  and  foul,  and  all  befide. 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rife,  I  know  ; 
Our  knees  fhall  kneel,  'till  to  the  ground  they  grow. 
His  pray'rs  are  full  of  falfe  hypocrifie. 
Ours  of  true  zeal,  and  deep  integrity ; 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his  ;  then  let  them  crave 
That  mercy,  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have, 

Boling.  Good  aunt,  ftand  up. 

Butch.  Nay,  do  not  fay,  ftand  up. 
But  pardon  firft  ;  fay  afterwards,   ftand  up. 
An  if  I  were  thy  Nurfe,  thy  tongue  to  teach. 
Pardon  ftiould  be  the  firft  word  of  thy  fpeech. 
I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  'till  now  : 
Say,  Pardon,  King  ;  let  pity  teach  thee  how. 

Baling.  Good  aunt,  ftand  up. 

Dutch.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand. 
Pardon  is  all  the  fuit  I  have  in  hand. 

Baling.  I  pardon  him,  as  heav'n  Ihall  pardon  me« 

Dutch.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee  ! 
Yet  am  I  fick  for  fear  ;  fpeak  it  again  : 
Twice  faying  pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain. 
But  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 
Ths  word  is  ftiort,  but  not  fo  Ihort  as  fweet  ; 
No  word  like  pardon,  for  Kings  mouths  fo  meet. 

Tork.  Speak  it  in  French,  King  ;  fay,  Pardomiez  may  \ 

Dutch.  Doft  thou  teach  pardon,  pardon  to  deftroy  ? 
Ah,  my  fow'r  huftjand,  my  hard-hearted  lord. 
That  fet'ft  the  word  it  felf,  againft  the  word. 
Speak  pardon,  as 'tis  current  in  our  land  ; 

I  lllmafft  thou  thrivcjl  This  line  from  the  firfl  Edition. 

Mr,  Fope, 

Tiic 
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The  chopping  French  we  do  not  underftand. 
Thine  eye  begins  to  fpealc,  fet  thy  tongue  there  : 
Or,  in  thy  piteous  heart,    plant  thou  thine  ear ; 
That,  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce,  , 
Pity  may  move  thee  pardon  to  rehcarfe.  * 

Bcling.  With  all  my  heart 
I  pardon  him. 

Dutch.  A  God  on  earth  thoa  art.  [Abbot, — 

Boling.    But  for  our  trufty  brother-in-law, the 

With  all  the  reft  of  that  conforted  crew, 
Deftruftion  flraight  fhall  dog  them  at  the  heels. 
Good  Uncle,  help  to  order  feveral  Powers 
To  Oxford,  or  where-e'er  thefc  traytors  are. 
They  Ihall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  fwear  ; 
But  I  will  have  them,   if  I  once  know  where. 
Uncle,  farewel ;  and  coufin  too,   adieu  ; 
Your  mother  well  hath  pray'd,   and  prove  you  true. 

Dutch.  Come,  my  old  Ton  ;  I  pray  heav'n  make  thee 
new.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E     IX. 

Enter  Exton  and  a  Sertvant. 

Exton.  Didft  thou  not  mark  the  King,  what  words 

he  fpake  ? 
**  Have  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear  ? 
Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Ser'v.  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 

Extcn.    "  Have  I  no  friend  ?  — —  quoth  he  ;    he 
fpake  it  twice. 
And  urg'd  it  twice  together  -,  did  he  not  ? 

Serv.  He  did . 

Exton.  And  fpeaking  it,  he  wiftly  look'd  on  me. 

As  who  fiiall  fay, I  would,   thou  wert  the  man. 

That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 

Meaning  the  Ring  at  Pom/ret.     Come,  let's  go  : 

1  am  the  King's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.    \_Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE     X. 
Change,  to  the  Prifon  at?omfret-Cafi/e, 

Enter  King  Richard. 

I  Have  been  ftadying,   how  to  compare 
This  prifon,  where  I  live,  unto  the  world  ; 
'And,  for  becaufe  the  world  is  populous, 
'  And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  my  felf, 
f  I  cannot  do  it ;  yet  I'll  hammer  on't. 
'  My  brain  Til  prove  the  female  to  my  foul, 
f  My  foul,   the  father  ;  and  thefe  two  beget 
'  A  generation  of  ilill- breeding  thoughts ; 

*  And  thefe  fame  thoughts  people  this  little  world  ; 

*  In  humour,   like  the  people  of  this  world, 

*  For  no  thought  is  contented.     The  better  fort, 
{As  thoughts,   of  things  divine,)    are  intermixt 
With  fcruples,  and  do  fet  the  word  itfelf 

Againft  the  word  ;    as  thus  ;  Come,  little  ones  ;    and 

then  again. 
It  is  as  hard  to  come,    as  for  a  Camel 
To  thread  the  pojiern  of  a  needWs  eye. 
Thoughts,  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  wonders ;  how  thefe  vain  weak  nails 
May  tear  a  paffage  through  the  flinty  ribs 
Of  this  hard  world,   my  ragged  prifon-walls : 
And,  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  pride. 
Thoughts  tending  to  Content,  flatter  themfelves, 
«  That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  fortune's  flaves, 
<  And  fhall  not  be  the  lail :   (Like  filly  beggars, 
«  Who,  fltting  in  the  Stocks,  refuge  their  (hame 

*  That  many  have,  and  others  muft  fit  there ;) 

*  And,  in  this  thought,   they  find  a  kind  of  eafe, 

*  Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 

*  Of  fuch  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 

*  Thus  play  I,    in  one  prifon,  many  people, 

*  And  none  contented.     Sometimes  am  I  King, 

*  Then  treafon  makes  me  v/ifli  myfelf  a  beggar, 

*  And  fo  I  am.     Then  crufliing  penury 

*  Perfuades  me,  I  was  better.when  a  King  ; 

*  Then  am  I  ki<ng'd  again ;  and  by  and  hy^ 

'  Think, 
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*  Think,  that  I  am  unking'd  by  Bolinghrokey 

*  And  ihaight  am  nothing but  what-e'er  I  am, 

*  Nor  I,   nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 

*  With  nothing  fhall  bepleas'd,    till  he  be  easM 

*  Wiih  being  nothing  —  Mufick  do  I  hear  ?      \_Mu/ick* 
Ha,  ha  ;  keep  time  :  how  fovvV  fweet  mufick  is. 
When  time  is  broke,    and  no  proportion  kept  ? 

So  is  it  in  the  mufick  of  men's  lives. 

And  here  have  I  the  daintinefs  of  ear. 

To  check  time  broke  in  a  diforder'd  llring  ; 

But  for  the  concord  of  my  flate  and  time, 

Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke  : 

I  wafted  time,   and  now  doth  time  wafte  me. 

For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numbring  clock": 

My  thoughts  are  minutes  ;   and  with  fighs  they  jar, 

Their  watches  to  mine  eyes  the  outward  watch , 

Whereto  my  iinger,  lik€  a  dial's  point. 

Is  pointing  ftill,  in  cleanfing  them  from  tears. 

Now,  Sir,   the  founds,  that  tell  what  hour  it  is. 

Are  clamorous  groans,    that  ftrike  upon  my  heart, 

Which  is  the  bell  i  fo  fighs,  and  tears,  and  groans, 

Shew  minutes,  hours,  and  times O,    but  my  time 

Runs  pofting  on,  in  Bolingbrokis  proud  joy. 
While  I  ftand  fooling  here,  his  jack  o'th'  clock. 
This  mufick  mads  me,  let  it  found  no  mere  ; 
For  though  it  have  help'd  mad  men  to  their  wits. 
In  me,  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife  men  mad. 
Yet  bleifmgon  his  heart,  that  gives  it  me  ! 
For  'tis  a  fign  of  love  ;  and  love  to  Richard 
Is  a  ftrange  brooch,  -  in  this  all-hating  world. 

SCENE    XI. 

Enter  Groom, 

Groom.  Hail,  royal  Prince  ! 

K.  Rich.  Thanks,  noble  Peer. 
The  cheapeft  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear.  '\ 

What  art?  how  com'ft  thou  hither ? 

^  in  ibis  ALL-HAT  IS  G -world.]  We  fhould  read  FAtr- 

HATiNG,  I.  e.  Love  to  Richard  is  a  very  rare  jewel,  in  a  world 
that  ihuns'and  avoids  thok  who  arc  fallen,  or  in  misfortunes. 

WhertJ 
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Where  no  man  ever  comes,  3  but  that  fad  Drudge, 
That  brings  me  food,  to  make  misfortune  live  ? 

Groom.  I  was  a  poor  g-room  of  thy  ftable,    King, 
When  thou  wert  King  j   who  travelling  tow'rds  Tork, 
With  much  ado,    at  length  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my  4-  fometime  Matter's  face. 
O,   how  it  yearn'd  my  heart,  when  I  beheld. 
In  London  ftreets,  that  Coronation  day  ; 
When  BoUnghroke  rode  on  Roan  Barbary, 
That  horfe,   that  thou  fo  often  haft  bedrid  ; 
That  horfe,   that  I  fo  carefully  have  drefs'd. 

K,  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  ?  tell  me,  gentle  friend. 
How  went  he  under  him  ? 

Groom.  So  proudly,  as  he  had  difdain'd  the  ground. 

K.  Rich.  So  proud,  that  BoUnghroke  was  on  his  back  ' 
That  jade  had  eat  bread  from  my  royal  hand. 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  h?m. 
Would  he  not  ftumble  ?  would  he  not  fall  down, 
(Since  pride  muft  have  a  fall)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  ufurp  his  back  ? 
Forgivenefs,    horfe  j  why  do  I  rail  on  thee. 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man. 
Waft  born  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  horfe  i 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burthen  like  an  afs ; 
Spur-gall'd,  and  tir'd,  by  jaunting  BoUnghroke. 

SCENE    xir. 

Enter  Keeper^    nvith  a  dijb. 
Keep.  Fellow,  give  place  i   here  is  no  longer  flay. 

Tjr    -n.  J     rr    ,        ,  [To  the  Groom. 

K.  Ktch.  It  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert  away 
Groom.  What  my   tongue  dares  not,   that  my  heart 
/hall  fay.  \ Ex't 

Keep.  My  lord,  will't  pleafc  you  to  fall  to  ? 
K.  Rich.  Tafte  of  it  firft,    as  thou  wert  wont  to  do 
Keep.  My  lord,  I  dare  not  j   ii^t  Sit  Pierce  of  Exton 
Who  late  came  from  the  King,  commands  the  contrary! 

3 i>i*t  that  fad  Do^.]  Read  Drudge. 

*  JomstimeMaJter^sface.']  fometime  for  formerly. 

Vow  IV.       -      F  ir.Avl 
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K.  Rich.  The  Dev'l  take  Henry  of  Lane  after,   and 
thee! 
Patience  is  ftale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it. 

{^Beats  the  Keeper, 
Keep.  Help,  help,   help  !  — . 

Enter  Exton,  and  Bern} ants, 
K.  Rich.  How  now  ?  what  means  death  in  this  rude 
aflault  ? 
Wretch,    thine  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  inftrument  ; 

[Snatching  a  S^uord, 
Go  thou,   and  fill  another  room  in  hell.   [Kills  another. 

[Exton  Jirikes  him  donjon. 
That  hand  fhall  burn  in  never-quenching  fire. 
That  ftaggers   thus  my  perfon  :    thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  King's  blood  flain'd  the  King's  own 

Land.. 
Mount,    mount,   my  foul !   thy  feat  is  up  on  high  ; 
Whilrt  my  grofsflefn  finks  downward,  here  to  die.  [Dies, 

"Exton.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royal  blood  ; 
Both  have  I  fpilt :  Oh,  would  the  deed  were  good  ! 
For  now  the  devil,   that  told  me,   I  did  well. 
Says,   that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  King  to  the  living  King  I'll  bear; 
Take  hence  the  reft,  and  give  them  burial  here. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE     XIII. 

Changes  to  the  Court  at  Wind'for. 

Flourijh :  Enter  Bolingbroke,   York,  nvith  other  Lords 

and  attendants. 
Baling.  X/^^^^  Uncle  Tork,   the  lateft  news  we  hear, 
J\,  Is,  that  the  Rebels  have  confum'd  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Cict/ier  in  Glouc-ejierjhire  j 
But  whether  they  be  ta'en  or  llain,  we  hear  not. 

Enter  Norchumberland. 
Welcome,  my  lord  :  what  is  the  news  ? 

thrth.  Firft  to  thy  facred  State  wilh  I  all  happinefs; 
The  next  news  is,   I  have  to  London  fent 
The  heado  of  Sal^Jhury,  Spencer ^  Blunt,  and  Kent  : 
The  manner  of  their  Taking  may  appear 

At 
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At  large  difcourfed  in  this  paper  here. 

[Prefentitig  a  Paper'. 

BoUng.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy ^    for  thy  pains  , 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right-worthy  gains. 
j&«/<frFitz- water. 

Fitz-iv.  My  lord,  I  have  from  O xford knt  to  London. 
The  heads  of  Broccasy  and  Sir  Benmt  Seely  ; 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conforted  traytors, 
7'hat  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

Baling.  Thy  pains,   Fitz-'watery  (hall  not  be  forgot/ 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  I  wot. 

Enter  Percy,  and  the  Bijhop  of  Carlifle. 

Percy.  The  grand  Confpirator,  Abbot  oi  Weftminjitr] 
With  clog  of  confcience,  and  four  melancholy, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  Grave  : 
But  here  is  Carlijle,  living  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom,   and  fentence  of  his  pride. 

Boling.    CarliJIe,  this  is  your  doom  : 
Chufe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  room 
More  than  thou  haft,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life  ; 
vSo,   as  thou  liv'ft  in  peace,  die  fr^t  from  ftrife. 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  haft  ever  been, 
High  fparks  of  honour  in  thee  I  have  feen. 
Enter  Exton,  nvith  a  coffin. 

Exton.  Great  King,  within  this  Coffin  I  prefent 
Th}  bury'd  fear.     Herein  all  breathlefs  lies 
The  mightieft  of  thy  greateft  enemies, 
Richard  oi  Bourdeaux^  by  me  hither  brought. 

Boling.  Exton,  I  thank  thee  not ;  for  thou  haft  wrought 
A  deed  of  flander  with  thy  fatal  hand, 
Upon  my  head,   and  all  this  famous  Land. 

Exton.  From  your  own  mouth,  my  Lord,  did  I  this 
deed. 

Boling.  They  love  not  poifon,   that  do  poifon  need  j 
Nor  do  I  thee ;    though  I  did  wifti  him  dead, 
I  hate  the  murth'rer,   love  him  murthercd. 
The  Guilt  of  Confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour. 
But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princely  favour. 
With  Caifj  go  wander  through  the  fhade  of  night. 
And  never  (hew  thy  head  by  day,  or  light. 

F2  Lordi 
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Lords,  I  proteft,   my  foul  is  full  of  woe. 

That  blood  fhould  fprinkle  me,   to  make  me  grow. 

Come,  mourn  with  me  for  what  I  do  lament. 

And  put  on  fuUen  Black,  incontinent : 

1*11  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy- land. 

To  wa(h  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand. 

March  fadly  after,  grace  my  Mourning  here. 

In  weeping  over  this  untimely  Bier,       ^Exeunf  omnes. 
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HEN RT  IV. 

ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 

The  Court  in  London. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Earl  of 

■    ■  Weltmoriand,  and  others. 

King  Henry. 
O  (haken  as  we  are,  (o  wan  with  Care, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant. 
And    breathe  Ihort- winded   accents  of  new 
Broils 

'*  To  be  commenc'd  in  ftrondsa-far  remote. 
"  No  more  the  thirfty  entrance  of  this  Soil 
'*  *  Shall  trempe  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood  : 
"  No  more  (hall  trenching  war  channel  her  fields, 
''  Nor  bruife  her  flowrets  with  the  armed  hoofs 
•*  Of  hoftile  paces.     *  Thofe  oppofed  files, 

J  Shall  damp  her /ips^]  This  nonfenfe  fliould  be  read.  Shall 
TREMPE,  /.  e.  moiften,  and  refers  to  ^thirfty,  in  the  preceding 
line  :  Trempe,  from  the  French,  tremper,  properly  fignifies  the 
moiftnefs  made  by  rain. 

a—  Thofe  oppofed  eyes, \  The  fimilitude  is  beautiful  :  But,  what 
are  eyes  meeting  in  intefiine  fhoch,  and  marching  all  one  ivay  ? 
The  true  reading  is,  files  j  which  appears  not  only  from  the  in- 
tegrity of  the  metaphor,  ivell-befeeming  ranks  march  all  one  ivay  j 
but  from  the  nature  of  thofe  meteors  to  which  they  are  com- 
pared j  namely  long  ftreaks  of  red,  which  reprefent  the  lines  of 
armies  5  the  appearance  of  which,  and  their  likenefs  to  fuch  lines, 
gave  occafion  to  all  the  fuperftition  of  the  common  people  concern- 
ing armies  in  the  air,  (£fc.  Out  of  mere  contradidlion,  the  Oxford 
Editor  would  improve  my  alteration  oi  files  to  arms,  and  fo  lofes 
both  the  integrity  of  the  metaphor  and  the  likenefs  of  the  compa- 
rifon. 

F  4.  V        "  Which, 
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"  Which,  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heav*ii, 

**  Allof  one  nature,  of  one  fubftance  bred, 

**  Did  lately  meet  in  the  inteftine  fliock 

"   And  furious  clofe  of  civil  butchery, 

**  Shall  now,  in  mutual,  wellbefeeming,  ranks 

*    March  all  one  way  ;  and  be  no  more  opposed 

"  Againft  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies : 

"  The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill-fiieathed  knife, 

'*  No  more  (hall  cut  his  maftcr."'     Therefore,  friendr, 

As  far  as  to  the  fepulchre  of  Chrift, 

(V7hofe  foldier  now,  under  whole  blefied  Crofs 

We  are  impreiled,  and  engaged  to  fight) 

Forthwith  a  Power  of  Engiijh  fiiall  we  \zsy  ; 

WLofe  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mothers'  womb 

To  chafe  thefe  Pagans,  in  thofe  holy  fields 

Over  whofe  acres  walk'd  thofe  bleffed  feet, 

Vv'^hich,  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  nail'd 

For  our  advantage  on  the  bitter  Crofs. 

But  this  our  purpofe  is  a  twelvemonth  old. 

And  bootlefs  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go. 

Therefore,  we  meet  not  now  :     Then  Ist  me  hear^ 

Of  you  my  gentle  Coufm  Wejfmorlandy 

"What  yefteinight  our  Council  did  decree. 

In  forwarding  3  this  dear  expedience. 

M'^e/i.  My  Liege,  this  halle  was  hot  in  queftion,. 
4  And  many  limits  of  the  Charge  fet  down 
But  yerternight  :  when,  all  athwart,  there  came 
A  Poft  from  IVales,  loaden  with  heavy  news  ;  _  _-r 

Whole  worfi:  was,   that  the  noble  Mortimer,,  I 

Leading,  the  men  of  Herefordjhire  to  fight 
Againft  th'  irregular  and  wild  Glendoiver, 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  IVeiJhman  taken  ;; 
A  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered, 
Upon  whofe  dead  corps  there  was  fuch  mifufe. 
Such  beaftly,  fhamelefs  transformation. 
By  thofe  Wtl/hvcamm  done,  as  may  not  be^ 
Without  much  fliame,  re- told  or  fpokeu  of. 

3  ——^  this  dear  expedience.^.     Y or  expedition.. 

4  Arid  many  limits——]  Limits  for  ejiimates. 

K.  Hen 
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K.  Henry.  It  feems  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  broil 
Brake  off  our  bufinefs  for  the  holy  Land.  [lord  ; 

JVeJi.  s  This,  matcht  with  other,  did  my  gracious 
For  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  North,  and  thus  it  did  import. 
On  holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hot  f pur  there. 
Young  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald, 
That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  fpent  a  fad  and  bloody  hour  : 
As  by  difcharge  of  their  artillery. 
And  (hape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told  ; 
For  he,  that  brought  it,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention,  did  take  horfe, 
Uncertain  oftheiflue  anyway. 

K.  Henry.  Here  is  a  dear  and  true-induftrious  friend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horfe, 
Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  foil 
Betwixt  that  Holmedon,  and  this  feat  of  ours  : 
And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  newt. 
The  Earl  of  Doivglas  is  difcomfited  j 
Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots,  three  and  twenty  Knights, 
Balk'd  in  their  own  blood  did  Sir  Walter  fee 
On  Holmedon' s^\2i\ns.     Ofprifoners,  Hot  /pur  took 
Mordake  the  earl  oi  Fife,  and  eldeft  fon 
To  beaten  Doivglas,  and  the  earls  of  Athol, 
Of  Murry,  Angus,  and  Menteith. 
And  is  not  this  an  honourable  fpoil  ? 
A  gallant  prize  ?  ha,  coufm,  is  it  not  ? 

Wefi.  In  faith,  a  conqueft  for  a  Prince  to  boaft  of. 

K.  Henry.  Yea,  there  thou  raak'ft  me  fad,  and  mak'fl 
me  fin 
In  Envy,  that  my  lord  'Northumberland 

5  This,  matcht  ivith  other  like,  my  gracious  Lord, 

Far  more  une-ven  and  univelcome  «fwj]  Far  more,  the  Oxford 
Editor  alters  to  Farther  j  becaufe  this  other  news  is  matcht  with 
the  former,  and  yet  faid  to  be  Far  more  uneven  :  As  if  two  uneven 
things  could  not  be  matcht  together  !  But,  to  difpatch  this  emen- 
dation from  whence  it  came,  we  muft  obferve  the  old  becks  (which 
our  Editor  appears  never  once  to  have  look'd  into,  as  trufting  all 
to  his  own  fagacity)  read  the  firft  hne  thus, 

This,  matcht  ivitb  other ^  did,  my  gracious  lord  '^  J  i,  e.  did  break 
•ff  the  bufmejs  cf  the  holy  land.     And  this  is  righ-t, 

F  5  Should 
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Should  be  the  father  of  fo  bleft  a  fon  : 

A  fon,  who  is  the  theam  of  Honour's  tongue  : 

Amongft  a  grove,  the  very  ftreighteft  plant  ; 

Who  is  fweet  Fortune's  Minion,  and  her  Pride  : 

Whilft  I,  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him. 

See  riot  and  difhonour  ftain  the  brow 

Of  my  young  Harry.     O  could  it  be  prov'd, 

That  fome  night  tripping  Fairy  had  exchang'd. 

In  cradle  cloaths,   our  children  where  they  lay. 

And  caird  mine  Percy,  his  Flantagenet  ; 

Then  would  I  have  his  Harry ,  and  he  mine.     [Coufin. 

But  let  him  from  my  thoughts   What  think  you. 

Of  this  young  Perns  pride  ?  the  prifoners. 

Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  furpriz'd, 

To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  word,  J 

I  (hall  have  none  but  Mordake  Earl  of  Fife.  \ 

IVeft.  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  IFor^eJier, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  afpeds  j 
^  Which  makes  him  plume  himfelf,  andbriftleup 
.The  Creft  of  youth  againft  your  Dignity. 

K.  Henry,  But  I   have  fent  for  him  to  anfwer  this ; 
And  for  this  caufe  a  while  we  muft  negledl 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  Jsrufakm. 
Coufin,  on  Wednefday  next  our  Council  we 
Will  hold  at  Wind/or,  fo  inform  the  lords : 
But  come  your  fclf  with  fpeed  to  us  again  ; 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done, 
^'han  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

/Tf/?.  I  will,  my  Liege.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

jfn  Apartment  of  the  Prince*/. 
"Enier'Rtmy  Prince  «/ Wales,  and  Sir  John  FalflafF. 

l^al    "^T^W,  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  ? 

A\|      p.  Henry.  Thou   art   {o  fat-witted  with 
drinking  old  fack,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  fupper» 

^JVhifb  makes  him  prvke  himfelf, — ]  Doubtlefs  Shakefpear 
twrote  p L  9 M  E.    Mi  to  this  the  Oxford  Editor  gives  his/^f . 

and 
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and  fleeping  upon  benches  in  the  afternoon,  that  thou 
haft  forgotten  to  demand  That  truly,  which  thoa 
would'ft  truly  know.  What  a  devil  haft  thou  to  do 
with  the  time  of  the  day  ?  unlefs  hours  were  cups  of 
fack,  and  minutes  capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues  of 
bawds,  and  dials  the  figns  of  leaping- houfes,  and  the 
blefled  Sun  himfelf  a  fair  hot  wench  in  flame  coloured 
taftata  j  I  fee  no  reafon  why  thou  fhould'ft  be  fo  {\i- 
perfluous,  to  demand  the  time  of  the  day. 

i^a/.  Indeed,  you  come  near  me  now,  Hal.  For  we, 
that  take  purfes,  go  by  the  moon  and  feven  ftars,  and 
not  by  Phcebusy  7    he,  that   wandring  knight   fo   fair. 

And  I  pray  thee,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  King 

as  God  fave  thy  Grace,  (Majefty,  1  (hould  fay  ;  for 
grace  thou  wilt  have  none.) ■ 

P.  Henry.  What  !    none  ? 

Fal.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve  to 
be  prologue  to  an  egg  and  butter. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  how  then  ?  come,  roundly,  roundly-- 

Fal.  Marry,  then,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  King, 
lit  not  us  that  are  fquires  of  the  night's  body,  be  crslPd 
thieves  of  the  day's  booty.  Let  us  be  Diana's  forefters, 
gentlemen  of  the  ftiade,  minions  of  the  Moon  ;  and 
let  men  fay,  we  be  men  of  good  government,  being  go- 
verned as  the  Sea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chaft  miftrefs  the 
Moon,  under  whofe  countenance  we fteal. 

P.  Henry,  Thou  fay'ft  well,  and  it  holds  well  too  ; 
for  the  fortune  of  us,  that  are  the  Moon's  men,  doth 
ebb  and  flow  like  the  Sea  ;  being  govern'd  as  the  Sea 
is,  by  the  Moon.  As  for  proof,  now  :  a  purfe  of 
gold  moft  refolutely  fnatch'd  on^  Monday  night,  and 
moft  dillolutely  fpent  on  Tuefday  morning  ;■  ^  gQj: 
with  fvvearing,  lay  by  ;  and  fpent  with  crying,  bring 
in  :-  now  in  as  low  an  ebb  as  the  foot  of  the  ladder; 

7  he,   that  tvc<.rdring\    Line  of  an  old  ballad. 

8  got  ivith  jivearing,  lay  by;  J  /.  e.  fv/earing  at  the  pa/Tengers 
they  robbed,  lay  by  your  arms  ;  or  rather,  lay  by  was' a  phrafe 
that  then  ngnifiedy?^;fiy?/7/,  PoidrefTed  to  thofe  who  were  preparing 
to  rurti  forward.  But  the  Oxford  Editor  kindly  accommodatea 
thefe  old  thieves  with  a  new  cant  phrafe,  tak«n  from  Bagjhot- 
Ueatb  Qx  Fincbly'CQmmon,  of  lug  out, 

and 
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and  by  and  by  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ridge  of  the 
gallows. 

Fal.  By  the  lord,  thou  fay'ft  true,  lad  :  and  is  not 
mine  Hoftefs  of  the  tavern  a  moft  fweet  wench  ? 

P.  Henry.  As  the  honey  of  Hybla,  9  my  old  lad  of 
the  caftle  ;  and  is  not  a  b'jfF  jerkin  a  moft  fweet  robe 
of  durance  ? 

Fal.  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag  ?  what,  in  thy 
quips  and  thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do 
with  a  buff  jerkin  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my 
Hoftefs  of  the  tavern  ? 

FaJ.  Well,  thou  haft  callM  hei  to  a  reckoning  many 
a  time  and  oft. 

P.  Henry.  Did  I  ever  call  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

Fal.  No,  ril  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  paid  all 
there. 

P.  Henry.  Yea  and  elfe where,  fo  far  as  my  coin 
would  ftretch  ;  and  where  it  would  not,  I  have  us'd 
my  credit. 

Fal.  Yea,  and  fo  usM  it,  that  were  it  not  here  ap- 
parent, that  thou  art  heir  apparent But,  I  pr'y- 

thee,  fweet  wag,  ftiall   there  be  Gallows  ftanding  m 

9  my  old  lad  of  the  cojlle  j]  This  alludes  to  the  nama  Shakr.- 
fpear  fjrft  gave  to  this  buffoon  charafter,  which  was  Sir  ychn 
Oldcafile  :  And  when  he  changed  the  name,  he  forgot  to  ftrike 
cut  this  expreffion  that  alluded  to  it.  The  rcafon  of  the  change  was 
this,  one  Sir  Joh?t  Oldcafile  having  fuftered  in  the  time  of  Henry  V. 
for  the  opinions  of  WickUffc,  it  g:i.ve  offence  j  and  therefore  the 
Poet  altered  it  to  Yalfiaff.  and  endeavours  to  remove  the  fcandal, 
in  the  Epilogue  to  the  fecond  part  of  Henry  IV,  Fuller  takes 
notice  of  this  matter  in  his  Church-Hlftory.  — ~  Stage-Poets  have 
tbemfel'ves  been  'very  hold  ivith^  and  others  very  merry  at^  the 
memory  of  Sir  John  Oldcaftle,  ivhom  they  have  fancied  a  hton 
tompanion,  a  jovial  royfier,  and  a  coivard  to  loot,  The  beji 
is,  Sir  John  Falftaff  hath  relieved  the  memory  of  Sir  John 
Old-caftle,  and  of  late  i%  fAftituted  buffoon  in  his  place.  Book  4. 
p.  168.  But,  to  be  candid,  I  believe  there  was  no  malice  in  the 
mat":  r.  Shakefpcar  wanted  a  droll  name  to  his  charadter,  and 
aever  ccnfdered  whom  it  belonged  to.  We  have  a  like  inftance  in 
^he  Merry  Wives  cf  Wind/or^  where  he  calls  his  French  Quack, 
Cai^Sy  a  name,  at  th^t  time,  very  refpc£table,  as  belonging  to 
an  eminent  and  learned  pi^jfician,  one  of  the  founders  of  Caius 
eclk£.«  in  Cambridge. 

England^ 
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E fig/and,  when   tliou  art  King  ?    and  refolution   thus 
fobb'd  as  it  is,  with  the  rufty  curb  of  old  father  antick 
the  law  ?  Do  not  thou,  when  thou  art  a  King,  hang 
a  thief. 

P.  He»ry.  No:  thou  (halt. 

Fa/.  Shall  I  ?  O  rare  !  By  the  Lord,  Vll  be  a  brave 
Judge. 

P.  Henry.  Thoujudgeft  falfe  already  :  I  mean,  thou 
fhalt  have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  and  (o  become 
a  rare  hangman. 

Fa/.  Well,  Ha/,  well ;  and  in  forae  fort  it  jumps 
with  my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  Court,  1 
can  tell  you. 

P.  Henry.  For  obtaining  of  fuits? — 

Fa/.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  fuits;  whereof  the  hang- 
man hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood,  I  am  as  melan- 
choly as  a  gib-cat,  or  a  lugg'd  bear. 

P.  Henry.  Or  an  old  Lion,  or  a  lover's  lute. 

Fa  I.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  linco/n/hire  bagpipe. 

P.  Henry.  What  fay 'ft  thou  to  a  Hare,  or  the  me- 
lancholy of  Moor-ditch? 

Fa/.  Thou  hafi  the  moft  unfavoury  families  ;  and 
art,  indeed,  the  mofl  (a)  incomparativc,  rafcallieil, 
fweet  young  Prince— But,  Ha/,  I  pr'yrhee,,  trouble 
me  no  more  with  vanity ;  I  would  to  God,  thou  and 
I  knew  where  a  commodity  of  good  names  were  to 
be  bough: :  an  old  lord  of  the  Council  rated  me  the 
other  day  in  the  ftreet  about  you.  Sir  ;  but  I  mark'd 
him  not,  and  yet  he  talk'd  very  wifely,  and  in  the 
ftreet  too. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  didft  well ;  for  wifdom  cries  out 
in  the  ftreets,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

Fa/.  O,  thou  haft  damnable  (b)  attraaion,  and  art, 
indeed,  able  to  corrupt  a  faint.  Thou  haft  done  much 
harm  unto  me,  Ha/,  God  forgive  thee  for  it  I  Be- 
fore I  knew  thee.  Ha/,  I  knew  nothing;  and  now 
am  I,  if  a  man  (hould  fpeak  truly,  little  better  than 
one  of  the  wicked.     I  muft  give  over  this  life,  and 

1(a)    incomparati-ve.     Oxford  Editor.— Vulg.  comtarati-ve  ] 
[  (b)  attraiiion.     Oxford  Editor.— Vulg.  itiration.] 

IwiU 
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I  will  give  it  over;  by  the  lord,  an  I  do  not,  I  am  a 
villain.  I'll  be  damn'd  for  never  a  King's  Ton  in  chri- 
ftendom. 

P.  Henry,  Where  (hall  we  take  a  purfe  to  morrow, 
Jack? 

Fal.  Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  I'll  make  one ;  an  I  do 
not,  call  me  villain,  and  baffle  me. 

P.  Henry.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee, 
from  praymg  to  purfe- taking. 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,   'tis  my   vocation,   Hal.      'Tis   no 
fm  for  a  Man  to  labour  in  his  vocation.     Poins  I 
Now  Ihall  we  know,  if  Gads'hill  have  fet  a  match.   O,. 
if  men  were  to  be  faved  by  merit,  what  hole  in  hell 
were  hot  enough  for  him  ! 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Poins. 
This  is  the  mofi:  ommpotent  Villain,  that  ever  cry'd,. 
Stand,   to  a   true  Man. 

P.  Henry.  Good  morrow,   Ned. 

Poins.  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hal.  What  fays  Mon- 
fieur  Remorfe  .?  what  fays  S\r  John  Sack  and  Sugar.? 
Jack  !  how  agree  the  devil  and  thou  about  thy  foul, 
that  thou  foldcll  him  on  Good- Friday  laft,  for  a  cup  of 
Madera,  and  a  cold  capon's  leg? 

P.  Henry.  Sir  John  ftands  to  his  word  ;  the  devil 
(hall  have  his  bargain,  for  he  war,  never  yet  a  breaker 
of  proverbs  ;   He  insill  gi've  the  devil  his  due. 

Poins.  Tiien  thou  art  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  word 
with  the  devil. 

P.  Henry.  Elfe  he  had  been  damn'd  for  cozening  the 
devil. 

Poins.  Bat,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to  morrow  morning, 
by  four  o'clock,  early  at  Gads- hi  11-,  there  are  pilgrims 
going  to  Canterbury  with  rich  offerings,  and  traders 
riding  to  London  with  fat  purfes.  I  have  vizors  for  you 
all;  you  have  hor  fes  for  your  felves :  Gads -hi  II  Iks  to 
night  in  Roche/ler^  I  have  befpoke  fupper  to  morrow 
night  in  Eaji  cheap  ;  we  may  do  it,  as  fecure  as  fleep  : 
if  you  will  go,  I  will  ftuiF  your  purfes  full  of  crowns  j . 
i£  yoawillnotj  tarry  at  home  and  be  hang'd. 
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Fal.  Hear  ye,  Tednvardy  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and 
go  not,  ril  hang  you  for  going. 

Poins.  Vou  will,  chops  ? 

FaL  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one  ? 

P.  Henry.  Who,  I  rob?  I  a  thief  ?  not  I,  by  my  faith. 

FaL  There  is  neither  honefty,  manhood,  nor  good 
fellowfhip  in  thee,  nor  thou  cam'fl:  not  of  the  blood 
royal,  if  thou  dar'll  not  cry,  Jiand,  for  ten  (hillings. 

P.  Henry.  Well  then,  once  in  my  days  I'll  be  a  mad- 
cap. 

FaL  Why,  that's  well  faid. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  come  what  will,  I'll  tarry  at  home. 

FaL  By  the  lord,  I'll  be  a  traitor  then,  when  thou 
art  King. 

P.  Henry.  I  care  not. 

Poins.  Sir  John,  1  pr'ythee,  leave  the  Prince  and  me 
alone  ;  I  will  lay  him  dosvn  fuch  reafons  for  this  ad- 
venture, that  he  (hall  go. 

FaL  Well,  may'll  thou  have  the  fpirit  of  pcrfua- 
fion,  and  he  the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou 
fpeak'ft  may  move,  and  what  he  hears  may  be  be- 
liev'd  J  that  the  true  Prince  may  (for  recreation-fake,) 
prove  a  falfe  thief;  for  the  poor  abufes  of  the  time 
want  countenance.  Farewel,  you  (hall  find  me  in 
Eajl-cheap. 

?.  Henry.  FsiYewd,  thou  latter  fpring !  Farewel,  all- 
hallo  wn  fummer !  [Exit  FaL 

Poins.  Now,  my  good  fweet  honey  lord,  ride  with 
us  to  morrow.  I  have  a  jed  to  execute,  that  I  cannot 
manage  alone.  Faiftaff,  Bardolph,  Peto,  and  Gads- 
hilL  (hall  rob  thofe  men  that  we  have  already  way- 
laid ;  your  felf  and  I  will  not  be  there  ;  and  when  they 
have  the  booty,  if  you  and  I  do  not  rob  them,  cut 
this  head  from  off  my  (houlders. 

P.  Henry.  But  how  (hall  we  part  with  them  in  fet- 
ting  forth  ? 

Poim.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  themj 
and  appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at 
our  plealure  to  fail ;  and  then  will  they  adventure  upon 
the  exploit  themfelves,  which  they  (hall  have  no  fooner 
atchiev'd^  but  we'll  fet  upon  them, 

P.  Henry^ 
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P.  Henry.  Ay  ;  but,  'tis  like,  they  will  know  us  by 
our  horfes,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other  appoint- 
ment, to  be  our  felves. 

Poins.  Tut,  our  horfes  they  fhall  not  fee,  I'll  tye 
them  in  the  wood ;  our  vizors  we  will  change  after  we 
leave  them  ;  and,  firrah,  I  have  cafes  of  buckram  for 
the  nonce,  to  immafk  our  noted  outward  garments. 

P.  Henry.  But,  I  doubt,  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Poins.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be 
as  true-bred  cowards  as  ever  turn'd  Back  ;  and  for  the 
third,  if  he  fight  longer  than  he  fees  reafon,  I'll  for- 
fwear  arms.  The  virtue  of  this  jell:  will  be,  the  incom- 
prehenfible  lies  that  this  fame  fat  rogue  will  tell  us 
when  we  meet  at  fupper ;  how  thirty  at  leaft  he  fought 
with,  what  wards,  what  blows,  what  extremities  he 
endured  ;  and,  in  the  reproof  of  this,  lies  the  jeft. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  I'll  go  with  thee  ;  provide  us  all 
things  necefiary,  and  meet  me  to  morrow  night  in 
Eaji-cheap,  there  ril  fup.     Farewel. 

Poins.  Farewel,  my  lord.  \^Exit  Poins, 

P.  Henry.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idlenefs ; 
Yet  herein  will  1  imitate  the  Sun, 
Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 
To  fmother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world  ; 
That  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himfelf. 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondred  at. 
By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  mills 
Of  vapours,  that  did  ieem  to  flrangle  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holydays, 
To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work  ; 
But  when  they  feldoin  come,  they  wifht-for  come;, 
And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  Accidents. 
So,  when  this  loofe  behaviour  I  throw  ofF, 
And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promifed  -, 
By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am. 
By  fo  much  ^  (hall  I  falfiHe  men's  fears ; 
And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  fullen  ground. 
My  Reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault, 

I  -I.. — —Jhall  Ifalfife  msn's  MOPES  jj  Juft  the  contrary.  We 
ihould  read  f  £  a  h  s . 

ShaU 
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Shall  (hew  more  goodly,  and  attraft  more  eyes. 

Than  That  which  hath  no  foil  to  fet  it  off. 

ril  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a  Ikill ; 

Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  leaft  I  will.     [Exif, 

SCENE     IV. 

Changes  to  an  Apartment  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  King  Henry,  Northumberland,  VVorcefter,  Hot- 

Ipur,  Sir  V/ alter  Bkint,  and  others. 
K.  Henry.  Ti /fY  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and   tem- 

IVl     perate. 
Unapt  to  ftir  at  theie  indignities ; 
And  you  have  found  me ;  for  accordingly 
You  tread  upon  my  patience  ;  but  be  fure, 
*  I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  my  felf. 
Mighty  and  to  be  fear'd,   than  my  Condition  ; 
Which  hath  been  fmooth  as  oyl,  foft  as  young  dowi7> 
And  therefore  loft  that  title  of  Rerpe<5t, 
Which  the  proud  foul  ne'er  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 

Wor,  Our  Houfe,  my  fovereign  Liege,  little  deferves 
Thefcourge  of  Greatnefs  to  be  ufed  on  it  : 
And  that  fame  Greatnefs  too,  which  our  own  hands 
Have  help'd  to  make  fo  portly. 

North.  My  good  lord, 

K.  Henry.    Worcefter^  get  thee  gone  ;   for  I  do  fee 
Danger  and  difobedience  in  thine  eye. 
O  Sir,  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory  -, 

1,   I  iv  ill  from  henceforth  rather  be  ^yfelf. 

Mighty  andto  be  fear'' d,  than  my  Condition;]  i.  e.  I  will 
from  henceforth  rather  put  on  the  character  that  becomes  me,  and 
exert  the  refentment  of  an  injured  King,  than  ftill  continue  in  the 
inacflivity  and  miJdnefs  of  my  natural  difpofition.  And  this  fen- 
timent  he.  has  well  exprefled,  fave  that  by  his  ufual  licence,  he  puts 
the  word  cor.dition  for  difpofition  :  which  ufe  of  terms  dtpa'iftn^ 
our  Oxford  Editor^  as  it- frequently  does,  he,  in  a  lofs  for  the 
meaning,  fubftitutes  in  for  than. 

Mighty  and  to  be  fear'' d  in  my  condition.-. 
So  tha<:.by  condition,  in  this  reading,  muft  be  meant  fLation""  office. 
But  it  cannot  be  prtdicated  of  ftatian  and  office,  that   it  is  fwootb 
^^  °y-}  f°fi  as  young  doiun  :  which  (hews  th^t  cond-ticK  muft  needs 
be  licentioufly  ukdfotdifpofiion,  as  v/e  faid  before. 

And 
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And  Majefty  might  never  yet  endure 

3  The  moody  frontlet  of  a  fervant  brow. 

You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us.     When  we  need 

Your  ufe  and  counfel,  we  (hall  fend  for  you. 

[Exit  Worcefter. 
You  were  about  to  fpeak.  [^o  Northumberland. 

North.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
Thofe  priibners,  in  your  Highnefs'  name  demanded. 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took, 
Were,  as  he  fays,  not  with  fuch  flrength  deny'd 
As  was  deliver'd  to  your  Majefty. 
Or  Envy  therefore,  or  Mifprifion, 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fon. 

Hot.  My  Liege,   I  did  deny  no  prifoners  ; 
But  I  remember,  when  the  iight  was  done. 
When  1  was  dry  witn  rage,  and  extream  toil, 
Breachler^  and  faint,  leaning  upon  myfword  ,• 
'  Came  there  a  cercain  lord,  neat,  trimly  drefs'd  ; 

*  Freih  as  a  bridegroom,  and  his  chin,  new-reap'd, 
'  Shew'd  like  aftubbleiand  at  harveil-home. 

'  He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner  ; 

*  And  'twixt  hi^  finger  and  his  thumb,  he  held 

*  "^  A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon 

*  He  gave  hii  nofe  :'  [5  and  took't  away  again  / 
Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there. 
Took  it  in  fnuff  ]  ->  And  ftill  he  fmil'd,  and  talk'd ; 

*  And  as  the  foldiers  bare  dead  bodies  by. 

He  call'd  them  untaught  knaves,  unmannerly, 
To  bring  a  flovenly,  unhandfome  coarfe 

*  Betwixt  the  wind,  and  his  Nobility. 
'    With  many  holyday  and  lady  terms 

*  He  queftion'd  me  :  amongft  the  reft,  demanded 
'  My  prifoners,  in  your  Majefty 's  behalf. 

3.  The  moody  frontier ]  This  is  nonfenfe.     "We  fl\o\ild 

read  frontlet,  /.  e.  forehead. 

4  Apouncet-boic^ ]  A  fmall  box  for  mufk  or  other  perfumes 

thea  in  lafhion :  The  hd  of  which  being  cut  with  open  work  gave 
it  iti  name  j  horn  f^inf oner,  to  prick,  pierce,  or  engrave. 

5  -'  '-—-and took't  anuay  again^  &c.j    This  ftupidity  between 
the  hooks  is  the  Players'. 

*  I,  then 
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*  ^  I,  then  all  fmarting  with  my  wounds  ;  being  gal'd 

*  To  be  (o  pefter'd  with  a  popinjay, 

*  Out  of  my  Grief,  and  my  impatience, 

*  Anfwer'd,  negletlingly,  1  know  not  what ; 

*  He  ihould,  or  fhould  not  ;  for  he  made  me  mad, 

*  To  fee  him  fhine  fo  brifk,  and  fmell  fo  fweet, 

*  And  talk  fo  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman,  [mark!) 

*  Of  guns,  and   drums,  and  wounds  ;  (God  fave   the 

*  And  telling  me,  the  fovereign'll  thing  on  earth 

*  Was  Parmacity,  for  an  inward  bruife  ; 

*  And  that  it  was  great  pity,  fo  it  was, 

*  This  villainous  fait  petre  ihould  be  digg'd 

*  Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmlefs  earth, 

*  Which  many  a  good,  tall  fellow  had  dellroy'd 

*  So  cowardly  :  And  but  for  thefe  vile  guns, 

*  He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  foldicr. — - 
This  bald,  unjointed  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 

7  I  anfwer'd  indire(!lly,  as  1  faid  ; 
And  I  befcech  you,  ^  let  not  his  report 
Come  currant  for  an  accufation, 
Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  JVIajefty. 

Blunt.  The  circumftanceconfider'd,  good  my  lord. 
Whatever  Harry  Percy  then  had  faid. 
To  fuch  a  perfon,  and,  in  fuch  a  place. 
At  fuch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold. 
May  reafonably  die  ;  and  never  rife 
9  To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach. 
What  then  he  faid,  fee,  he  unfays  it  now. 

K,  Henry, 

6  I,  then  all  fmarting  ivitb  tnywounds  being  cold, 
{Tobefo  pefier''diuitb  a  popinjay)^     But  in    the    beginning  of 

the  Speech   he    reprefents   himfelf  at  this  time  not  as  cold  but  hot, 
and  inflamed  with  rage  and  labour, 

''  When  I  ivai  dry  ivith  rage  and  extreme  toil,  &c. 
I  am  perfuaded  therefore  that  Sbakefpear  wrote  and   pointed  it 
thus, 

*'  /,  then  all  fmarting  ivith  my  ivounds  ;  being  CAh^D 
**  To  be  fo  pefier''d  ivith  a  popinjay,  &c. 

7  /<af///werVindire£lly, — J   indire&lyior  negligently, 

8  — let  not  THIS  report'\  We  fliould  read  his. 

9  To  do  him  ivrong,  or  any  ivay  impeach 

What  then  he  faid,  so  he  unfay  it  now.'}  Let  us  confider 
the  whole  paffage,  which,  according  to  the  prefent  reading,  bears 
this  literal  fenfe.     "  Whatever  Percy  then  faid  may  reafonably 

''  die 
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K.  Henry.  Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prifonerr. 
But  with  provifo  and  exception, 
That  we  at  our  own  charge  (hall  ranfom  ftraight 
His  brother-in-law,  the  foolilh  Mortimer  ; 
Who,  on  my  foulj  hath  wilfully  betray 'd 
The  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fight 
Againft  the  great  magician,  damn'd  Glendonuer  ; 
Whofe  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  Earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  marry'd.     Shall  our  coffers  then 
Be  empty'd,  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  treafon  ?   «  and  indent  with  fears. 
When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves  ? 
No  ;  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  ftarve  ; 
For  I  fhali  never  hold  that  man  my  friend, 
Whofe  tongue  ftiall  afk  me  for  one  penny  coft 
To  ranfom  home  revolted  Mortimer, 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer? 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  fovereign  Liege, 
^  But  by  the  chance  of  war  ;  to  prove  That  true, 

Needs 

"  die  and  never  rife  to  impeach  w-&d/  he  then  fat d,  fo  he  unfay 
*'  it  now."     This  is  the  cxadl  knh,  or   rather  nonfenfe,  which 
the  paflage  makes  in  the  prefent   reading.     It  fhould  therefore, 
without  queftion,  be  thus  pointed  and  emended, 
'Jb  do  him  ivrong,  or  any  way  impeach. 
What  then  he  faid,    see,   he  viis  a-y  s  it  tictv. 
J.  e.  ^'  Whatever  Percy  then  faid  may  reafonably  die,  and   never 
*'  rife  to  do  him  wrong  or  any  ways  impeach  him.     For    fee,  my 
*'  Liege,. what  he   then  faid,  he  now  unfays,"     And  the  King's 
anfwer  is  pertinent  to  the  words,  as  lb  emended.  -     ivhy,  yet  he 
doth  deny   his  prifoners,   but   ivith  pro'vifo,   &c.   implying,    "  you 
are  miftaken  in  faying,  fee  he  n*io  unfay  s  it,'"''     But  the  anfwer  is 
utterly  impertinent  to  what  precedes  in  the  common  reading. 

1  ■.  .-......^and  indent  ivith    fears.]      The  reafon  why  he    feys, 

bargain  and  article  with  fears,  meaning  with  Mortimer,  is,  be- 
caufe  he  fuppofed  Mortimer  iiad  v/ilfuily  betrayed  his  own  forces 
to  Glendotver  out  of  fear,  as  appears  from  his  next  Speech.  No 
need  therefore  to  change  fears  to  foes,  as  th«  Oxford  Editor  has 
done. 

2  But  UY  the  chance  of  zvar  j — ]  A  poor  apology  for  a  foldier, 
and  a  man  of  honour,  that  he  itW  off,  and  revolted  by  the  chance 
of  war..    The  Poet  certainly  wrote, 

But  '  B I D  E  s  rZf  chance  of  ivar. 
i.  e.    he   never  did  revolt,  but   abides  the  chance   of  war,  as  a 
prifoner.     And  if  he  ftill  endured  the  rigours  of   imprifonment, 

that 
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Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue,  for  all  thofe  wounds, 

Thofc  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took. 

When  on  the  gentle  Sewrns  fedgie  bank. 

In  fingle  oppofition,  hand  to  hand. 

He  did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  hour 

In  changing  hardiment  with  great  G/enJoiver  : 

Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they 

drink, 
Upon  agreement,  of  fwift  Severn's  flood  ; 
Who  then  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks. 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds. 
And  hid  his  crifp'd  head  in  the  hollow  bank, 
Blood-ftained  with  thefe  valiant  Combatants. 
Never  did  bafe  and  rotten  Policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds ; 
Nor  ever  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly. 
Then  let  him  not  be  flander'd  with  Revolt.  [him  ; 

K.  Henry.  Thou  doft  belie  him,  Percy,  thou  belieft 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendoiuer  ; 
He  durft  as  well  have  met  the  Devil  alone. 
As  Onven  Glendoioer  for  an  enemy. 
Art  not  a(ham'd  ?  3  but,  firrah,  from  this  hour         * 
Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer. 
Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeedicft  means. 
Or  you  ihall  hear  in  fuch  a  kind  from  me 

As  will  difpleafe  you My  Lord  Northumberland, 

We  licence  your  departure  with  your  fon. 
Send  us  your  prifoners,  or  you'll  hear  of  it. 

\ExitK.  Henry, 

that  .was  a  plain  proof  he  was  not  revolted  to  the  Enemy.  Hot-fpur 
fcys  the  fame  thing. afterwards, 

juffer'd  his  kinfman  March 

— '-    to  be  encag'd  in  Wales. 
Here  again  the  Oxford  Editor  makes   this  corre£lion  his  own,  at 
the  fmall  expence  of  changing  'bides  to  bore. 

3  —'bur,  firrah,  from  this  hour]  The  Oxford  Editor  is  a  deal 
more  courtly  than  his  old  plain  Elis^aheth  author.  He  changes 
firrah  therefore  tojir:  And  pun£tilios  of  this  kind  he  very  care- 
fully difcharges  throughout  his  edition  :  which  it  may  be  enough 
•Qce  for  all  Juft  to  have  taken  notice  of. 

Hot. 
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Hot.  And  if  the  Devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them.     I  will  after  ftrait, 
And  tell  him  fo  ;  for  I  will  eafe  my  heart. 
Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head.        [a  while  ; 
North.  What,  drunk  with  choler  ?  (lay,  and  paufe 
Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Enter  Worcefter. 
Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer  ? 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him  ;   and  let  my  foul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him. 
In  his  behalf,  I'll  empty  all  thefe  veins, 
And  fhed  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  in  dull, 
-<•  But  I  will  lift  the  down-trod  Mortimer 
As  high  i'th'  Air  as  this  unthankful  King, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  Bolinghroke. 

North.  Brother,  the  King  hath  made  your  Nephew 
mad.  [r^Worcefter. 

Wor.  Who  ft  rook  this  heat  up,  after  I  was  gone  ? 
Hot.  He  v;ill,  forfooth,  have  all  my  prifoners : 
And  when  I  urg'd  the  ranfom  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale. 
And  on  my  face  he  turnM  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  even  at  the  "name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  I  cannot  blame  him  ;  was  he  not  proclaimed. 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  ? 

North.  He  was :  I  heard  the  Proclamation  ; 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 
( Whofe  wrongs  in  us,  God  pardon  !)  did  fet  forth 
Upon  his  hijh  expedition  ; 
From  whence  he,  intercepted,  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and  (hortly  murthered.  [mouth 

Wor.  And  for  whofe  death,  we  in  the  world's  wide 
Live  fcandaliz'd,  and  foully  fpoken  of. 

Hot.  But  foft,  I  pray  you  ;— did  King  Richard  then 
Proclaim  my  brother  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  Crown  ? 

North.  He  did  ;  my  felf  did  hear  it. 

Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  coufm  King, 

4  But  Iivill  lift   the  downfairn  Mortimer]     The  Quarto  of 
1599  reads  doivn->tred  Mortimer :  which  is  better, 

That 
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That  wiih'd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  ftarv'd. 
But  (hall  it  be,  that  you,  that  fet  the  Crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man. 
And  for  his  fake  wear  the  detefted  blot 
Of  murd'rous  Subornation  ?  fhall  it  be. 
That  you  a  world  of  curfes  undergo. 
Being  the  agents  or  bafe  fecond  means. 
The  cords,  the  ladder,    or  the  hangman  rather  ? 
(O  pardon  me,   that  I  defcend  fo  low, 
To  ihew  the  line  and  the  predicament 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  fubtle  King) 
Shall  it  for  (hame  be  fpoken  in  thefe  days. 
Or  fill  up  Chronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  Nobility  and  Power 
Ingag'd  them  Both  in  an   unjuft  behalf; 
(As  Both  of  you,   God  pardon  it  [  have  done  :) 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  fweet  lovely  Rofe, 
And  plant  this  Thorn,  this  Canker  BoUnghroke  P 
And  iliall  it  in  more  iliame  be  further  fpoken, 
That  you  are  foolM,  difcarded,   and  {hook  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thefe  fhames  ye  underwent  ? 
No  ;    yet  time  ferves,  wherein  ye  may  redeem 
Your  banifh'd  Honours,  and  reftore  your  felves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again. 
Revenge  the  jeering  and  difdain'd  contempt 
Of  this  proud  King,  who  ftudies  day  and  night 
To  anfwer  all  the  debt  he  owes  unto  you, 
Ev'n  with  the  bloody  payments  of  your  deaths  : 
Therefore,  I  fay 

pyor.  Peace,  Coufm,  fay  no  more. 
And  now  I  will  unclafp  a  fecret  book. 
And  to  your  quick-conceiving  difcontents 
ril  read  you  matter,  deep  and  dangerous  ; 
As  full  of  peril  and  advent'rous  fpirit. 
As  to  o'er-walk  a  current,  roaring  loud, 
5  On  the  unfteadfafl  footing  cf  a  fpear. 

Hot.  If  he  fail  in,  good  night.     Or  fjnk  or  fwim. 
Send  Danger  from  the  call  unto  the  v  tit. 
So  Honour  crofs  it  from  the  north  to  fouth  ; 

S  On   the  urrjieadfaji  footing  of  a  fpear.'}    i.e.  ofafpe?...    laid 
acrofs.  "  ^ 

And 
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And  let  them  grapple. O  f  the  blood  more  ftire 

To  rouze  a  Lion,  than  to  dart  a  Hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  fome  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  heav'a,  methinks,  it  were  an  eafie  leap. 
To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  Moon  ; 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  Deep, 
Where  fathom -line  could  never  touch  the  ground. 
And  pluck  up  drowned  Honour  by  the  locks  : 
So  he,  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear 
Without  Corrival  all  her  Dignities. 


I 


6  By  hea'u'n,  methinks,  &c.]  Gildoit,  a  critic  of  the  fizcofZ)f««/x, 
tec.  calls  this  fpeech,  witliout  any  ceremony,  a  ridiculous  rant 
Mnd  abjdute  madnejs.  Mr.  Theobald  talks  in  the  fame  ftrain. 
The  French  cx\i\z^  had  taught  thefe  people  juft  enough  to  under- 
iland  where  Shakefpear  had  tranfgreffed  the  rules  of  the  Greek 
tragic  writers  ;  and,  on  thofe  occafions,  they  are  full  of  the  poof 
frigid  cant,  oi  fable,  fcntiment,  diBion,  unities,  &c.  But  it  is 
another  tiling  to  get  to  Shakefpear''^  {tnie.  :  to  do  this  required  a 
little  of  their  own.  For  want  of  which,  they  could  not  lee  that 
the  poet  here  ufes  an  allegorical  covering  to  exprefs  a  noble  and 
very  natural  thought.  —  Hot-fpur,  all  on  fire,  exclaims  againft 
huchjiering  and  bartering  for  honour,  and  dividing  it  into  ihares. 
O !  fays  he,  could  I  be  fure  that  when  I  had  purchafed  honour  I 
fliould  wear  her  dignities  without  a  Rival  —  what  then  ?  why  then. 

By  heo'u'n,  methinks,  it  nvere  an  eajie   leap. 

To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale-fac^d  Moon  : 

J,  e.  tho'  .fome  great  and  Aining  charafter,  in  the  moft  elevated 
orb,  was  already  in  poffeflion  of  her,  yet  it  would,  methinks,  be 
cafy  by  greater  adts,  to  cclipfe  his  glory,  and  pluck  all  his  honours 
from  him  ; 

Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep. 

And  pluck  u^  droivned  honour  by  the  locks: 

J.  e.  or  what  is  ftill  more  difficult,  tho'  there  were  in  the  world 
no  great  examples  to  incite  and  fire  my  emulation,  but  that  honour 
was  quite  funk,  and  buried  in  oblivion,  yet  would  I  bring  it  bacTc 
into  vogue,  and  render  it  more  illuftrious  than  ever.  So  that 
we  fee,  tho'  the  expreflion  be  fublime  and  daring,  yet  the  thought 
is  the  natural  movement  of  an  heroic  mind.  Euripides  at  leaft 
thought  fo,  when  he  put  the  very  fame  fentiment,  in  the  fame 
words,  into  the  mouth  of  Eteocles —  /  ivilt  not,  madam,  difguife 
my  thoughts  j  /  could  fcale  heaven,  I  could  defcend  to  the  very 
entrails  of  the  earthy  if  Je  be  that  bj  that  price  I  could  obtain  a. 
kingdom  • 

"But 
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7  But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  fellowfiiip  I 

Jf'or.  ^  He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here. 
But  not  the  form  of  what  he  fhould  attend. 
■Good  Coufin,  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Wor,  Thofe  fame  noble  Scofs, 
That  are  your  prifoners  — — 

Hot.  I'll  keep  them  all. 
By  heav'n,  he  fhall  not  have  a  Scot  of  th&m : 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  foul,  he  (hall  not ; 
I'll  keep  them,  by  this  hand. 

l^or.  You  ftart  away, 
And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purpofes  ; 
Thofe  prifoners  you  fhali  keep. 

Hot.  I  will  ;  that's  fiat  :  J 

He  faid,  he  would  not  ranfom  Mortimer  ^ 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  fpeak  of  Mortimer: 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  alleep, 
And  in  his  ear  Til  holla,  Mortimer  ! 
Nay,  I  will  have  a  Starling  taught  to  fpeak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him. 
To  keep  his  anger  fliil  in  motion. 

TFor.  Hear  you,  coufm,  a  word. 

Hot.  All  Studies  here  I  folemnly  defie. 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolinghroke  : 
And  that  fame  fword-and-buckler  Prince  of  IVaies^ 
(But  that,  I  think,   his  father  loves  him  not. 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  mifchance,) 
I'd  have  ?.im  poifon'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

War.  Farewel,  my  kinfman  ;    I  will  talk  to  you. 
When  you  are  better  cemper'd  to  attend.  [fool 

North.  Why,  what  a  wafp-tongird  and  impatient 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood. 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  ?       [rods, 

l^ot.  Why,  look  you,  I  am  whipt  and  fcourg'd  with 

7  But  out  upon  this  half-fic'dfcl/otvjhip  .']  I  think  this  finely 
exprefFed.  The  image  is  taken  tVom  one  who  turns  from  another, 
fo  as  to  ftand  before  him  with  a  fide-face  5  which  implies  neither 
a  full  conforting,  nor  a  feparation. 

8  He  apprehends  a  ivorld  of  figures  here.'\  "  '.  ■  f'-ipore, 
alludes  to  what  he  had  faid  before  of  uticlajtingafecra  b  ok. 

Vol,  IV.  G        ^  Netcled, 
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Nettled,  and  ftung  with  pifmires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  politician  Bolinghroke  : 
In  Richard'i  time— what  do  ye  call  the  place  ?— 
A  plague  upon't  ! —  it  is  in  Gloi'JierJhire — 
'Twas  where  the  mad-cap  Duke  his  uncle  kept — 
His  uncle  York —  where  I  iirft  bow'd  my  knee 
Unto  this  King  of  Smiles,  this  Bolinghroke  : 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ra'venpfurg, 

North.  At  Berkley  caftle. 

Hot.  You  fay  true : 
Why,  what  a  deal  of  candied  Courtefie 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me  ! 
Look,  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age, — 
And  gentle  Harry  Percy— and  kind  coujin— 
The  Devil  take  fuch  cozeners  -  God  forgive  me— 
Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

fFcr.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  again. 
We'll  ilay  your  leiiure. 

Hot.  I  have  done,  i'faith. 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scott ij^  prifoners. 

[To  Hotfpur. 
Deliver  them  without  their  ranfom  ftraight, 
And  make  the  Doivglas^  Son  your  only  mean 
For  Pow'rs  in  Scotland  ;  which,  for  divers  reafons 
Which  I  fhali  fend  you  written,  be  afiur'd, 
Will  eafily  be  granted —  9  You,  my  lord,     \_To  North. 
Your  Son  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd, 
Shall  fecretly  into  the  bofom  creep 
Of  that  fame  noble  Prelate,  well  belov'd, 
Th'  Arch-bilhop. 

Hot.  Tork,  is' t  not  ? 

Wor.  True,  who  bears  hard 
Hii  brother's  death  at  Briftol,  the  lord  Scroop. 
»  I  fpeak  not  this  in  eilimation. 

As 

q Tou,  my  lord,']     Here  Dr.   Tbirlby  rightly  reformed  the 

pointing. 

I  I  fpejk  not  this  in  eftimation,]  Efiimation  for  conjcBitre, 
But  between  this  and  the  foregoiHg  verfe  it  appears  there  were 
fome  lines  which  are  now  loft.  For,  coniider  the  fenfe.  What 
was  it  that  was  rumitieted,  plotted,  and  fet  doivn  ?  Why,  as  the 
text  ftanda  at  prcfent^  that  the  Archbifhop  bir&  bis  brother'' s  death 

hardly. 
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As  what,  I  think,  might  be  j  bat  what,  I  know. 
Is  ruminated,   plotted  and  fet  down  ; 
And  only  ftays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occaiion,  that  (hall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I  fmell  it :  on  my  life,  it  will  do  well. 

North.  Before  the  game's  afoot,   thou  ftill  lett'H  ^\^, 

Hot.  It  cannot  chufe  but  be  a  noble  Plot  -, 
And  then  the  Power  of  Scotland,  and  of  Tork 
To  join  with  Mortimer  ;  ha  f 

TVor.  So  they  fhall. 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim'd. 

Wor.  And  'tis  no  little  reafon  bids  us  fpeed 
To  fave  our  heads,  by  raifmg  of  a  head  : 
For,  bear  our  felves  as  even  as  we  can, 
The  King  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt ; 
And  think,  we  deem  our  felves  unfatisfy'd. 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  ftrangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does  ;  he  does  ;  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

War.  Coufm,  farewel.     No  further  go  in  this. 
Than  I  by  letters  {hall  direcl  your  courfe ; 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  fuddenly, 
I'll  fteal  to  Giendonver,  and  lord  Mortimer, 
Where  you  and  Donvglas,  and  our  Pow'rs  at  once, 
(As  I  will  falhion  it)  fhall  happily  meet. 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  ftrong  arms. 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty.  [truft. 

North.  Farewel,  good  brother  ;  we  fhall   thrive,  I 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu  :  O  let  the  hours  be  fhort, 
'Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  our  fport  ! 

\Exeunt. 


hardly.  It  is  plain  then  that  they  were  fome  confequetices  of  that 
refentment  which  the  fpeaker  informed  Hot-fpur  of,  and  to  which 
his  conclufion  of,  I  fpeak  not  this  by  cotijeBure  but  o?i good  proof 
muft  be  referred.  But  fome  player,  I  fuppofe,  thinking  thefpeeoh 
too  long,  ftfuck  them  out. 
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A  C  T     II.      S  C  E  N  E     L 

An  Inn  at  Rochefter. 

^nief  a  Carrier  mjith  a  Lanthorn  in  his  Hand, 
1  Carrier. 

HEIGK  ho!   art  be  not  four  by  the  day,  I'll  be 
hanged.   Charles'  <v:ain  is  over  the  new  chimney, 
and  yet  our  horfe  not  packt.     What,  oilier  ? 
dji.   [ivifhin.]  Anon,  anon. 

1  Car.  I  pr'ythee,  Tom,  beat  C«//'s  faddle,  put  a 
few  flocks  in  the  point :  the  poor  jade  is  wrung  in 
the  withers,  *  out  of  all  cefs. 

Efifer  another  Carrier, 

2  Car.  Peafe  and  beans  are  *  as  dank  here  as  a  dog, 
and  that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  bots : 
this  houfe  is  turn'd  upfide  down,  fmce  Robin  Ciller 
^y'd. 

J  Car.  Poor  fellow  never  joy'd  fince  the  price  of 
oats  rofe,  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2  Car.  I  think,  this  be  the  moll  villainous  houfe  in 
all  London  road  for  fleas  :  I  am  flung  like  a  Tench. 

1  Car.  Like  a  Tench  ?  by  th'  Mafs,  3  there's  ne'er 
,a  King  in  Chriftendom  could  be  better  bit  than  I  have 
i)een  fince  the  firft  cock. 

2  Car.  Why,  tiiey  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  jourden, 
and  then  we  leak  in  your  chimney  :  and  your  chamber- 
lie  breeds  Heas  ^  like  a  Loach. 

1  citt  of  all  ce{s.']  The  Oxford  Edityi-  not  underftanding  this 
phrafe,  has  alter'd  it  to —  out  cf^  all  cafe.  As  if  it  were  likely 
that  a  blundering  trsnfcriber  fiiould  change  fo  common  a  word  as 
cafe  for  cejs  ?  which,  it  is  probable,  he  underftocd  no  more  than 
this  critic  ;  but  it  means  oiit  of  all  meufure :  the  phrafe  being  taken 
from  a  ajs,  tax  or  fubfidy  ;  which  being  by  regular  and  moderate 
xates,  when  any  thing  was  exorbitant,  cr  out  of  meafure,  it  was 
Ikid  to  be,  OUT  of  all  cefs. 

2  a%  d^rik]   /.  e.  wet,  rotten.  Mr,  Pope. 

«   there'' s  ne''er  a  King  in  Chrifiendom  could  hs  better  bit]      Time, 
here    has  added  a  pieafantry  to  the  expreffion.     For    I  think,  the 
word   to  bite  was  not  then  ufed  in  the  cant  fenfe  to  deceive  or  im- 
pcfe  upon. 
'  4  likc.a  Loach.]  Scotch,  a  Iake« 

I  Cfj-. 
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I  Car.  What,  oftler,   come  away,  and  be  hang'd. 


come  away.  -. 

2  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  («)  razes 
of  ginger  to  be  deliver'd  as  far  ^^.Charhg-crofs. 

I  Car,  'Odsbody,  the  Turkies  in  my  panniers  arc 
quite  ftarv'd.  What,  oftJer  ?  a  plague  on  thee  !  had 
thou  never  an  eye  in  thy  head  ?  canil  not  hear  ?  an 
'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate 
of  thee,  I  am  a  very  villain.  Come  and  be  hang'd, 
haft  no  faith  in  thee  ? 

Enter  Gads -hill. 

Gads.  Good-morrow,  carriers.     What's  o'clock  ? 

Car.  I  think,  it  be  two  o'  clock. 

Gadi.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  lauthorn,  to  fee  my 
gelding  in  the  fiable. 

1  Car.  Nay,  foft,  I  pray  ye  ;  I  know  a  trick  worth 
two  of  that,  i'faith. 

Gads.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car.  Ay,  when?  canft  tell  ?  lend  me  thy  lanth^rn, 
quoth  a !    marry,  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  firil;. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to 
come  to  London  ? 

2  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  Candle,  I 
warrant  I'^tt.  Come,  neighbour  Muggesy  we'll  call  up 
the  gentlemen  ;  they  will  along  with  Company,  fox 
they  have  great  Charge.  [Exeunt  Carriers 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Entir  Chamherlatn. 

Gads.  What,  ho,  chamberlain  ! 

Cham.  At  hand,   quoth  pick-puyfe. 

Gads.  That's  ev'n  as  fair,  as  at  hand,  quoth  t\\t 
chamberlain  ;  for  thou  varieft  no  more  from  picking 
of  purfes,  than  giving  diredlion  doth  from  labouring. 
Thou  lay 'ft  the  plot  how. 

Chatn.  Good-morrow,  mdiiicr Gads- bi/l hit  holds  cur- 
rant, that  I  told  you  yefternight.  There's  a  Franklin, 
in  the  wild  of  Kenfy  hath  brought  three  hundred  marlcs 
with  him  in  gold  ;  I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his 
company  laft  night  at  fupper  :  a  kind  of  auditor,  one 

[(a J  Ra»es]  Bales,  Mr.  Theobald.'] 
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that  hath  abundance  of  Charge  too,  God  knows  what  : 
they  are  up  already,  and  call  for  eggs  and  butter. 
They  will  away  prefently. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  5  St.  Nicholas'' 
clarks,   I'll  give  thee  this  neck. 

Cham.  No,  I'll  none  of  it :  Ipr*ythee,  keep  that  for 
the  hangman  ;  for  I  know  thou  worfhipp'ft  St.  Nicholas 
as  truly  as  a  man  of  fallhood  may. 

Gads.  Whattalk'ft  thou  to  me^f  the  hangman  ?  if  I 
hang,  I'll  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows.  For  if  I  hang, 
old  Sir  John  hangs  with  me,  and  thou  know'ft,  he's 
no  Itarveling.  Tut,  there  are  other  Trojans  that  thou 
dream'ft  not  of,  the  which,  for  fport-fake,  are  content 
to  do  the  profcffion  fomc  grace  ;  that  would,  if  matters 
ihould  be  look'd  into,  for  their  own  credit-fake,  make 
all  whole.  I  am  join'd  with  no  foot- land -rakers,  no 
long-ftaff-iix-penny-ftrikers,  none  of  thofe  mad  Mufta- 
chio-purple-hu'd-malt-worms ;  but  with  nobility  and 
tranquillity  ;  burgomafters,  and  great  (a)  Moneycrs  ; 
fuch  as  can  hold  in,  ^  fuch  as  will  ihike  fooner  than 
ipeak  ,•  and  fpeak  fooner  than  think  ;  and  think  fooner 
than  pray  ;  and  yet  I  lye,  for  they  pray  continually 
unto  their  Saint  the  Common-wealth  ;  or  rather,  not 
pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her  ;  for  they  ride  up  and 
dcwn  on  her,  and  make  her  their  boots. 


5  St.  Nicholas,  darks.']  St.  Nicholas  yiz^  the  Patron  Saint  of 
icholarc  :  And  Nicholas,  or  Old  Nick,  is  a  cant  name  for  the 
Devil.     Hence  he  equivocally  calls  robbers,  St.  Nicholas'' s  clarks. 

6  Such  as  ivilljirike  fooner  than  fpeak  •,  aytd  fpeak  fooner  than 
I^RINK  j  and  DRINK  foontr  than  pray  ;  ]  According  to  the  fpe^ 
cimen,  given  us  in  this  play,  of  this  diffolute  gang,  we  have  no 
reafon  to  think  they  ivere  lefs  ready  to  drink  than  fpeak,  Belides, 
it  is  plain,  a  natural  gradation  v^as  here  intended  to  be  given  of 
their  actions,  relative  to  one  another.  But  what  has  fpeakmg, 
drinking  and  prayingto  do  with  one  another  ?  "We  ihould  certain- 
ly read  think  in  both  places  inftead  of  drink  ;  and  then  we  have 
a  very  regular  and  humourous  climax. Ti)ej  ivill  firike  fooner  than 
fpeak:  and  fpeak  fooner  than  think  j  and  think  fooner  than 
fray.  By  which  laft  words  is  meant,  that  Tho''  perhaps  they  may 
iioiv  and  then  rejieEi  on  their  crimes,  they  ivill  nenjer  repir.t 
cf  them.  The  Oxford  Editor  has  dignified  this  corre£lion  by  his 
adoption  of  it. 

[  (a)  Moneycrs^     JV.  Hardinge^  Ef(iJ— VuJg.  One-eyers.'] 

Cham» 
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Cham.  What,  the  common -wealth  their  boots  ?  will 
fhe  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gads.  7  She  will,  fhe  will  j  juftice  hath  liquorM  her. 
We  fteal  as  in  a  caftle,  cock-fure;  we  have  the  receipt 
of  Fern-feed,  we  walk  invifible. 

Cham.  Nay,  I  think  rather,  you  are  more  beholden 
to  the  night,  than  the  Fern- feed,  for  your  walking  in- 
vifible. 

Gads.  Give  me  thy  hand :  thou  (halt  have  a  ihare 
in  our  purchafe,  as  1  am  a  true  man. 

Cham,  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  yoa  are  a 
falfe  thief. 

Gads.  Go  to, — Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men. 
Bid  the  oftler  bring  my  Gelding  oat  of  the  liable.  Fare- 
wel,   ye  muddy   knave.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Changes   to  the  Highnvay. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  Poins,  and  Peto. 
Poins.  y'^OiVlE,    flielter,    (helter ;    I  have  remored 
V>  Paljlaff\  horfc,  and  he  frets  like  a  gumm'd 
velvet. 

P.  Henry,  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Tal.  Poins,  Poins,  and  be  hanged,  Poins  \ 

P.  Henry.  Peace,  ye  fat  kidney 'd  rafcal,  what  a 
bawling  doft  thou  keep  ? 

Fal.  What,  Poins  !  Hal! . 

P.  Henry.  He  is  vvalk'd  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill, 
I'll  go  feek  him. 

Fal.  I  am  accurft  to  rob  in  that  thief's  company  : 
the  rafcal  hath  remov'd  my  horfe,  and  ty'd  him,  I 
know  not  where.     If  I  travel  but  ^  four  foot  by  the 

7  She  ivill,  jhe  nvtll :,  jujiice  bath  liquor' d  her. 'I  A  Satire  on 
chicane,  in  courts  of  juftice:  which  fupports  ill  men  in  their  vio- 
lations of  the  law,  under  the  very  cover  of  it. 

Z  four  foot  hy  the  fquare'j  The  thought  is  humourous,  and  al- 
ludes to  his  bulk  :  Infinuating,  that  his  legs  being  four  foot  afun- 
der,  when  he  advanced  four  foot,  this  put  together  made  four 
foot  fquare, 
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fquare  farther  afoot,  I  fhall  break  my  wind.  WeH,  I 
doubt  not  but  to  die  a  fair  death  for  all  this,  if  I  'fcaps 
hanging  for  killing  that  rogue.  I  have  forfworn  his 
company  hourly  any  time  this  tv/o  and  twenty  year, 
and  yet  I  am  bewitch'd  with  the  rogue's  company.  If 
the  rafcal  have  not  given  me  medicines  to  make  me 
love  him,  I'll  be  hang'd  ;  it  could  not  be  elfe  ;  I  have 
drunk  medicines.  Poins!  Hal!  a  Plague  upon  you 
both.  Bardolph  !  Peto  !  I'll  frarve,  ere  I'll  rob  a  foot 
further.  An  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink,  to 
turn  true-man,  and  to  leave  thefe  rogues,  I  am  the 
verieft  varkt  that  ever  chevv'd  with  a  tooth.  Eight 
yards  of  uneven  ground,  is  threefcore  and  ten  miles 
afoot  with  me:  and  the  (lony-hearted  villains  know  it 
well  enough.  A  pU^gue  upon't,  when  thieves  cannot 
be  true  one  to  another.  \_They  nvhij^le.']  Whew  !  — 
a  plague  upon  you  all.  Give  me  my  horfe ;  you  rogues^ 
give  me  my  horfe,  and  be  hang'd. 

P.  Henry.  Peace,  ye  fat  guts,  lye  down,  lay  thine 
ear  clofc  to  the  ground,  and  lift  if  thou  canft  hear  the 
♦read  of  travellers. 

Fal.  H:ive  you  any  leavers  to  lift  me  up  again,  be- 
ing down  ?  'i^^jblood,  I'll  not  bear  mine  own  flefh  fo  far 
afoot  again,  for  all  the  coin  in  thy  father's  exchequer. 
What  a  plague  mean  ye,  to  colt  me  thus  ? 

P.  llemy.  Thou  liell,  thou  art  not  colted,  thou  art 
uncolted. 

Fal.  I  pr'ythee,  good  Prince  Hal,  help  me  to  my 
horfe,  good  King's  fon. 

P.  Henry.  Out,  you  rogue  I  fliall  I  be  your  oftler  ? 

Fal.  Go  hang  thy  felf  in  thy  own  heir-apparent  gar- 
ters J  if  I  be  ta'cn,  I'll  peach  for  this ;  an  I  have  not 
baJiads  made  on  you  all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes,  let 
a  cup  of  fack  be  my  poifon;  when  a  jell  is  fo  for- 
ward, and  afoot  too  !  I  hate  it. 

Enter  Gads-hill  and  Bardolph. 

Gads.  Stand, ^— 

Fal.  So  I  do  againft  my  will. 

Poins.  O,  'tis  our  Setter,  I  know  his  voice  : 
Bardolphy  what  nev/s  ? 

Bard.  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye  j  on  with  your  vizors  j  there's 

money 
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money  of  the  King's  coming  down  the  hill,  *tis  going 
to  the  King's  Exchequer,  , 

Fal.  You  lie,  you  rogue,  'tis  going  to  the  King  s 
tavern. 

Gads.  There's  enough  to  make  us  ail. 

Fal.  To  be  hang'd.  . 

P  Henry,  Sirs,  you  four  (hall  front  them  m  the  nar^ 
row  lane  ;  Ned  Pohs  and  I  will  walk  lower  ;  if  they 
Tcape  from  your  encounter,  then  they  light  on  us. 

Peto.  But  how  many  be  of  them  ? 

Gads.  Some  eight  or  ten. 

Fal.  Zounds !  will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

P.  Henry.   What,  a  coward,  Sir  John  Paunch. 

Fal.  Indeed,  1  am  not  John  of  Gaunt,  your  grand- 
father ;  but  yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  we'll  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poins.  Sirrah,  Jack,  thy  horfe  ftands  behind  the 
hedge  J  when  thou  need'lt  him,  there  (halt  thou  find 
him:  farewel,  and  iland  faft. 

Fal.  Now  cannot  I  ftiike  him,  if  I  fhould  be 
hang'd. 

P.  Henry.  Ned,  where  are  our  difguifcs  ? 

Poins.  Here,  hard  by  :  Hand  clofe. 

Fal.  Now,  my  mailers,  happy  man  be  his  dole,, 
fay  1 1  every  man  to  his  bufinefs. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Tra'vellers. 

Tra'v.  Come,  neighbour;  the  boy  {hall  lead  our 
horfes  down  the  hill;  we'll  walk  a  foot  a  while,  and 
safe  our  legs. 

Thienjes.  Stand,—- 

Tra'u.  Jefu  blefs  us ! 

Fal.  Strike;  down  with  them,  cut  the  villains' 
throats;  ah!  whorfon  caterpillars ;  bacon-fed  knaves; 
they  hate  us  youth ;  down  with  them,  fleece  them. 

fra^.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours  for  ever. 

Fal.  Hang  ye,  gorbellied  knaves,  are  you  undone  ? 

flOj  ye  fat  chuffs,  I  would  your  ftore  were  here.    Ou, 

G  5  baconsj 
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bacons,  on  f  what,  ye  knaves?  young  men  muft  live  ; 
you  are  grand  jurors,  are  ye  ?  wc^ll  jure  ye,  i'faith. 

[Here  they  rob  and  bind  them:   Exeurit, 
Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 
P.  Henry.  The  thieves  have   bound   the  true   men  : 
now  could  thou  and  I  rob  the   thieves  and  go  merrily 
to  London,  it  would  be  argument  for  a  week,  laughoer 
for  a  month,  and  a  good  je(l  for  ever. 
Poins.  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  them  coming. 

Enter  Thie'ves  agaiji. 
FaJ.  Come,  my  mafters,  let  as   fhare,  and  then  to 
3iorfe  before  day  ;  an  the  Prince  and  Poins  be  not  two 
arrant  Cowards,  there's  no  equity  ftirring.     There's  no 
OTOre  valour  in  that  Poins,  than  in  a  wild  Duck. 
P.  Henry.  Your  money » 
Poins.  Villains  \ 

[Js  they  arejhartng^  the  Prince  and  V oms  fet  upon 
them.      They  all  run  anvay,   and  Falftaft'  after  a 
hl(yvj  or  two  runs  a^way  too,  lea'ving   the  booty 
behind  them. 
P.  Henry.  Got  with  much  eafe.     Now  merrily  to 
horfc : 
The  thieves  are  fcatter'd,  and  poileft  with  fear 
So  lirorgiy,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other; 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  good  Ned.     Now  Faiflaff  fweats  to  deaths 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along: 
Were't  not  for  laughing,  I  (hould  pity  hinu 
Poins.  How  the  rogue  roar'd  \ 

SCENE    V. 

Lord  Percys  J  Houft, 

Enter  Hot-fpuryo/«j,  reading  a  letter.  I 

BU  T  for  mine  oxvn  party  my  lord,  I  could  he  ^welt 
contp.nted  to  be  there,  in  refpeB  of  the  love  I  bear 
your  Houfe.  He  could  be  contented  to  be  there  ;  why  is 
he  not  then  ?  in  refpe8  to  the  loue  he  bears  3tir  Houfe  I 
3ie  fhev/s  in  this,  he  loves  his  own  barn  better  than  he 
loves  our  Houfs,    Let  me  fee  feme  raore»     fhepurpofe 

yaa 
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y.u  undertake  is  dangerous.  Why,  that's  certain  :  |tij 
dangerous  to  take  a  cold,  to  fleep.  to  drink  :  but  I  tell 
you?  my  lord  fool,  oat  of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck 
this  flower,  fafety .  ^epurpofe  you  undertake  ts  dangt^ 
rous,  the  friends  you  ha<ve  named  uncertain  the  ttme  it 
felf  unforted,  and  your  ^ojhoU  plot  too  light,  for  the 
counterpoise  of  fo  great  an  oppofition.  Say  you  fo.  fay 
you  fo  ?  I  fay  unto  you  again,  you  are  a  Ihallow  cow- 
ardly hind,  and  you  lie.  What  a  lack-brain  is  this  ? 
By  the  lord,  our  plot  is  a  good  plot,  as  ever  was  laid  ; 
our  friends  true  and  conftant :  a  good  plot,  good 
friends,  and  full  of  expeftation ;  an  excellent  plot,  very 
good  friends.  What  a  frofty^pinted  rogue  is  this? 
Why  my  lord  of  Tork  commends  the  plot,  and  the 
general  courfe  of  the  adion.  By  this  hand  if  I  were 
now  by  this  rafcal,  I  could  9  brain  him  with  his  lady  s 
fan.  Is  there  not  my  father,  my  uncle,  and  my  lelt. 
Lord  Edmund  Mortimer,  my  lord  of  Tork,  and  Onven 
Glendoiver?  Is  there  not  befides,  i\iQ  Do^vglas}  have  i 
not  all  their  letters,  to  meet  me  in  arms  by  the  ninth 
of  the  next  month  ?  and  are  there  not  fome  of  them 
fet  forward  already  ?  What  a  Pagan  rafcal  is  this  ? 
an  infidel.  Ha  !  you  (hall  fee  now,  in  very  fincerity 
of  fear  and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the  King,  and  lay 
open  all  our  proceedings.  O,  I  could  divide  my  felfj 
and  oo  to  buffets,  for  moving  fuch  a  diih  of  skimm  d 
ntilk%/ith  fo  honourable  an  aaion.  Hang  him,  let 
him  tell  the  King.  We  are  prepared,  X  will  fet  for- 
ward to  night. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Lady  Percy. 
How  now,  Kate !  I  mud  leave  you  within  thefe  two 
hours. 
Lady.  O  my  good  lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  I 
For  what  offence  have  I  this  fortnight  been 
A  banifhM  woman  from  my  Harry's  bed  ? 
Tell  me,  fweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 

9  brain  him  -with  his  ladfi  fan.]  The  fans,  then  in  fafhion, 
fcad  very  long  handles.  »  ^, 
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Thy  flomach»  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  deep  ? 

Why  doll  thou  bend  thy  eyes  upon  the  earth  I 

And  flart  fo  often,  when  thou  fitt'ft  alone  ? 

Why  haft  thou  loft  the  frefh  blood  in  thy  cheeks  ? 

And  given  my  treafures  and  my  rights  of  thee. 

To  thick-ey'd  mufing,  and  curs'd  melancholy  ? 

"  In  thy  faint  flumbcrs  I  by  thee  havewatcht, 

'*  And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars : 

*'  Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  fteed  ; 

**  Cry,  courage  !  to  the  field  !  and  thou  haft  talk'd 

"  Of  fallies,  and  retires  ;  of  trenches,  tents, 

**  Of  palifadoes,  {a)  fortins,  parapets ; 

"  Ofbafilifks,  of  cannon,  culverin,  _ 

*'  Of  prifoners'  ranfom,  and  of  foldiers  flain,  '■ 

"  And  all  the  current  of  a  heady  fight."  * 

Thy  rpirit  v/ithin  thee  hath  been  fo  at  war. 

And  thus  hath  fo  beftir'd  thee  in  thy  fleep. 

That  beads  of  fweat  have  ftood  upon  thy  brow. 

Like  bubbles  in  a  late-difturbed  ftream  : 

And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motions  have  appeared. 

Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftrain  their  breath 

On  fome  great  fidden  haite.  O,  what  portents  are  thefe  ? 

Some  heavy  bufinefs  hath  my  lord  in  hand. 

And  I  muft  know  it ;  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 

Hoi.  What,  ho  !  is  Gilliams  with  the  packet  gone  ? 
Enter  Seyvant, 

Ser'v,   He  is,  my  lord,  an  hour  agone.  [Sheriff? 

Bot.  Hath  Builer  brought  thofe  horfes  from   the^ 

Ser'v.  One  horfe,  my  Lord,  he  brought  ev'n  now, 

Bot.  What  horfe  ?  a  roan,  a  crop- ear,  is  it  not  ? 

Serv.  It  is,  iny  lord. 

Hot.  That  roan  fnall  be  my  Throne. 
Well,  I  will  back  him  ftrait.    O  Efperance  I 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  Park.  j 

Lady,  But  hear  you,  my  Lord,  \ 

Bot.  What  fay'ft  thou,  my  Lady  ? 

Lady.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Bot.  Why,  my  horfe,  my  love,  my  horfe.' 

[  (a)  fortim,    Oxford  Editor,«^Vulg.  frgndcrs,} 

Lady* 
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Lady.  Out,  you  mad-headed  ape  !  a  weazel  hath  not 
Such  a  deal  of  fpleen  as  you  are  toft  with. — 
In  faith,  I'll  know  your  bufinefs,  that  I  will. 
I  fear,  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  ftir 
About  his  Title,  and  hath  fcnt  for  you 
To  line  his  enterprize  :  but  if  you  go  — 
Hot,  So  far  afoot,  I  ihall  be  weary,  love. 
Lady.  Come,  come,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  me 
Diredlly  to  this  queftion,  I  fhall  alk. 
I'll  break  thy  little  Finger,  Harry, 
An  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true.  [not» 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  trifler :  —  love !  I  love  thee 
I  care  not  for  thee,   Kate ;  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  *  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips. 
We  mail;  have  bloody  nofes,  and  crack'd  crowns. 
And  pafs  them  currant  too— gods  me  f  my  horfe,  [me  ? 
Whatfay'rt  thou,  Kate?  what  wouldft  thou  have  with 

Lady.  Do  ye  not  love  me  ?  do  you  not,  indeed  ? 
Well,  do  not  then.     For  fince  you  love  me  nor, 
I  will  not  love  my  felf.     Do  you  not  love  me  ? 
Nay,  tell  me,  if  you  fpeak  in  jeft,  or  no  ? 

Hot.  Com*e,  v/ilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 
And  when  I  am  o'horfe-back,  I  will  Avear^ 
I  love  thee  infinitely.     But  hark  you,  Kate, 
I  muft  not  have  you  henceforth  queftion  me, 
Whitlier  I  go  ;  nor  reafon,    where  about. 
Whither  I  muft,  I  muft ;  and,  to  conclude, 
This  evening  muft  I  leave  thee,  gentle  JT^/^. 
I  know  you  wife  ,•  but  yet  no  further  wife 
Than  Harry  Percfi  wife.     Conftant  you  are^ 
But  yet  a  woman  ;  and  for  fecrefic. 
No  lady  clofer.     For  I  well  believe. 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doft  not  know  } 
And  fo  far  will  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate. 
Lady.  Kow  !  fo  far  ? 

Hot,  Not  an  inch  further.     But  hark  you,  Katel 
Whither  I  go,  thither  ftiall  you  go  too  ,• 
To  day  will  I  fet  forth,  to  monow  you, 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate  ? 

Lady.  It  muft  of  force.      '  [Ejieunt^. 

I  m'tnammetSj^—l  i,  e,  girls,  Mr.  Pope, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Changes  to  the  Bos-r^s-Head  Ta'vern  in  Eaft-cheap. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 
P.  Henry. ''^^E  D,  pr'y thee  come  out  of  that  fat  room, 
X^  and  lend  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 
Poins.  Where  haft  been,  Hal} 
P.  Hejtry.  With  three  or  four  loggerheads,  amongft 
three  or  fourfcore  hogihcads.  I  have  founded  the  very 
bafe  ftring  of  humility.  Sirrah,  I  am  fworn  brother  to 
a  leafh  of  drawers,  and  can  call  them  all  by  their  Chrif- 
tian  names,  as  Tom,  Dick,  and  Francis.  They  take  it  al- 
ready upon  their  confcience,  that  though  I  be  but  Prince 
of  Wales,  yet  I  am  the  King  of  courtefie  ;  telling  me 
iiatly,  I  am  no  proud  Jack,  like  Faljiaff,  but  a  Corin- 
thian, a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy  :  (by  the  Lord,  {o 
they  call  me  \)  and  when  I  am  King  of  England,  I  fhall 
command  all  the  good  lads  in  Eaji- cheap.  They  call 
drinking  deep,  dying  fcarlet  ;  and  when  you  breathe 
in  your  watering,  they  cry,  hem  I  and  bid  you  play  it 
off.  —  To  conclude,  I  am  fo  good  a  proficient  in  one 
quarter  of  an  hour,  that  I  can  drink  with  any  tinker  in 
his  own  language  during  my  life.  I  tell  thee,  Ned, 
thou  haft  loft  much  honour,  that  thou  wert  not  with 
me  in  this  adion  ;  but,  fweet  Ned,  — (to  fweeten  which 
name  of  Ned,  I  give  thee  this  penny-worth  of  fugar, 
clapt  even  now  into  my  hand  by  an  under-lkinker,  one 
that  never  fpake  other  Englijh  in  his  life,  than  Eight 
ShilliNs;s  and  Six  Pence,  and  Tou  are  ^welcome.  Sir  : 
witii  this  Ihrill  addition,  j^non,  anon,  Sir  j  Score  a  pint 
of  hafiard  in  the  half  tnoon,  or  fo.)  But,  Ned^  to  drive 
away  the  time  till  F-a//?^?^ come,  I  pr'ythee,  do  thou 
(land  in  fome  bye-room,  while  I  queftion  my  puny 
drawer,  to  what  end  he  gave  me  the  fugar ;  and  do 
thou  never  leave  calling  Francis,  that  his  tale  to  me 
may  be  nothing  but,  anon.  Step  afide,  and  I'll  Ihew 
thee  a  precedent.  [Poins  retires. 

Poins.   Francis,    ' 

P.  Henry.  Thou  art  perfed, 

Poifis.  Francis*  < 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  Francis  the  dranver, 
Fran.  Anon,  anon.  Sir;  look  down  into  the  pom- 
granet,  Ralph. 

P.  Henry.  Come  hither,  Francis. 
Fran.    My  lord.  r  -n 

P.  Henry.  How  long  haft  thou  to  lerve,  Francis  I 
Fran.  Forfooth,  five  years,  and  as  much  as  to — 
Poins.  Francis y — 
Fran.  Anon,  anon.  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Five  years  ;  by'rlady,  a  long  leafe  for  the 
clinking  of  pewter.  But,  Francis,  dareft  thou  be  Co  va- 
liant, as  to  play  the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and 
fhew'it  a  fair  pair  of  heels,  and  run  from  it  ? 

Fran.  O  lord.  Sir,  Til  be  fworn   upon  all  the  books 

in  England,  I  could  find  in  my  heart • 

Poins.  Francis y 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis, 

Fran.  Let  me  fee,   about  Michaelmas  next   I  ihaE 

be 

Poins.  Francis f — — 

Fran.  Anon,  Sir ;  pray  you  f!ay  a  little,  my  lord. 
P.  Henry.  Nay,  but  hark  you,  Francis,  for  the  fugar 
thou  gavetl  me,  'twas  a  pennyworth,  was't  not? 
Fran.  O  lord,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 
P.  Henry.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound,  i 
aflc  me  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  Ihalt  have  it. 

Poins.  Francis, 

Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

P.  Henry.  Anon,    Francis  ?  no  Francis,  but  to  mor- 
row,   Francis,    ox  Francis,   on   Thurfday ;    or,  indeed, 
Francis,  when  thou  wilt.      But,  Francis, — 
Fran.  My  lord  ? 

P.  Henry.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  cryftal- 
button,  knot-pated,  agat-ring,  puke-ftocking,  caddice- 
garter,  fmooth-tongue,  Spani/h-^OMch. 
Fran.  O  lord,  Sir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  H^nry^ 
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P.  Henry.  Why  then  your  brown  baftard  is  your 
only  drink  ;  for  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  canvas 
doublet  willfully.  In  Barbary,  Sir,  it  cannot  come 
to  fo  much. 

Fran.  What,  Sir  ? 

Poins.   Francis,  — 

P.  Henry.  Away,  you  rogue,  doft  thou  not  hear 
them  call  ? 

Here  they  both  call ;  the  draijoerjlands  amazed t 
not  knoiving  luhich  n/jay  to  go. 
Enter  Vintner. 

Vint.  What,  fland'it  thou  flilj,  and  hear'il  fuch  a 
Calling  ?  Look  to  the  guefts  within.  My  lord,  old 
Sir  John  with  half  a  dozen  more  are  at  the  door  ;  fhall 
I  let  them  in  ? 

P.  Henry.  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open 
the  door.  Poins,  -  ■  [£a'?V  Vintner, 

Enter  Poins. 

Poins.  Anon,  anon,  Sir  ; 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  Faljiaff2ccA  the  reft  of  the  thieves 
are  at  the  door  ;  fhall  we  be  merry  ? 

Poins.  As  merry  as  Crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark  ye, 
what  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jefl  of  the 
drawer  ?  come,  what's  the  ifiue  ? 

P.  Henry.  lam  now  of  all  humours,  that  have  .<hewM 
themfeives  humours,  fmce  the  old  days  of  goodman 
Adam,  to  the  pupil  age  of  this  prefent  twelve  o'  clock 
at  midnight.     What's  o'clock,  Francis? 

Fran.  Aron,  anon,  Sir,- 

P.  Henry,  That  ever  this  fellow  fhould  have  fewer 
words  than  a  Parrot,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a  Woman  !  — 
His  induilry  is  up  flairs  and  down  flairs ;  his  eloquence 
the  parcel  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of  Percfi 
mind,  the  hot-fpur  of  the  north  ;  he  that  kills  me  fomc 
lix  or  feven  dozen  of  Scots  at  a  breakfaft,  wafhes  his 
hands  and  fays  to  his  wife,  "  fie  upon  this  quiet  life  I 
I  want  work.  *'  O  my  fweet  Harry,  fays  (he,  how 
many  haft  thou  kill'd  to  day  ?  *'  Give  my  roan  horfe 
a  drench,  fays  he,  and  anfvvers,  fome  fourteen,  an 
hour  after  !  a  trifle,  a  trifle.  I  pr'ythee,  call  in  Fal- 
^affi  I'll  play  Percy,  and  that  darnn'd  Brawn  fnall 

play 
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play   dame   Mortimer  his  wife,     (a)  Rihit  fays   the 
drunkard.     Call  in  ribs,  call  in  tallow. 

SCENE     IX. 

Enter  FalflafF,  Gads  hill,  Bardolph,  andfeio, 

Poins.  Welcome,  Jack  ;  where  hall  thou  been  ? 

Fal.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  vengeance 
too,  marry  and  Amen  !  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  boy 
—  Ere  I  lead  this  life  long,  I'll  fow  nether  focks,  and 
mend  them,  and  foot  them  too.  A  plague  of  all 
cowards!  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  rogus.  Is  there  no 
virtue  extant  ?  \_He  drinks. 

P.  Henry.  *  Didft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kifs  a  di(h  of 
butter  ?  (pitiful- hearted  Titan  !)  that  melted  at  the 
fvveet  tale  of  the  Sun  ?  if  thou  didft,  then  behold  that 
compound. 

Fal.  You  rogue,  ?  here's  lime  in  this  fack  too ;  there 
is  nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  villainous  man ; 

y«t 

2  Didft  thou  net-tr  fee  Titan  hl(i  a  dijb  of  butter  f  fhiful- 
hcarted  Titna  !  that  melted  at  tbg  Jkveet  tale  of  the  Sua  ?  ]  This 
perplexes  Mr.  Theobald  j  he  calls  it  nonfenfe,  and  indeed,  having 
made  nonfenfe  of  it,  changes  it  to  pitiful-hearted  Butter.  But 
the  common  reading  is  right :  And  all  that  v/ants  refioring  is 
a  parenthefis  into  which  {pitiful-hearted  T\tzn\  )  fhould  be  put. 
Pitiful-hearted TCitzn%  only  amorous^  which  was  Titan^s  charafter: 
the  pronoun  that  refers  to  butter.  But  the  Oxford  Editor  goes  ftill 
further,  and  not  only  takes,  without  ceremony,  Mr.  TheobaWt 
bread  and  butter,  but  turns  tale  into  face  j  not  perceiving  that  the 
heat  of  the  Sun  is  figuratively  reprefented  as  a  Icve-tale,  the  poet 
having  before  called  him  pitiful-hearted,  or  amorous. 

3  berets  lime /w  this  fack  too  ;  there  is  nothing  but  roguery  to  bs 
found  in  -villainous  man  j  ]   Sir  Richard  Hawkins,  one  of  Queen 

Elizabeth's  fea-captains,  in  his  voyages,  p.  379.  fays,  Since  tie 
S^ani{h  facks  have  been  common  in  our  ta-verns,  luhich  for  conferva - 
tion  are  mingled  ivith  lime  in  the  making,  our  nation  complains  of 
calentures,  of  the  ftone,  the  dropfy,  and  infinite  other  diftempers  not 
heard  of  before  this  luine  came  into  frequent  ufe,  Befides,  there  is 
no  year  that  it  ivafteth  not  tivo  millions  of  crowns  of  cur  fubftance 
by  con'veyance  into  foreign  countries.  This  latter,  indeed,  was  a 
fubflantial  evil.  But  as  to  lime's  giving  the  ftone,  this.fure  muft 
be  only  the  good  old  man's  prejudice  }  fmce,in  a  wifer  age  by  far, 
an  old  woman  made  her  fortune,  by  {hewing  us  that  lime  was  a 
cure  for  the  ftone.     Sir  John  Faiftaff,  were  he  alive  again,  would 

fay 
[  (a)  Ribi.     Oxford  Editor.  —  Vulg.  Ri'vo.'] 
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yet  a  coward  is  worfe  than  a  cup  of  fack  with  h'me  in  it. 

A  villainous  coward Go  thy  ways,  old  Jack,  die 

when  thou  wilt,  if  manhood,  good  manhood,  be  not 
forgot  upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  then  am  I  a  (hotten 
herring  :  there  live  not  three  good  men  unhang'd  in 
England,  and  one  of  them  is  fat,  and  grows  old,  God 
help,  the  while  !  a  bad  world  ;  I  fay.  +  I  would,  I 
were  a  weaver  ;  I  could  fing  pfalms,  and  all  manner 
offongs.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  1  fay  Hill  \ 
P.  He/iry.  How  now,  Wcslfack,  what  mutter  you  ? 
Fal.  A  King's  fon  ?  if  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 
Kingdom  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  all  thy  Sub- 
jeds  afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  wild  geefe,  I'll  never 
wear  hair  on  my  face  more.     You  Prince  of  Wales? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  you  whorfon  round  man  [  what's 
the  matter  ? 

Fal.  Are  you  not  a  coward  }  anfwer  me  to  that,  and 
Poins,  there  ? 

P.  Henry.  Ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me  coward,  Til 
ftab  thee. 

Fal.  I  call  thee  coward  !  I'll  fee  thee  damn'd  ere  I 
call  thee  coward  j  but  1  would  give  a  thoufand  pound  I 
could  run  as  faft  as  thou  canft.  You  are  ftrait  enough 
in  the  (houlders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your  back : 
call  you  that  backing  of  your  friends  ?  a  plague  upon 
fuch  backing  !  give  me  them  that  will  face  me  — — 
Give  me  a  cup  of  fack  ;  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  drunk  to 
day. 

fay  /he  deferved  it,  for  fatisfying  us  that  we  might  drink  fack  in 
fafety  :  but  that  liquor  has  been  long  fince  out  of  date.  I  think 
Lord  C/arendon,  in  his  Apology,  tells  us.  That  fiveetivineSy  before 
the  Rejtoration,  luere  Jo  much  to  the  Englifh  tafic,  that  tve  engroffed 
tbeiub'JeprodiiB  of  the  Canaries  ;  and  that  not  a  pipe  of  it  ivas 
expended  in  any  other  country  in  Europe  .  But  the  baniihed  Cava- 
liers brought  home  with  them  the  gouft  for  French  wines,  which 
has  continued  ever  fmce  j  and  from  whence,  perhaps,  we  may 
more  truly  date  the  greater  frequency  of  the  Jione. 

4  I  ^iV'juld,  I  lucre  a  ivea-uer  j  Icouldfingpfalmt,  &c.]  In  the 
perfecutions  of  the  proteftants  in  Flanders  under  Philip  II.  thofe 
who  came  over  into  England  on  that  occafion,  brought  with  them 
the  woollen  manufactory.  Thefe  were  Calvinifts,  who  were  al- 
ways diftinguiflied  for  their  love  of  pfalmody. 

P.  Henry, 
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P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thy  lips  are  fcarce  wip'd  fincc 
thou  drunk'ft  laft. 

FaL  All's  one  for  that.  [He  drinks. 

A  plague  of  all  cowards,  ftill,  fay  I  ! 

P.  hefiry.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fa/.  V/hat's  the  matter !  here  be  four  of  us,  have 
ta'en  a  thoufand  pound  this  morning. 

P.  Heftry.  Where  is  it,  Jack  F  where  is  it  ? 

Fa/.  Where  is  it  ?  taken  from  us,  it  is  ;  a  hundred 
upon  poor  four  of  us. 

P.  Henry.  What  a  hundred,  man  ? 

Fa/.  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half-fword  with  s 
dozen  of  them  two  hours  together.  I  have  efcap'd  by 
miracle.  I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  doublet, 
four  through  the  hofe,  my  buckler  cut  througn  and 
through,  my  fwordhack'd  like  ahand-faw,  ecce  fignum, 
I  never  dealt  better  fmce  I  was  a  man  ;  all  would  not 

do.     A  plague  of  all  cowards !  • let  them  fpeak  ; 

if  they  fpeak  more  or  lefs  than  truth,  they  are  villains 
and  the  fons  of  darknefs. 

P.  Henry.  Speak,  Sirs,  how  was  it  ? 

Gads.  We  four  fet  upon  fome  dozen. 

Fa/.  Sixteen,  at  lead,  my  lord. 

Gads.  And  bound  them. 

Peto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Fa/.  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  every  man  of 
them,  or  I  am  a  Jenjo  elfe,  an  Ebrenv  Jenu. 

Gads.  As  we  v/ere  ftiaring,  fome  fix  or  feven  frefh 
men  fet  upon  us. 

Fa/.  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  came  in  the 
other. 

P.  Henry.  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all  ? 

Fa/.  All  }  I  know  not,  what  ye  call  all  ;  but  if  I 
fought  not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radilh  : 
if  there  were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old 
Jacfiy  then  am  I  no  two-legg'd  creature. 

Poins.  Pray  heav'n,  you  have  not  murthered  fome 
of  them. 

Fa/.  Nay,  that's  paft  praying  for.  ■  I  have  pepper'd 
two  of  them  ;  two,  I  am  fure,  I  have  pay'd,  two 
rogues  in  buckram  fuits.     I  tell  thee  what,  Ha/^  If  I 

^  ^  tell 
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tell  thee  a  He,  fpit  in  my  face,  call  me  horfe ;  thou^ 
know^ft  my  old  ward  ;  here  I  lay,  and  thus  1  bore  my 
point ;  four  rogues  in  buckram  let  drive  at  me. 

P.  Henry,  What,  four  ?  thou  iaidfl  but  two,  ev^ 
now. 

Fal.  Four,  Hal,  I  told  thee  four. 

Poins.  Ay,  ay,  he  faid  four. 

Fal.  Thefe  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainly  thruft 
at  me  ;  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  feven 
points  in  my  target,  thus. 

P.  Henry,  Seven  ?  why  there  were  but  four,  even 
now. 

Fal.  In  buckram. 

Poins.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  fuits. 

Fal.  Seven,  by  thefe  hilis,  or  I  am  a  villain  elfe. 

P.  Henry.  Pr'ythce  let  him  alone,  we  fhall  have 
more  anon. 

Fal.  DoH  thou  hear  me,  Hal? 

P.  Henry.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too.  Jack. 
^  Fal.  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftning  too  :  theft 
nine  in  buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of  — 

P.  Henry.  SO)  two  more  already. 

Fal.  Their  points  being  broken  — 

Poins.  Down  fell  his  hofe. 

Fal.  Began  to  give  me  ground  ;  but  I  follow'd  me 
clofe,  came  in  foot  and  hand  i  and,  with  a  thought, 
feven  of  the  eleven  I  pay'd. 

P.  Henry.  O  monflrous !  eleven  buckram  men  grown 
out  of  two  ! 

Fal.  But  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mif-begot- 
ten  knaves  in  Kendal  green  came  at  my  back,  and  let 
drive  at  me  ;  (for  it  was  fo  dark,  Hal,  that  thou  couldft 
not  fee  thy  hand.) 

P.  Henry,  Thefe  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begets 
them,  grofs  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why, 
thou  clay-brain'd  guts,  thou  knotty-pated  fool,  thou 
whorfon  obfcene  greafie  tallow- catch > 

Fal.  What,  art  thou  mad  ?  art  thou  mad  ?  is  not  the 
truth,  the  truth  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  how  could'ft  thou  know  thefe  men 
in  Kendal  giQQn,  when  it  was  fo  dark,  thou  could'ft  not 

fe& 
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fee  thy  hand  ?  come,  tell  us  your  reafen :  what  fay'ft 
thou  to  this  ? 

Poins.  Come,  your  reafon.  Jack,  your  reafon. 

FaL  What,  upon  compulfion  ?  no ;  were   I  at   the 
ftfappado,  or  all  the  racks  in    the  world,  I  would  not 
tell  you  on  compulfion.     Give  you  a  reafon  on    com-  * 
pulfion  !  if  reafons  were  as  plenty  as  black-berries,  1 
would  give  no  man  a  reafon  upon  compulfion.    I  ?        '  ' 

P.  Henry.  I'll  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  fin.  This 
fanguine  coward,  this  bed-prefier,  this  horfe-back- 
breaker,  this  huge  hill  of  flelh, • 

FaL  Away,  yoa  ftarveling,  you  (a)  eel-fkin,  you 
dry'd  neats-tongue,  bull's  pizzel,  you  ftock-fifti :  O 
for  breath  to  utter !  What  is  like  thee  ?  You  taylor's 
yard,  you  Iheath,  you  bow-cafe,  you  vile  Handing 
tuck,*— 

P.  Henry.  Well,  breathe  a  while,  and  then  to't  again; 
and  when  thou  haft  tir'd  thy  felf  in  bafe  comparifons, 
hear  me  fpeak  but  this. 

Poins.  Mark,   Jack. 

P.  Henry,  We  two  faw  you  four  fet  on  four,  you 
bound  them,  and  were  mafters  of  their  wealth  :  mark 
now,  how  a  plain  tale  fiiall  put  you  down.  Then  did 
we  two  fet  on  you  four,  and  with  a  word,  out-fac'd 
you  from  your  prize,  and  have  it ;  yea,  and  can  fhew 
it  youhere  in  the  houfe.  And,  Falfiaf,  you  carry 'd 
your  guts  away  as  nimbly,  with  as  quick  dexterity,  and 
roar'd  for  mercy,  and  ftill  ran  and  roar'd,  as  ever  I 
heard  bull-calf.  What  a  Have  art  thou,  to  hack  thy 
fword  as  thou  haft  done,  and  then  fay  it  was  in  fight-— 
What  trick  ?  what  device  ?  what  ftarting  hole,  canft 
thou  now  find  out,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and 
apparent  fname  ? 

Poins.  Come,  let's  hear.  Jack:  what  trick  haft 
thou  now  ? 

FaL  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye,  as  well  as  he  that 
made  ye.  Why,  hear  ye,  my  mafters  ;  was  it  for  riie 
to  kill  the  heir  apparent  ?  Should  I  turn  upon  the  true 
Prince  ?  Why,   thou  knoweft.  Lam  as  valiant  as  Her-^ 

Ua)  Eel-Jkin,    Oxford  Editor,— —Vulg.  Elf-Jkitu} 
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cules  ;  but  beware  inftindV ;  the  Lion  will  not  touch  the 
true  Prince  :  inftinft  is  a  great  matter.  I  was  a  coward 
on  inftinft  :  I  (hall  think  the  better  of  my  felf,  and 
thee,  during  my  life  ;  I,  for  a  valiant  Lion,  and  thou 
for  a  true  Prince.  But,  by  the  lord,  lads,  I  am  glad 
you  have  the  money.  Hoftefs,  clap  to  the  doors  ; 
watch  to  night,  pray  to  morrow.  Gallants,  lads, 
boys,  hearts  of  gold,  all  the  titles  of  good  fellowlhip 
come  to  you  !  What,  (hall  we  be  merry  ?  (hall  we 
have  a  play  extempore  ? 

V.Henry,  Content: and  the  argument  Ihall  be 

thy  running  away. 

Fal,  Ah  !— no  more  of  that,  Hal,  if  thouloveftme. 

SCENE    X. 

Enter  Hoftefs. 

Boft.  O  Jefu  !  my  lord  the  Prince  ! 

P.  Henry.  How  now,  my  lady  the  hoftefs,  what 
fay 'ft  thou  to  me? 

Hoft.  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  Nobleman  of  the 
Court  at  door  would  fpeak  with  you  i  he  fays,  he  comes 
from  your  father. 

.P.  Henry.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a 
royal  man,  and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  mother. 

Fal.  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Hoft.  An  old  man. 

Fal.  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight  ? 
Shall  I  give  him  his  anfwer  ?  m 

P.  Henry.  Pr'ythee,  do,  Jack.  '| 

Fal.  Faith,  and  I'll  fend  him  packing.  [Exit, 

P.  Henry.  Now,  Sirs,  by'r  lady,  you  fought  fair ;  fo 
did  you,  Peto ;  fo  did  you,  Bardolph :  you  are  Lions 
too,  you  ran  away  upon  inftin^l  j  you  will  not  touch 
the  true  Prince  j  no,  fie  ! 

Bard.  'Faith,  [  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 

P.  Henry.  Tell  me  now  in  earneft  i  how  came  Fal- 
ftajf's  fword  (o  hackt  .? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  dagger,  and  faid, 
he  would  fwear  truth  out  of  England^  bat  he  ^  ould 
make  you  believe  it  was  done  in  iight,  and  perfuaded  us 
to  do  the  like. 

Bard, 
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Bard.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  with  fpear-grafs, 
to  make  them  bleed  ;  and  then  beflubber  our  garments 
with  it,  and  fwear  it  was  the  blood  of  true  men.  I  did 
That  I  did  not  thefc  (even  years  before,  I  bluih'd  to 
hear  his  monftrous  devices. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thou  ftollefl  a  cup  of  fack  eigh- 
teen years  ago,  and  wert  5  taken  with  the  manner,  and 
ever  fmce  thou  haft  blufh'd  extempore  ;  thou  hadft  fire 
and  fword  on  thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ranneft  away  j 
what  inftinft  hadil  thou  for  it  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  do  you  fee  thefc  meteors  ?  do  you 
behold  thefe  exhalations  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 

P.  Henry.  Hot  livers,  and  cold  purfes. 
.  Bard.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken. 

P.  Henry.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter. 

S  C  E  N  E    XI. 
Reenter  FalftafF. 
Here  comes  lean  Jack,  here  comes  bare-bone.     How 
now,  my  fweet  creature  of  bombaft,  how  long  is't  ago. 
Jack,  fmce  thou  faw'ft  thy  own  knee  ? 

Fal.  My  own  knee  ?  When  I  was  about  thy  years, 
Hal,  I  was  not  an  Eagle's  talon  in  the  wafte  ;  I  could 
have  crept  into  any  alderman's  thumb-ring  :  a  plague 
of  fighing  and  grief,  it  blows  a  man  up  like  a  bladder. 
There's  villainous  news  abroad  :  here  was  Sir  John 
Braby  from  your  Father  ;  you  muft  go  to  the  Court  in 
the  morning.     That   fame  mad  fellow  of   the  north 

l^a-^'T^^^'f  ^^''^  ^^^'''  ^^^'  g^^e  '^"^'^^on  the 
baftmado,  and  made  Lucifer  cuckold,  and  fwore  the 
devil   his  true  Liegeman  upon    the  crofs  of  a  Wel^- 

hook  :  what  a  plague  call  you  him •  ^ 

Poins.  O,  GlendoHJuer. 

(5)  taken-mthemanner.-\     TheQuartoand  Folio  read  -with  the 
^n^ner,  wh.ch  .  right,      ^aken  ^:th  the  manner  is  .  Jaw  phraft 

Oxford  Editor  z\t^rs  it,  for  better  fecurity  of  the  fenfc    to 

taken  in  the  m  a  t<i  o  u  r  ' 

I.  e.l  fuppofc,  by  the  lord  of  it,  as  a  flrey.  ' 

Fa/. 
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Fal.  On^erit  Onven  ;  the  fame  ;  and  his  fon-in-Iaw 
Mortimer,  and  old  Northumberland ^  and  that  fprightly 
Scot  of  ^cotsy  Douglas,  that  runs  a  horleback  up  a  hill 
perpendicular- • 

P.  Henry.  He  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  a 
piftol  kills  a  Sparrow  flying. 

Fal.   You  have  hit  it. 

P.  Henry.  So  did  he  never  the  Sparrow. 

Fal.  Well;  that  rafcal  hath  good  mettle  in  him,  he 
will  not  run. 

P.  Henry,  Why,  what  a  rp.fcal  art  thou  then,  to 
praife  him  fo  for  running? 

Fal.  A  horfeback,  ye  cuckow,— but  afoot,  he  will 
not  budge  a  foot. 

P.  Henry.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  inflinfl. 

Fal.  I  grant  ye,  upon  inftinft :  well,  he  is  there  too, 
and  one  Mordake,  and  a  thoufand  blue- caps  more. 
Worcejler  is  (loin  av/ay  by  night :  thy  father's  beard  is 
turn'd  white  with  the  news :  you  may  buy  land  now  as 
cheap  as  {linking  mackerel. 

P.  Henry.  Then  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  June, 
and  this  civil  buffetting  hold,  we  fhall  buy  maiden- 
heads as  they  buy  hob  nails,  by  the  hundred. 

Fal.  By  the  mafs,  lad,  thou  fay '11  true  ;  it  is  like, 
we  fliall  have  good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  me, 
Hal,  art  not  thou  horribly  afeard  ?  thou  being  heir 
apparent,  could  the  world  pick  thee  out  three  fuch 
enemies  again  as  that  fiend  Doix'glas,  that  fpirit  Percy, 
and  that  devil  Glendoiver  ?  art  thou  not  horribly  afraid? 
doth  not  thy  blood  thrill  at  it  ? 

P.  Henry  Not  a  whit,  i'' faith  :  I  lack  fome  of  thy 
indin^b. 

tai.  "VVell,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to  morrow, 
when  thou  com'il  to  thy  father  :  if  thou  do  love  me, 
prailife  an  anfvver. 

P.  Henry.  Do  thou  (land  for  my  father,  and  examine 
me  upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Fal  Shall  I  ?  content :  this  Chair  (hall  be  my  State, 
this  Dagger  my  Scepter,  and  thisCufhion  my  Crown. 

P.  Binry,  Thy  Hate  is   taken  for  a  joint-lbol,  thy 

golden 
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golden  fcepter  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious 
rich  Crown  for  a  pitiful  bald  crown. 

Fal.  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of 
thee,  now  (halt  thou  be  moved  — Give  me  a  cup  of 
Sack  to  make  mine  eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be 
thought  I  have  weptj  for  I  muft  fpeak  in  pafiion,  and 
J  will  do  it  in  ^  King  Camhyfes''  vein. 

P,  Henry.  Well,  here  is  my  leg. 

Fai.  And  here  is  my  fpeech -Stand  afide,  Nobi- 
lity  

Ho/}.  Tbi?  is  excellent  fport,  i'faith. 

Fal.  Weep  not,  fuject  ^cettf  for  trickling  tears  are 
*vain. 

Eoft.  O  the  father  I  how  he  holds  his  countenance  ? 

Fal.  For  God's  fake^  lords,  conuey  my  trijiful  ^eetty 
For  tears  do  Jlop  the  flood  gates  of  her  eyes. 

Hofl.  O  rarC)  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thofe  harlotry 
Players,   as  I  ever  fee. 

Fal.  Peace,  good  pint  pot;  peace,  good  tickle- brain-- 

*  7  Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel,  where  thou  fpendeft 

*  thy  time  ;  but  alfo,  how  thou  art  accompany 'd  :  for 

*  though  the  camomile,  the  more  it  is  trodden  on,  the 
«  fafter  it  grows:  yet  youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted, 

*  the  fooner  it  wears.     Thou  art  my  fon  j  I  have  partly 

*  thy   mother's  word,   partly  my  own  opinion  ;  but 

*  chiefly,  a  villainous  trick  of  thine  eye,  and  a  foolifh 

*  hanging  of  thy  nether  lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.     If 

*  then  thou  be  fon  to  me,  here  lyeth  the  point  -,  why, 

*  being  fon  to  me,  art  thou  fo  pointed  at  ?  Shall  the 

*  bleffed  Sun  of  heav'n  prove  ^  a  micher,  and  eat  black- 

*  berries?  a  queftion  not  to  be  alk'd.     Shall  the  fon  of 

*  England  prove  a.  thief  and  take  purfes    '-a.  queftion 

*  to  be  afk'd.     There  is   a  thing,  Harry,  which  thou 

*  haft  often  heard  of,  and  it  is  known  to  many  in  our 

*  Land  by  the  name  of  pitch  :  this  pitch,  as  ancient 

6  King  Cambyfes'  vein.']  A  bombaft  play  of  that  time. 

7  Harry,  /  do  not  only  marvel,  &c.]  A  ridicule  on  the  public 
oratory  of  that  time. 

8  a  micher,]  /.  e.  Truant  j  to  mich,  is  to  lurk  out  of  fight,  a 
hedge-creeper. 

Vol.  IV.  H  *  writers 
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*  writers  do  report,  doth  defile ;  fo  doth  the  company 

*  thou  keep'ft ;  for,   Harry,  now  do  I  not  fpeak  to 

*  thee  in  drink,  but  in  tears :   not  in  pleafure,  but  in 

*  paflion;  not  in  words  only,  but  in  woes  alfo  ;  and 

*  yet  there  is  a  virtuous  man,  whom  I  have  often 

*  noted  in  thy  company,  but  I  know  not  his  name. 

P.  Henry.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your 
Majefty  ? 

Fal.  *  A  goodly  portly  man,  i'faith,  and  a  corpu- 

*  lent ;  of  a  chearful  look,  a  pleafant  eye,  and  a  moft 

*  noble  carriage  ;  and,  as  I  think,  his  age  fome  fifty, 

*  or,  by'r-lady,  inclining  to   threefcore;  and  now,  I 

*  remember  me,  his  name  is   Fal/iaff:  if    that  man 

*  fliould  be  lewdly  given,  he  deceives  me ;  for,  Harry, 

*  I  fee  virtue  in  his  looks,     (a)  If  then  the  fruit  may 

*  be  known  by  the  tree,  as  the  tree  by  the  fruit,  then 

*  peremptorily  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  viruie  in  that  Fal- 

*  y?^/"j  him  keep  with,  the  reft  baniih.     And  tell  me 

*  now,  thou  naughty  varlet,  tell  me,  where  haft  thou 

*  been  this  month  ? 

P.  Henry.  Doft  thou  fpeak  like  a  King  ?  do  thou 
fland  for  Me,  and  I'll  play  my  father. 

FaL  Depofe  me  ? —  If  thou  doft  it  half  fo  gravely, 
fo  majeftically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up 
hy  the  heels  for  a  rabbet-fucker,  9  or  a  poulterer's 
hare. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  here  I  am  fet. 

Fal.  A.nd  here  1  ftand  ;  judge,  my  mafters. 

P.  Henry.  Now,   Harry,  whence  come  you  ? 

Fa/.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eaft- cheap. 

P.  Henry.  The  Complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are 
grievous. 

Fal.  'Sblood  my  lord,  they  are  falfe.^ Nay, 

I'll  tickle  ye  for  a  young  Prince. 

P.  Henry.  'Sweareft  thou,  ungracious  boy  ?  hence- 

*  forth  ne'er  look  on  me;   thou   art  violently  carried 

9  or  tf  poulterer^  hare.]  Meaning  a  painted  hare,  fhaped  on  a 

boaid  uieu  by  pi^ukeiers  for  a  fign. 

faj  If  then  the  fruit  may  be  knoivn  bf  the  tree,  as  the  tree  by 
ihefi-i:.lt.  Oxford  Ed. tor. — Vulg.  If  then  the  tree  may  ha  knoivn 
hyt  he  fruity  as  the  fruit  by  the  tree, 

*  away 
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•  away  from  grace  ;  there's  a  devil  haunts  thee,  in  the 

•  likenefs  of  a  fat  old  man  :  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  com- 

*  panion.     Why  doft  thou  converfe  with  that  trunk  of 

*  humours,    that   boulting- hutch    of  bealUinels,    ihiX 

*  fwoln  parcel  of  dropfies,  that  huge  bombard  oi^  fack, 

*  that  ilufFt   cloak -bag  of  guts,   that  roafted   Manning- 

*  tree  Ox  with  the  pudding  in  his  belly,   that  reverend 
«  vice,    that  grey   iniquity,    that  father  ruffian,    that 

•  vanity  in  years  ?  Wherein   is  he  good,  but  to  tafte 

*  fack  and  drink  it?  wherein  neat  and  cleanly,  bat  to 
«  carve  a  capon  and  eat  it  ?  wherein  cunning,  but  in 

•  craft?  wherein  crafty  but   in   villany  ?  wherein   vil- 

•  lainous,  but  in   all  things  ?  wherein  worthy,  but  ia 

•  nothing  ? 

Fal.  I  would,  your  Grace  would  take  me  with  you  : 
whom  means  your  Grace  ? 

P.  Henry.  That  villainous  abominable  mif-leader  of 
youth,  Faljiaf,  that  old  white-bearded  Sathan. 

Fal.  My  lord,  the  man  I  know. 

P.  Henry.  I  know,    thou  doft. 

Fal.  '  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than 

*  m  my  felf,  were  to  fay   more  than   I  know.     That 

•  he  is  old,  the  more  is  the  pity,  his  white  hairs  do 

•  witnefs  it:  but  that  he  is,  (faving  your  reverence  )  a 
«  whoremafter,  that  I  utterly  deny.     U  fack  and  fugar 

*  be  a  fault,  God  help  the  wicked !  if  to  be  old  and 

•  merry,  be  a  fin,    then  many  an  old  Hoft    that  I 

•  know,  is  damn'd  :   if  to  be  fat,  be  to  be  hated     then 

*  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  are  to  be  lov'd.  No,  my  good 
'  lord,  banilh  Peto,  banilh  Bardolph,  banifh  Poins  • 
\  ^utforfweety^ciF.//.^,  V:.n^  Jack  Faljiaff,   true 

Jack  Falftaf,    valiant  Jack  Faljiaf,   and    therefore 

*  more  valiant,  being  as  he  is,  old  Jack  Fai/Iaff- ^ 
^  baniOinothim  thy  Harrfs  company:  banilh  pkliip 
f  Jack,  and  banifh  all  the  world,  ^ 

P.  Henry.  I  do,   I  will. 

[  Knocking ;  and  Hoftefs  goes  out. 
Enter  Bardolph  runtiing 
Pard.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord,  the  Sheriff,  with  a  moll 
monftrous  Watch,  is  at  the  door, 

^   2  FaL 
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Fal.  Out,  you  rogue !  play  out  the  Play  :   I  have 
much  to  fay  in  behalf  of  th^t  Faljiaff". 
Reeriterthe  Hcjicfs. 

Hoji.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 

Fal.  Heigh,  heigh,  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddle- 
flick  :  what's  the  matter  ? 

Hofl.  The  Sheriff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  door : 
they  are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe  :   fliall  I  let  them  in  ? 

Fal.  Doll  thou  hear,  BalP  never  call  a  true  piece 
of  gold  a  counterfeit :  thou  art  effentialJy  mad,  with- 
out feeming  fo.  ^ 

P.  Henry.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  in-  m 
ftina. 

Fal.  I  deny  your  rrcjor ;  if  you  will  deny  the  Sheriff, 
fo  ;  if  not,  let  him  enter.  If  I  become  not  a  cart  as 
well  as  another  man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up  ;  I 
hope,  I  (hall  as  foon  be  ilrangled  with  a  halter,  as 
another. 

P.  Henry,  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras,  the  reft 
walk  up  above.  Now,  my  mailers,  for  a  true  face 
and  good  confcience. 

Fal.  Both  which  I  have  had  ;  but  their  date  is  out, 
and  therefore  Til  hide  me. 

[£Ar^««/ FalflafF,  Bardolph,  ^c. 

P.  Henry.  Call  in  the  Sheriff. 

SCENE     XII. 

Enter  Sheriff  and  Carrier. 
Now,  mafter  Sheriff,  what  is  your  will  with  me  ? 

Sber.  Firft,  pardon  me,  my  lord.  A  hue  and  cry 
Hath  foUow'd  certain  men  unto  this  houfe, 

P.  Henry^  What  men  ? 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  lord, 
A  grofs  fat  man. 

Car.  As  fat  as  butter. 

P.  Henry.  The  man,  I  do  affure  you,  is  not  here, 
For  I  my  felf  at  this  time  have  imploy'd  him ; 
And,  Sheriff,  I  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
Th:;t  I  will,  by  to  morrow  dinner  time, 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  man. 

For 
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For  any  tiling  he  fnall  be  cliarg'd  withal  : 
And  fo  1st  me  intreat  you  leave  the  houfe. 

Sher.   I  will,  my  lord  :  there  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  loft  three  hundred  marks. 

?. Henry,  It  may  be  fo  ;  if  he  haverobb'd  thefe  men. 
He  (hall  be  anfwerable  ;    and  fo  farewel. 
Sher.  Good  night,    my  noble  lord. 
•  P.  Henry.  I  think,  it  is  good  morrow,  is  it  not  ? 
Sher.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  think  it  be  two  o'  clock. 

[Exit. 
P.H^«r)'.This  oily  rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  P^a/^s  : 
go  call  him  forth. 

Peto.  falfiaff faft  afleep,   behind  the  arras, 

and  fnorting  like  a  horfe.    , 

P.  Henry,  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  breath  :  fearch 
his  Pockets. 

[He  fearch es  his  pocket s^    arj finds  certain  pap»r$. 
P.  Henry.   What  haft  thou  found  ? 
Fcto.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 
P.  Henry.  Let's  fee,  what  be  they  ?  read  them. 
Peto.   Item,  a  capon,   2  j.   2  d. 
Item^  Sawce,  4^. 
Itenty   Sack,  two  gallons,  5  j.  %d. 
Item,   Anchoves  and  fack  after  fupper,   2  s.  6d. 
Itemy  Bread,  a  halfpenny. 

P.  Henry.  O  monftrous  !  but  one  half-penny  worth 
of  bread,  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  fack  ?  What  there 
is  elle,  keep  ciofe,  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage  ; 
there  let  him  fieep  'till  day.  I'll  to  the  Court  in  the 
morning  :  we  muft  all  to  the  wars,  and  tliy  place  {hall 
be  honourable.  I'll  procure  this  fat  rogue  a  charge  of 
foot,  and,  ^  I  know,  his  death  will  be  a  march  of 
twelvefcore.  The  money  fhall  be  paid  back  again  with 
advantage.  Be  v/ith  me  betimes  in  the  morning  ;  and 
fo  good  morrow,   Peto. 

Peto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord.         -   [Exeunt. 

1  Iknoiv,  his  death  vjill  be  a  march  of  tvuel-vefcsre.'\  i.  c.  It 
will  kill  him  to  march  fo  far  as  twelvefcore  foot. 
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ACT     III.     SCENE     I. 

The  Archdeacon  of  Bangcr'j  Houfe  in  Wales* 

luter    Hot  fpur,  Woicefter,  Lord  Mortimer,    and 

Oiven  Glendower.  ■ 

i. 

Mortimer. 

THESE  promiles  are  fair,  the  parties  fure,  J 

And  our  induction  full  of  profp'rous  hope.         '  ■ 

Hot.  Lord  Mortimer,  and  coufin  Glendonjoer, 
Will  you  fit  down  ? 

And,  uncle  Worcejler a  plague  upon  it ! 

I  have  forgot  the  map. 

Glend.  No,   here  it  is  ; 
Sit,  coufin  Percy  ;    fit,    good  coufin  Hot-fpur  : 
For,    by  that  name,  as  oft  as  Lancajier 
Doth  fpeak  of  you,   ^  his  cheek  looks  pale  ;  and  with 
A  rifing  figh,   he  wiiheth  you  in  heav'n. 

Hot.  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
0<zren  Gle?!do<vj£r  fpoke  of. 

Glend.  "  I  blame  him  not  :  at  my  Nativity, 
'*  The  front  of  heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  (hapes, 
*•'  Of  burning  Crefi'ets  ;  know,   that,  at  my  birth, 
*•  1  he  frame  and  the  foundation  of  the  earth 
**  Shook  like  a  coward. 

Hot.  '•  So  it  wou'd  have  done 
♦•  At  the  fame  feafon,    if  your  mother's  cat 
•*  Had  kitten'd,  though  your  felf  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Glend.  I  fay,  the  earth  did  fhake  when  I  was  born. 

Hot.  I  fay,  the  earth  then  was  not  of  my  mind  ; 
If  you  fuppofe,    as  fearing  you,  it  fhook. 

GUnd.  The  heav'ns  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did 
tremble.  [fire. 

Hot,  O,   tlien   the  earth  (hook  to  fee  the  heav'ns  on 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
**  Difeafed  Nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 

1  —  kh  checks  Jiokpale  j — ]  Qusrto,  better.  His  cheek  look's. 
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In  ftrange  eruptions  ;   and  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  colick  pinch'd  and  vext, 
By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within  her  womb  ;  which,  for  enlargement  ftriving. 
Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples  down 
High  tow'rs  and  mofs-grown  fteeples.  At  your  birth. 
Our  grandam  earth,  with  this  diflemperature. 
In  paffion  {hook. 

G/enJ.  Coufm,  of  many  men 
I  do  not  bear  thefe  croffings :  give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again,  that  at  my  birth 
**  The  front  of  heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  fhap.es ; 
"  The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
"  Were  ftrangely  clam'rous  in  the  frighted  fields : 
Thefe  figns  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary. 
And  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  fhew, 
I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  comrrK)n  men. 
Where  is  he  living,  dipt  in  with  the  fea 
That  chides  the  banks  oi  England,  PFales,  or  Scai/aaJ, 
Who  calls  me  pupil,   or  hath  read  to  me  ? 
And  bring  him  out,   that  is  but  wc^man's  i'on, 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art. 
Or  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot.  1  think,  there  is  no  man  fp^aks  better  IfeZ/^^. 

I'll  to  dinner 

Morf.  Peace,  coufm  Perry  ;  you  will  make  him  mad. 
G/en.  I  can  call  Spirits  from  the  varty  deep. 
Hot.  Why,  fo  can  J,  or  fo  can  any  man  : 
But,  will  they  come  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

G/end.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee  to  command  the  devil. 
Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,  coz,  to  (hame  the  devil. 
By  telling  truth  j  TV//  trutb  andjhame  the  denjil. — 
If  thou  haft  pow'r  toraife  him,  bring  him  hither. 
And  I'll  be  fworn,  I've  pow'r  to  (hame  hirn  hence. 
Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  ihame  the  devil. 

Mort.  Come,  come  ! 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat.  [head 

Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bolwgbroke  laade 
Againft  my  pow'r  ;  thrice  from  the  banks  of  JVye, 
And  fandy-bottom'd5f<i;^r«,  have  I  fent 
Him  boodefs  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

H  4  H<iU 
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Hot.  Home,  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  too  •' 
How  Tcapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 

Glend.  Come,   here's  the  Map :  Shall  we  divide  our 
Right, 
According  to  our  threefold  order  ta'en  ? 

Mart.  Th' Archdeacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,   very  equally  : 
England,  from  ^rent^  and  Server n  hitherto, 
By  fourh  and  eall,    is  to  my  part  aflign'd  : 
All  weilward,   Wales,  beyond  the  Se<vern  fhore, 
And  ail  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Oijcen  GUndoiver  ;  and,  dear  Coz,    to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  T^rent, 
And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawn  : 
Which  being  fealed  interchangeably, 
(A  bufmels,  that  this  night  may  execute) 
To  morrov/,   coufin  Percy ^  you  and  /, 
And  my  good  lord  of  Worcejievy  will  fet  forth. 
To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Hcotti/h  Power, 
As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shreivsbury. 
My  father  Glendo'wer  is  not  ready  yet. 
Nor  ihall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  days  : 
Within  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 
Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

Glend.  A  Ihorter  time  fhall  fend  me  to  you,  lords : 
And  in  my  conduci  iliall  your  ladies  come, 
From  whom  you  now  mull  ileal,  and  take  no  leave  j 
For  there  v.'ili  be  a  world  of  water  (hed. 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you.  [here, 

Hal.  ^   rViethii)ks,  my  portion,    north  from  Bxrton 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours  : 
See,  how  this  river  com.es  me  crankling  in. 
And  cuts  me,  from  the  beft  of  all  my  land, 
A  huge  half-moon,  a  monftrous  cantle  out. 
I'll  have  the  Current  in  this  place  damm'd  up  : 
And  here  the  fmug  and  filver  Trent  (hall  run 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly  : 

2  Methinks,  my  moiety, — ]  Hot-fpur  is  here  juft  fuch  a  divider 
as  the  Iripoman  who  made  tkree  bahes  ;  Therefore,  for  the  ho- 
nour of  Sbakejpear,  I  will  fuppofe,  with  the  Oxford  Editor^  that 
he  w'xoit'pertion. 

It 
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It  (hall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deep  indent. 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Glend.  Not  wind  ?  it  fliall,  it  muft  ;  you  fee,  it  doth. 
■    Mort.  But  mark,  he  bears  his  courfe,   and  runs  me  up 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide, 
Gelding  th'  oppofed  continent  as  much, 
As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you. 

Wor.  Yes,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  here. 
And  on  this  north-fide  win  this  cape  of  land. 
And  then  he  runs  ftraight  and  even. 

Hot    I'll  have  it  fo,  a  little  charge  will  do  it. 

Glend.  I  will  not  have  it  alter'd. 

Hot.  Will  not  you  ? 

Glend.  No,  nor  you  (hall  not. 

Hot.   Who  (hall  fay  me  nay  ? 

Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  underftand  you  then. 
Speak  it  in  We//h. 

Glend.  I  can  fpeak  Englilh,  lord,  as  well  as  you. 
For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  Englijh  Court : 
Where,  being  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 
Many  an  Englijh  Ditty,  lovely  well. 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament ; 
A  virtue,  that  was  never  feen  in  you. 

Hot.  Marry,  and  I'm  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart, 
**  I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry,  mew  !  ■  »    ■    « 
*'  Than  one  of  thefe  fame  meeter- ballad -mongers  \ 
"  I'd  rather  hear  a  brazen  candleftick  turn'd, 
**  Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree, 
"  And  that  would  nothing  fet  my  teeth  on  edge, 
"  Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  Poetry  ; 
"  'Tis  like  the  forc'd  gate  of  a  (huffling  nag. 

Glend.  Come,  you  (hall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  care  ;  I'll  give  thrice  fo  much  land 
To  any  well-deferving  friend  ; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn  ?  (hall  we  be  gone  ? 

Qlend.  The  moon  (hines  f*ir,   you  niay  away  by 
night : 

H  5  3  I'a 
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(5  ril  hafte  the  writer)  ard  with:.], 

Break  with  your  Wives  of  your  aeparture  hence  : 

I  am  afraid  my  daughter  will  run  mad  ; 

So  much  fhe  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  \_Exit. 

SCENE     II. 

Mart.  Fie,  coufin  Percy ^  how  yoa  crofs  my  father  ? 

Hot.   I  cannot  chufe  \  fometime  he  angers  me, 
"  With  telling  +  of  the  Moldwarp  and  the  Ant, 
**  Of  dreamer  Merlin^  and  his  prophecies  ; 
*'  And  of  a  dragon,  and  a  finlefs  fifli, 
**   A  dipt- wing  GrifFin,    and  a  moulting  Raven  ; 
*'  A  couching  Lion,  and  a  ramping  Cat  ; 
'•  And  fuch  a  deal  of  llcimble-lkamble  ftuiF, 
"  As  puts  me  from  my  faith.     I  tell  you  what, 
*•  He  held  me  the  laft  night  at  leafl:  nine  hours, 
**  In  reck'ning  up  the  feveral  devils  names, 
"  That  were  his  lackeys :   I  cry'd  hum,—  and  well,— - 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.     O,  he's  as  tedious: 
As  a  tir'd  horfe,  or  as  a  railing  wife  : 
Worfe  than  a  fmoaky  houfe.     I'd  rather  live 
With  cheefe  and  garlick,  in  a  windmil,  far  ; 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me. 
In  any  fummer-houfeinchriftendom. 

Mart.  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman  ; 
Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profited 
In  ftrange  concealments ;  valiant  as  a  Lion  j 
And  wond'rous  affable  ;  as  bountiful 
As  Mines  of  India :  (hall  I  tell  you,  coufm  ? 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refped. 
And  curbs  himfelf,  even  of  his  natural  fcope. 
When  you  do  crofs  his  humour;   'faith,  he  does 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive 
Might  fo  have  tempted  him  as  you  have  done. 
Without  the  tafte  of  danger  and  reproof. 
But  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  me  intreat  you. 

fl  Cr/l  hajie  the  writer  J    He  means  the  writer  of  the  articles. 

^  Mr.  Pope. 

^ —  of  the  Moldwarp  and  the  Ant. '\     This  alludes  to  an   old 

irophecy  which  is*  faid  to  have  induced  Onven   Glendofwer  to  take 
aras  againft  King  Henry,    Se?  fi(llh  Chronicle,  fojio  2c. 

■^  Mr. Pope. 

Wor. 
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Wor.  In  faith,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilful- blame. 
And,  fince  your  coming  here,  have  done  eaough- 
To  put  him  quite  befides  his  patience  : 
You  muft  needs  learn,  lord,   to  amend  this  fault ; 
Though  fometimes  it  (hews  greatnefs,  courage,  blood, 
(And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you  ;) 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harfh  rage, 
Defedt  of  manners,  want  of  government. 
Pride,  haughtinefs,  opinion,  and  difdain  : 
The  leaft  of  which,  haunting  a  Nobleman, 
Lofeth  men's  hearts,  and  leaves  behind  a  ftaia 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  befides,, 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation.  [fpeed  f 

Hot.  Well,  I  am  fchool'd  :  good   manners  be  your 
Here  come  oar  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Glendower,  nvith  the  ladies. 

Mart.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me. 
My  wife  can  fpeak  no  Engli/h,  I  no  Weljh. 

Glen.  My  daughter  weeps,  fhe   will  not  part  witk 

you. 

She'll  be  a  foldier  too,  (he'll  to  the  wars. 

Mart.  Good  father,  tell  her,  (he  and  my  aunt  Vercy 
Shall  follow  in  your  condu6l  fpecdily. 

[Glendowery^f^yfi  to  her  in  Wellh,  andjhean- 
fajoenhim  in  the  fame. 
Glend.  She's  defp'rate  herei    a  peevifti  felf-wiird 
harlotry. 
That  no  perfuafion  can  do  good  upon. 

ILady /peaks  in  Wt\^: 
Mort.  I  underftand  thy  looks  ;  that  pretty  Wel/h, 
Which  thou  pour'fl:  down  from    thofe    two  fwelling 

heavens, 
I  am  too  per  fed  in  :  and,  but  for  fliame. 
In  fuch  a  parly  fhould  I  anfvver  thee. 

[The  Lady  again  in  Welflj, 
I  underftand  thy  kiffes,  and  thou  mine  ; 
And  that's  a  feeling  difputation  : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  truant,  love^ 

'Tin 
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Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  language  ;  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  We^/h  as  fvveet  as  ditties  highly  penn'd, 
Sung  by  a  fair  Queen  in  a  fummer's  bower, 
With  ravifhing  divifion  to  her  lute. 

Glend,  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  (he  run  mad. 
\fThe  Lady  [peaks  again  in  WeKh. 

Mart.  O,  I  am  Ignorance  icfelf  in  this. 

Glend.  She  bids  you, 
•*  All  on  the  wanton  ruflies  lay  you  down, 
**  And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap, 
*•  And  (he  will  fing  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you, 
**   5  And  on  your  eye-lids  crown  the  God  of  Sleep, 
**  Charming  your  blood  with  pleafmg  heavinefs  ; 
•*  Making  fuch  difF'rencc  betwixt  wake  andfleep, 
•*  As  is  the  difPrence  betwixt  day  and  night, 
*'  The  hour  before  the  heav'nly-harnefs'd  team 
**  Begins  his  golden  progrefs  in  the  eaft. 

Mort.  With  all  my  heart  I'll  fit,  and  hear  her  fing  : 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Glend.  Do  fo  j 
^  And  tho'  th'  muficians,  that  (hall  play  to  you 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thoufand  leagues  from  hence  ; 
Yet  ftrait  they  (hall  be  here  j  fit,  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfed  in  lying  down  : 
come,  quick,  quick,  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy  lap. 

Lady.  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe.  \T^he  mufick  plays. 

Hot  Now  I  perceive  the  devil  underftands  fVelJh  : 
and  *tis  no  marvel,  he  is  fo  humouroiis,  by'r  lady,  he's 
a  good  mufician. 

Lady.  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  mufical,  for 
you  are  altogether  govern'd  by  humours  :  lie  flill,  yc; 
thief,  and  hear  the  lady  fing  in  If^el/^. 

5  And  on  your  eye-lids  croton  the  God  of  Sleep,']  The  expreflion 
is  fine  ;  intimating,  that  the  God  of  Sleep  ihould  not  only  Jit  on 
his  eye-lids,  but  that  he  ihould  Jit  croivn'd,  that  is,  pleafed  and 
delighted. 

6  >^fl</ THOSE  muJicianSf  that  Jhall  play  to  you 

Hang  in  the  air  -*      i»m  ■    Yet]  The  particle_yf/'  being  ufed 

here  adverfatively,  muft  have  a  particle  of  Gonceiiion  preceding  it, 
I  read  therefore 

And  tho'  t  h'  mujcians  n 

Hot. 
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Hot.  I  had  rather  hear  Lady,  my  brach,  howl  in  //j/^. 

Lady.  Would'ft  have  thy  head  broken  ? 

Hot.  No. 

Lady.  Thenbeftill. 

Hot.  Neither,  'tis  a  woman's  fault. 

Lady.  Now  God  help  thee  ! 

Hot.  To  the  fFi?/Jh  lady's  bed. 

Lady.  What's  that  ? 

Hot,  Peace,  fhe  fings. 

[Hen  the  Lady  fings  a  Wel(hy^«g', 
Come,  I'll  have  your  fongtoo. 

Lady.  Not  mine  ingoodfooth. 

Hot.   Not  yours,  in  good  footh  !  you  fwear  like  a 
comfit-maker's  wife  ;  not  you,  in  good  footh  j  and,  as 
true  as  I  linje  ;  and,  as  God  Jhall  mend  ms  \  and,  as 
fure  as  day  :  and    giveft   fuch   farcenet    fuiety-"  for  thy 
oaths,  as  if  thou  never  walk'dft  further  ih^in  Fin/bury. 
Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  lady,  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filhng  oath,  and  leave  infooth. 
And  fuch  proteft  of  pepper-ginger- bread. 
To  velvet-guards,  and  6 »«<a'«y- citizens. 
Come,  fing. 

Lady.  I  will  not  fing. 

Hct.  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  be  Robin- 
Red  breaft  teaclier  :  if  the  indentures  be  drawn,  TJl 
away  within  thefe  two  hours :  and  fo  come  in,  when  ye 
will.  [Exit, 

Glend.  Come,  come,  lord  Mortimer^  you  are  as  Ilovr, 
As  hot  lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go. 
By  this  our  book  is  drawn  :  we  will  but  feal. 
And  then  to  horfe  immediately. 

Mart.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  the  Prefence'chamber  in  Windfor. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lords  and  others. 

K.  Henry.  T    ORDS,  give  us  leave ;    the   Prince  of 

i  J       Wales  and  I 
Muft  have  fome  private  conference  ;  but  be  near. 

For 
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For  we  (hall  prefently  have  need  of  you. 

[Exeunt  Lords, 
I  know  not,  whether  God  will  have  it  fo, 
7  For  fome  difpleafing  fervice  I  have  done  ; 
That,  in  his  fecret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He  breeds  revengement  and  a  fcourge  for  me  ; 
But  thou  doft  in  thy  pafT  ges  of  life 
Make  me  believe,  that  thou  art  only  ^  mark'd 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heav'n. 
To  punilh  my  mif-treadings.     Tell  me  elfe, 
Could  fach  inordinate  and  low  defines, 
Such  poor,  fuch  bafe,  9  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  attaint^ 
Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  fociety, 
As  thou  art  match'd  withal  and  grafted  to, 
Accompany  the  greatnefs  of  thy  blood. 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

P.  Henry.   So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  wilh,  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  wirh  as  clear  excufe. 
As  well,   as,    I  am  doubtlefs,  I  can  purge 
My  felf  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withal. 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg. 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devis'd, 
Which  oft  the  ear  of  Greatnefs  needs  muft  hear. 
By  fmiling  pick-thanks  and  bafe  news-mongers ; 
I  may  for  fome  things  true  (wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wander'd,  and  irregular) 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  fubmiflion.  [Harry^ 

K.  Henry.  Heav'n  pardon  thee  :  yet  let  me  wonder^ 
At  thy  affedions,  which  do  hold  awing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  Anceftors. 
Thy  place  in  council  thou  haft  rudely  loft. 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fupply'd  ; 
And  art  almoft  an  alien  to  the  hearts 
Of  all  the  Court  and  Princes  of  my  blood* 
The  hope  and  expedation  of  thy  time 

7  For  fome  difpleajing  itxvice'^-^'\  fern; ice  fbr  action,  fimply* 

8 __._^— marked 

For  the  bet  vengeance ]   i.e.  appointed  for   the  inftrument 

of  vengeance. 

9  —fucb  lewd  J  fucb  mean  attempts,]  Sbakefpear  certainly 
wrote  ATTAINTS;  f,  f.  unlawful  anions, 

Is 
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Is  ruinM,  and  the  foul  of  every  man  ^ 

Prophetically  does  fore  think  thy  Fall. 

*  Had  I  fo  lavilh  of  my  prefence  been, 

*  So  common-hackney*d  in  the  eyes  of  men^ 

*  So  ftale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company  ; 

*  Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown^ 

*  Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  pofieflion  ; 

*  And  left  me  in  reputelefs  banifliment, 

*  A  fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 

*  But  being  feldom  feen,  I  could  not  ftir, 

*  But,  like  a  comet,  I  waswonder'd  at  I 

*  That  men  would  tell  their  children,  this  is  he. 

*  Others  would  fay,  where  ?  which  is  Bolinghroke  ? 

*  »  And  then  I  Hole  all  courtefie  from  heav'n, 

*  And  dreft  my  felf  in  fuch  humility, 

*  That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts, 

*  Loud  ihouts  and  falutations  from  their  mouths, 

*  Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  King. 

*  Thus  I  did  keep  my  perfon  frefh  and  new, 

*  My  prefence,  like  a  robe  pontifical, 

*  Ne'er  feen,  but  wonder'd  at ;  and  fo  my  State, 

*  Seldom,  but  fumptuous,  (hewed  like  a  feaft, 

*  And  won,  by  rarenefs,  fuch  folemnity. 

*  The  {kipping  King,  he  ambled  up  and  down 

*  With  (hallow  jefters,  and  *  rafh  bavin  wits^ 

*  Soon  kindled,  and  foon  burnt ;   3  'fcarded  his  State  j 

*  Mingled  his  royalty  with  carping  fools  ,• 

*  1  And  then  I Jiole  all  conxtt(ie  from  bea'v''ti.'\  This  is  an  allu- 
fion  to  the  ftory  oi  Prometheus\  theft,  who  ^o\e.fre  from  thence  ; 
and  as  with  thii  he  made  a  man,  fo  with  that,  Bolinghroke  made 
a  King.  As  the  Gods  were  fuppofed  jealous  in  appropriating  rea- 
f on  to  themfelves,  the  getting /re  from  thence,  which  hghted 
it  up  in  the  mind,  was  called  a  theft  j  and  as  power  is  their  pre- 
rogative, the  getting  courtejie  from  thence,  by  which  power  is 
beft  procured,  is  called  a  theft.  The  thought  is  exquifitely  great 
and  beautiful. 

z--rajh  banjin — ]  i.e.  dry  brufh  wood. 

J CARDED  hii  State  j]  Richard  is  here  reprefentedas 

laying  afide  his  royalty,  and  mixing  himfelf  with  common  jefters. 
This  will  lead  us  to  the  true  reading,  which  I  fuppofe  is, 

'scARDED  hii  State  j 
i,  e,  difcarded,  threw  off, 

«  Had 
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*  Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  fcorns; 

*  And  gave  his  countenance,  againft  his  name, 

*  To  laugh  (a)  with  gybing  boys,  and  Hand  the  pufh 

*  Of  every  beardlefs,  vain  comparative  : 

*  Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  ftreets, 
'  EnfeofF'd  himfelf  to  popularity  : 

*  That,  being  daily  fwailow'd  by  men's  eyes, 

*  They  furfeited  with  honey,  and  began 

*  To  loath  the  tafte  of  fweetnefs ;  whereof  a  little 

*  More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 

*  So  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  feen, 

*  He  was  but,  as  the  Cuckow  is  in  yune^ 

*  Heard,  not  regarded  ;  feen,  but  with  fuch  eyes, 

*  As,  fick  and  blunted  with  community, 

*  Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze  j 

*  Such  as  is  bent  on  fun-like  Majefty, 

*  When  it  fhines  feldom  in  admiring  eyes  : 

*  But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  eye-lids  down, 

*  Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendered   fuch  afped 

*  As  cloudy  men  ufe  to  their  adverfaries, 

*  Being  with  his  prefence  glutted,  gorg'd  and  full. 
And  in  that  very  line,   Harry,   ftand'ft  thou  ; 
For  thou  hail  loft  thy  princely  privilege 

With  vile  participation.     Not  an  eye. 

But  is  a-weary  of  thy  common  fight. 

Save  mine,  which  hath  defir'd  to  fee  thee  more  ; 

Which  now  doth,  what  I  would  not  have  it  do, 

Make  blind  it  felf  with  foolifh  tendernefs. 

P.  Henry.  I  fhall  hereafter,  my  thrice-gracious  lord. 
Be  more  my  felf. 

K.  Hefiry.  For  all  the  world. 
As  thou  art  at  this  hour  was  Richard  then, 
When  I  from  France  fet  foot  at  Ra^enfpurg  ; 
And  ev'n  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now. 
Now  by  m.y  fcepter,  and  my  foul  to  boot. 
He  hath  more  worthy  intereft  to  the  State, 
Than  thou,  the  fhadow  of  fucceflion  ! 
For,  of  no  Right,  nor  colour  like  to  Right, 

[  (a J  witht     Oxford  Editor,— Vulg,  c^] 

He 
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He  doth  fill  fields  with  harnefs  ;  in  the  Realm 

Turns  head  againft  the  Lion's  armed  jaws; 

And,  being  no  more  in  debt  10  years  than  thou^ 

Leads  ancient  lords  and  rev'rend  bjfhops  on. 

To  bloody  battles,  and  to  bruiling  arms. 

What  never  dying  honour  hath  he  got 

Againft  renowned  Doiuglas^  whole  high  deeds. 

Whole  hot  incurfions,  and  great  name  in  arms. 

Holds  from  all  Ibldiers  chief  majority. 

And  military  Title  capital, 

Through  all  the  Kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrift. 

Thrice  hath  this  Hj/y^//r,  Mars  in  fwathing-cioaths. 

This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprifes, 

Difcomfitcd  great  Douglas,  ta'en  him  once. 

Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him. 

To  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up. 

And  ihakc  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  Throne. 

And  what  fay  you  to  this  ?  Percy,  Northumberland, 

Th'  Archbifhop's  Grace  oiYork,  Do^ujglas,  and  Mortimer, 

Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up. 

But  wherefore  do  1  tell  this  news  to  thee  ? 

Why,  Harry i  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes. 

Which  art  my  near'ft  and  deareft  enemy  ? 

Thou  that  art  like  enough,  through  vaffal  fear, 

Bafe  inclination,  and  the  ftart  of  Ipleen, 

To  fight  againft  me  ander  Percy  %  pay  ; 

To  dog  his  heels,  and  curtfie  at  his  frowns. 

To  ftiow  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

P.  Henry.  Do  not  think  fo,  you  lliall  not  find  it  fo : 
And  heav'n  forgive  them,  that  fo  much  have  fway'd 
Your  Majefty's  good  thoughts  away  from  me  ! 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percy\  head. 
And  in  the  clofing  of  fome  glorious  day. 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  fon : 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood, 
+  And  ftain  my  favour  in  a  bloody  mafk, 
Which,  wafii'd  away,  fhall  fcowre  my  (hame  with  it. 
And  that  Ihall  be  the  day,  when  e'er  it  lights, 

4  And  fiain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  majk^'\     "We  fhould  read  A- 
t'osr,  i,  c.  countenance. 

That 
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That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renown, 

This  gallant  Hot/pur,  this  all-praifed  Knight, 

And  your  unthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet. 

For  every  honour  fitting  on  his  helm, 

'Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  head 

My  (hames  redoubled  !  for  the  time  will  come, 

That  I  fhall  make  this  northern  Youth  exchange 

His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 

Percy  is  but  my  fador,  good  my  lord, 

T'  engrofs  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf : 

And  I  will  call  him  to  fo  llridl  account. 

That   he  fhall  render  every  glory  up, 

Yea,  even  the  flighteft  worlhip  of  his  time, 

Or  I  will  tear  the  reck'ning  from  his  heart. 

This  in  the  name  of  heav'n  I  promife  here: 

The  which,  if  (  perform,  and  do  furvive, 

J  do  befeech  your  Majefty,  may  falve 

The  long  grown  wounds  of  my  intemperature» 

If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bonds  ; 

And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths. 

Ere  break  the  fmalleft  parcel  of  this  vow. 

K.  Henry.  A  hundred  thoufand  Rebels  die  in  this  T 
Thou  fiiak  have  Charge,  and  fovereign  Truft  herein. 

Enter  Blunt, 
How  now,  good  Blunt  P  thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed. 

B/unt.  So  is  the  bufinefs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word. 
That  Do^vg/as  and  the  Englijh  rebels  met 
Th'  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  Shreivjhury  i 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are,. 
If  promifesbe  kept  on  every  hand. 
As  ever  ofFer'd  foul  play  in  a  State. 

K.  Henry.  The  Earl  of  Wejimorland  fet  forth  to  day. 
With  him  my  fon,  lord  John  of  Lancajier  ; 
For  this  advertifemcnt  is  five  days  old. 
On  Wednefday  next,   Harry^  thou  (halt  fet  forward  : 
On  I'hu^fday,  we  ourfelves  will  march  :  our  meeting 
Is  at  Brid  north  ;   and,   Harry,   you  (hall  march 
Through  Glower/hire  :    by  which  fome  twelve  day* 

hence 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgnorth  (hall  meet* 

Our 
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Our  hands  are  full  of  bufinefs :  let's  away, 

Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  we  delay.       \_Exeunt, 

SCENE     V. 

Changes  to  the  Boar  s  head  Tavern  in  Eaft-cheap, 

Enter  FalftafF  and  Bardolph. 
Fal.  Yy^rdo/phy  am  not  I  fall' n  away  vilely,  fince 
JD  this  latt  aaion  f  Do  I  not  bate  ?  do  I  not 
dwindle  ?  why,  my  Ikin  hangs  about  me  like  an  old 
lady's  loofe  gown  :  I  am  wither'd,  like  an  old  apple 
John,  Well,  I'll  repent,  and  that  fuddenly,  while  I 
am  in  fome  liking  :  1  (hall  be  out  of  heart  fhortly, 
and  then  I  (hall  have  noftrength  to  repent.  An  I  have 
not  forgotten  what  the  infide  of  a  church  is  made  of,  I 
am  a  pepper-corn,  a  brewer's  horfe  ;  the  infide  of  a 
church  !  company,  villainous  company  hath  been  the 
fpoil  of  me. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  you  are  fo  fretful,  you  cannot  live 
long. 

Fa/.  Why,  there  is  it ;  come,  fing  me  a  bawdy  fong,. 
to  make  me  merry  ;  I  was  as  virtuoufly  given,  as  a 
gentleman  need  to  be  ;  virtuous  enough  ;  fwore  little  j 
diced  not  above  feven  times  a  week  ;  went  to  a  bawdy- 
houfe  not  above  once  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour ;  paid 
money,  that  1  borrow'd,  three  or  four  times ;  liv'd  well, 
and  rn  good  compafs  j  and  now  1  live  oat  of  all  order,, 
out  of  all  compafs. 

Bard.  Why,  you  are  fo  fat,  Sir  John,  that  you  muft 
needs  be  out  of  ail  compafs,  out  of  all  reafonabie  com- 
pafs, Sir  John. 

Fal.  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  I'll  amend  my 
life.  Thou  art  our  Admiral,  thou  beared  the  lanthorn 
in  the  poop,  but  'tis  in  the  nofe  of  thee  ;  thou  art  the 
knight  of  the  burning  lamp. 

Bard.  Why,  Sir  John,  my  face  does  you  no  harm. 

Fal.  No,  I'll  be  fworn  ;  1  make  as  good  ufe  of  it, 
as  many  a  man  doth  of  a  death's  head,  or  a  memento 
mori.  I  never  fee  thy  face,  but  I  think  upon  hell-Sre-, 
and  Dives  that  liv'd  in  purple  j  for  there  he  is  in  hi& 

robes^ 
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robes,   burning,  burning. If  thou  wert  any  way 

givin  to  vinue,  I  would  fwear  by  thy  face  ;  my  oath 
ftiotild  be,  by  this  fire  i  but  thou  art  altogether  given 
over  ;  and  wert  indeed,  but  for  the  light  in  thy  face, 
the  Ton  of  utter  darknefs.  When  thou  rann'ft  up  Gads- 
hill  m  the  night  to  catch  my  horfe,  if  I  did  not  think, 
thou  had'fi  been  an  ignis fatuusy  or  a  ball  of  wildiire, 
there's  no  purchafe  in  money.  O,  thou  art  a  perpetual 
triumph,  an  everMing  bonfire  light ;  thou  haft  faved 
me  a  thoufand  marks  in  links  and  torches,  walking 
with  thee  in  the  night  betwixt  tavern  and  tavern  ;  but 
the  fack,  that  thou  haft  dronk  me,  would  have  bought 
mc  lights  as  good  cheap,  at  the  deareft  chandler's  in 
Europe,  I  have  maintain'd  that  Salamander  of  yours 
with  fire,  any  time  this  two  and  thirty  years,  heav'n 
reward  me  for  it ! 

Bard.  'Sblood,  I  would,  my  face  were  in  your  belly. 

Fal.  God-a-mercy  !  fo  fhould  I  be  fure  to  be  heart- 
burn'd. 

Enter  Hoftefs, 
How  now,    dame  Partlet  the  hen,   have  you  enquir'd 
yet  who  pick'd  ray  pocket  ? 

Hofi.  Why,  Sir  John,  what  do  you  think.  Sir  John  ? 
do  you  think,  I  keep  thieves  in  my  houfe  ?  I  have 
fearch'd,  I  have  enquir'd,  fo  has  my  hufband,  man  by 
man,  boy  by  boy,  fervant  by  fervant :  the  tithe  of  a 
hair  was  never  loft  in  my  houfe  befo/e. 

Fal.  Ye  lie,  hoftefs  ;  Bardolph  was  (havM,  and  loft 
many  a  hair ;  and  I'll  be  fvvorn,  my  pocket  was  pick'd  ; 
go  to,   you  are  a  woman,    go. 

HgJI.  Who  I  ?  I  defie  thee  ;  I  was  never  call'd  fo 
in  mine  own  houfe  before. 

Fal.  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Hofi.  No,  ^'njohn  :  you  do  not  know  me,  Sir  John  ; 
I  know  you,  Sir  John  ;  you  owe  me  money.  Sir  John, 
and  now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  it.  I 
bought  you  a  dozen  of  (hirts  to  your  back. 

Fal.  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas  :  I  have  given  them  a- 
way  to  bakers'  wives,  and  they  have  made  boulters  of 
them, 

Idofi.  Now  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  Holland  of  eight 

fhil- 
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fhilUngs  an  ell :  you  owe  money  here  befides,  Sir  Jobn, 
for  your  diet,  and  by-drinkings,  and  mony  lent  you, 
four  and  twenty  pounds. 

Fal.  He  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay. 

BoJI.  He  ?  alas !  he  is  poor,    he  hath  nothing. 

Fa/.  How  !  poor  ?  look  upon  his  face  :  what  caJI 
you  rich  ?  let  him  coin  his  nofe,  let  him  coin  his  cheeks : 
I'll  not  pay  a  denier.  What,  will  you  make  a  yonker 
of  me  ?  fhall  I  not  take  mine  eafe  in  mine  inn,  but  I 
Ihall  have  my  pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have  loft  a  feal-ring  of 
my  grand-father's,  worth  forty  mark, 

HoJ?.  O  Jefu !  I  have  heard  the  Prince  tell  him,  I 
know  not  how  oft,  that  the  ring  was  copper. 

FaL  How?  the  Prince  is  a.  Jack,  afneak-up;  and 
if  he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he 
would  fay  fo. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  marchings  and  PetO  playing  on  his 
truncheon  like  a  Fife :  FalftafF  meets  them, 

Fal.  How  now,  lad?  is  the  wind  in  that  door? 
muft  we  all  march  ? 

Bard.  Yea,   two  and  two,   iWwi-^/^-fafhion. 

Hofl.  My  lord,  I  pray  you,    hear  me. 

P.  Henry.  What  fay'll  thoa,  Miftrefs  ^ickly  ?  how 
does  thy  hulband  ?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an  honeft 
man. 

HoJ}.  Good  my  lord,    hear  me. 

Fal.  Pr'y  thee,  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me. 

P.  Henry.   What  fay'ft  thou.  Jack  ? 

Fal.  The  other  night  I  fell  afleep  here  behind  the 
arras,  and  had  my  pocket  pickt :  this  houfe  is  turn'd 
bawdy-houfe,  they  pick  pockets. 

Y.Henry.  What  didft  thou  lofe,  Jack? 

Fal.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal?  three  or  four 
bonds  of  forty  pounds  a-piece,  and  a  feal-ring  of  my 
grandfather's. 

P.  Henry.   A  trifle,  fome  eight-penny  matter. 

HoJ}.  So  I  told  him,  my  lord  ;  and  I  faid,  I  heard 
your  grace  fay  fo  -,  and,  my  lord,  he  fpeaks  moft  vilely 

of 
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of  you,   like  a  foul-mouth'd  man  as  he  is,   and  faid, 
he  would  cudgel  you. 

P.  Henry.   What  !    he  did  not  ? 

Hoji.  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  woman-hood 
in  me  elfe. 

Fal.  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  flew'd 
prune  ;  no  more  truth  in  thee  than  in  5  a  drawn  Fox; 
and  for  woman-hood.  Maid  Marian  may  be  the  depu- 
ty's wife  of  the  ward  to  thee.     Go,  you  thing,  go. 

HoJi.  Say,  what  thing  ?  what  thing  ? 

Fal.  What  thing  ?  why,    a  thing  to  thank  God  on. 

Hoft.  I  am  nothing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would  thou 
fhould'ft  know  it  :  I  am  an  honeft  man's  wife  ;  and, 
fetting  thy  knighthood  afide,  thou  art  a  knave  to  call 
mc  fo. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  womanhood  afide,  thou  art  a  beaft 
to  fay  otherwife. 

HoJi.  Say,   what  beaft,  thou  knave,   thou  ? 

Fal.  What  beaft  ?  why,    an  Otter.  v 

P.  Henry.  An  Otter,  Sir  John,  why  an  Otter  ?        || 

Fal.  Why  ?  ihe's  neither  fifh  nor  flefh  ;  a  man  knows' 
not  where  to  have  her. 

Ho/i.  Thou  art  an  unjuft  man  in  faying  fo  :  thou, 
or  any  man  knows  where  to  have  me  ;  thou  knave, 
thou  ! 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  hoftefs,  and  he  (landers 
thee  moft  grofsly. 

HoJi.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord,  and  faid  this  other 
day,  you  ow'd  him  a  thoufand  pound. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,   do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

Fal.  A  thoufand  pound,  HalP  a  million;  thy  love 
is  worth  a  million  :  thou  ovv'rt  me  thy  love. 

Hq/l.  Nay,  my  lord,  he  call'd  you  Jack,  and  faid, 
he  would  cudgel  you. 

Fal.   Did  I,  Bardolph? 

Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  John^    you  faid  fo.  * 

Fal.  Yea,   if  he  faid,  my  ring  was  copper.  -I 

P.  Henry.  I  fay,  'tis  copper.  Dar'ft  thou  be  as  good 
as  thy  word  now  ? 

5  a  c'raivn  Fox  ;]  a  Fox  that  hath  teen  oftei^  hunted. 

FaL 
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Fal,   Why,    Hal,  thou  know'ft,  as  thou  art  but  a 
s-nan,   I  dare  ;  but  as  thou  art  a  Prince,  I  fear  thee,  as 
I  fear  the  roaring  of  the  Lion's  whelp. 
P.  Henry.  And  why  not  as  the  Lion  ? 
Fa/,   The  King  himfelf  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  Lion  j 
,  doll  thou   think,   I'll  fear  thee,   as  I  fear  thy  father  ? 
j  nay,  if  I  do,  let  my  Girdle  break ! 
I      P.  Henry.  O,    if  it  (hould,    how  would  thy  guts  fall 
about  thy  knees !  But,  Sirrah,  there's  no  room  for  faith, 
truth,  nor  honefty,    in  this  bofom   of  thine  ;  it  is  all 
fiird   up  with    guts  and   midriff.     Charge   an    honed 
woman  with  picking  thy  pocket  !  why,  thou  whorfon, 
impudent,  imbofs'd  rafcal,  if  there  were  any  thing  in 
I  thy    pocket   but    tavern -reckonings.     Memorandums  of 
I  bawdy-houfes,    and   one  poor  penny-worth  of   fugar- 
1  candy  to  make  thee  long-winded  j  if  thy  pocket  were 
enrich'd  with  any  other  injuries  but  thefe,  I   am  a  vil- 
I  lain  ;  and  yet  you  will  ftand  to  it,  you  will  not  pocket 
up  wrongs.     Art  thou  not  alham'd  ? 

Fal.  Doll  thou  hear,  Hal?  thou  know'ft  in  the  flate 

of  innocency,   Adam  fell :  and  what  (hould  poor  Jack 

Faljlaff  do,   in  the  days  of  villany  ?  thou  feeft,   I  have 

I  moreflefh  than  another  man,  and  therefore  more  frailty. 

You  confei's  then,  you  pickt  my  pocket  ? 

P.  Henry.   It  appears  fo  by  the  ilory. 

Fal.   Hoftefs,  I  forgive  thee  :  go  make  ready  Break- 

;  faft  ;   love  thy  hulband,  look  to  thy  fervants,  and  che- 

i  ri{h  thy  guefts :  thou  (halt  find  me  tradable 'to  any  ho- 

neft  reaion  :    thou  feed,  I  am  pacify'd  ftill.     Nay,  I 

pr'ythee,   be  gone.  ^Exit  Hoftefs. 

Now,  Hal,  to  the  news  at  Court :    for  the  roboery, 

lad,  .- how  is  That  anfwer'd  ? 

P.  He.ry.  O  my   fvveet  beef,   I  muft  ftill  be   good 
angel  to  thee.     The  money  is  paid  back  again. 

Fal.  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back  ',  'tis  a  doa- 
ble labour. 

P.  Henry.    I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,    and 
may  do  any  thing. 

Fal    Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  firft  thing  thou  do'd, 
and  do  it  with  unvva(h'd  hands  too. 
Bard,  Do,  my  lord. 

P.  Henrj. 
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P.  Henry.  I  have  procur'd  thee,  Jack,  a  Charge  of 

foot. 

Fal.  I  would,  it  had  been  of  horfe.  Where  (hall 
I  find  one,  that  can  fteal  well  ?  O,  for  a  fine  thief,  of 
two  and  twenty,  or  thereabout ;  I  am  heinoufly  unpro- 
vided. Well,  God  be  thank'd  for  thefe  rebels,  they 
offend  none  but  the  virtuous ;  I  laud  them,  I  praife 
them. 

P.  Hffiry.  Vardolph, • 

Bard.   My  lord  ? 

P.  Henry.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  lord  John  of  Lan- 
cajievy  to  my  brotlier  John.  This  to  my  lord  of  Wejl- 
tnorland;  go,  Peto,  to  horfe;  for  thou  and  I  have  thirty 
miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time.  Jack,  meet  me  to- 
morrow in  the  Tewple-Hall  at  two  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon, there  flialt  thou  know  thy  charge,  and  there  re- 
ceive  money  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
The  Land  is  burning,  Percy  Hands  on  high  ; 
And  either  they,  or  we,  mull  lower  lye. 

Fal.  Rare  words !  brave  world  !  hoftefs,  my  break- 
faft,  come  : 
Oh,   I  could  wifti,  this  tavern  were  my  drum  !  [Exeunt, 
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Changes  to  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worceiler,  and  Dowglas. 

Hot-fpur.  T  X  rELL  faid,  my  noble  Scot,  if  fpeaking 

In  this  fine  age,  were  not  thought  flattery. 
Such  attribution  fhould  the  Doivglas  have. 
As  not  a  foldier  of  this  feafon's  ftamp 
Should  go  fo  gen'ral  currant  thro'  the  World. 
By  heav'n,  I  cannot  flatter  :  I  defie 
The  tongues  of  foothers.     But  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love  hath  no  man  than  your  felf. 
Nay,  tafk  me  to  my  word  ;  approve  me,  lord. 

Do'wg.  Thou  art  the  King  of  honour  : 
No  man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground. 
But  I  will  beard  him.  ^"^^^ 
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Enter  a  Meff'enger. 

Hot.  Do,  and  'tis  well What  letters  haft  thoii 

there  ?  ■ 

I  can  but  thank  you. 

Mejf.  Thefe  come  from  your  father. 
Hot.  Letters  from  him  ?  why  comes  he  not  himfelf? 
Meff.  He  cannot  come,   my  lord,  he's  grievous  fick. 
Hat.  Heav'ns !  how  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  fick 
In  fuch  a  juftling  time  ?  who  leads  his  Power f 
Under  whofe  government  come  they  along? 
"  Mef.  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I. 
Hot.  His  mind ! 

Wor.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed? 
Mejf.  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  fet  forth : 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence. 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  phyficians. 

JVor.  I  would,  the  (late  of  time  had  firft  been  whole. 
Ere  he  by  ficknefs  had  been  vifited  ; 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now  ?  droop  now  ?  thisficknefs  doth  infecl 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprize; 
'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  Camp. 

He  Writes  me  here,  that  inward  ficknefs — . 

And  that  his  friends  by  deputation 
Could  not  fo  foon  be  drawn  :  nor  thought  he  meet 
To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a  Truft 
On  any  foul  remov'd,   but  on  his  own. 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertifement. 
That  with  our  fmall  conjundlion  we  fhould  on. 
To  fee  how  fortune  is  difpos'd  to  us : 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now  ; 
Becaufe  the  King  is  certainly  poffeft 
Of  all  our  purpofes.     What  fay  you  to  it  ? 
Wor.  Your  father's  ficknefs  is  a  maim  to  us. 
Hot.   A  perilous  galh,   a  very  limb  lopt  off: 

1  McfT.  His  letters  bear  his  mindy  not  I  bis  mi  fid.]  The  line  fhould 
be  read  and  divided  thus, 

Meir.   His  letters  b:ar  his  mirid,    not  I.      Hot.   His  mind  ! 
Hot-fpttr  had  aiked  ivho  leads  his  poiver  ?  Tlie  Mejfcvger  anfwers. 

His  letters  bear  his  mind.     The  other  replies,  His  mind  \ 
As  much  as  to  fay,  I  inquire  not  about  his  mind,  I  want  to  know 
where  his  powers  are.     This  is  natural,  and  perfectly  in  charadler. 

Vol.  IV.  I  An4 
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And  yet,  in  faith,    'tis  not  ;    his  prefent  want 
Seems  more  than  we  (hall  find  it.     Were  it  good, 
To  fet   the  exaft  wealth  of  all  our  ftates 
All  at  one  Cart  ;   to  fet  fo  rich  a  Main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour  ? 
It  were  not  good  ;  for  therein  fhould  we  read 
The  very  bottom,  and  the  foul  of  hope. 
The  very  lift,   the  very  utmoil  Bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Dotvg.  Faith,   and  fo  we  fhould  ; 
Where  now  remains  a  fweet  reverfion. 
We  now  may  boldly  fpend  upon  the  hope 
Of  what  is  to  come  in  : 
A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot.  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto. 
If  that  the  Devil  and  Mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  our  aifairs. 

^<7r.  But  yet  I  would  your  father  had  been  here: 
The  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  divifion  :  it  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away. 
That  wifdom,  loyalty,  and  meer  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings  kept  the  Earl  from  hence. 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  fadion, 
Aiid  breed  a  kind  of  queftion  in  our  caufe : 
For  well  you  know,  we  of  th'  otFending  fide 
Muft  keep  aloof  from  ftriit  arbitrement  ; 
Andftop  all  fight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reafon  may  pry  in  upon  us  : 
This  abfence  of  your  father  draws  a  curtain. 
That  fliews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  upon. 

Hof.  You  drain  too  far. 
I  rather  of  his  abfence  make  this  ufe  ; 
It  lends  a  luftre,    and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  Dare  to  our  great  enterprife. 
Than  if  the  Earl  were  here :  for  men  muft  think. 
If  we  without  his  help  can  make  a  head. 
To  pu(h  .'igainft  the  Kingdom  ;   with  his  help, 
We  fhali  o'erturn   it  topfie-turvy  down. 
Yet  all  goes  well,   yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Dowg, ' 
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Doivg.  As  heart  can  think  ;  there  is  not  fuch  a  word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland,  as  this  term  of  Fear. 
SCENE     II. 
Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Hot.  My  coufin  Vernon,  welcome,   by  my  foul ! 

Ver.  Pray  God,  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  lord. 
The  Earl  of'  Wejimorland,   fev'n  thoufand  ftrong, 
Is  marching  hither,    with  Prince  John  of  Lancajier, 

Hot.  No  harm  ;  what  more  ? 

Ver.  And  further,   I  have  learn' d, 
Tlic  King  himfelf  in  perfon  hath  fet  forth. 
Or  hitherwards  intended  fpeedily, 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot,  He  (hall  be  welcome  too  :  where  is  his  fon  ? 
The  nimble-footed  mad-cap  Prince  of  Wales, 
And  his  comrades,   that  daft  the  world  afide 
And  bid  it  pafs  ? 

Ver.  AH  furnifnt,   all  in  arms, 
All  plum'd  like  Eftridges,  that  with  the  wind 
*  Baited  like  Eagles,    having  lately  bath'd  : 
Glittering  in  golden  coats  like  images. 
As  full  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  Sun  at  Midfummer  ; 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls. 

3  I  faw  young  Harry,  with  his  beaver  on, 

4  His  cuiffes  on  his  thighs,   gallantly  arm'd. 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury  ; 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  feat, 

As  if  an  Angel  dropt  down  from  the  clouds. 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegafus, 

2  Baited  like  Eagles.]  Baited,  i.  e.  flutter'd  the  v/ings.  Mr.  Popif, 

3  /  faiv young  Harry,  ivith  his  bewver  on,]  ^ye  fhouJd  read, 
heaver  up.  It  is  an  impropriety  to  fay  en  :  For  the  beaver  is  only 
the  vifiere  of  the  Helmet,  which,  let  down,  covers  the  face. 
When  the  foldier  was  not  upon  aftion  he  wore  it  «/>,  fc  that  his 
face  might  be  leen,  (hence  Vernon  fays  he  fatv  young  Harry)  but 
when  upon  adlion,  it  was  let  down  to  cover  and  fecure  the  face. 
Hence  in  the  fecond  part  of   Henry  W.  it  is  faid. 

Their  armed fia'ues  in  charge,   their  beavers  down. 

4  His  cuiffes  on  his  thighs,'  ■  ]  Cuiffes,  French,  armour  for 
the  thighs.  Mr,  Pope. 

I  2  5  And 
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s  And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfemanfhip. 

Hot.  No  more,  no  more  ;  worfe  than  the   Sun   in 
Match, 
This  prajle  doth  nourifh  agues  ;  let  them  come. 
They  come  like  Sacrifices  in  their  trim, 
And  to  the  fire-ey'd  maid  of  fmoaky  war. 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them. 
The  mailed  Mars  fhall  on  his  altar  fit 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.     I  am  on  fire. 
To  hear  this  rich  reprifal  is  fo  nigh. 
And  yet  not  ours.    Come,  let  me  take  my  horfe. 
Who  is  to  bear  me,  like  a  thunder- bolt, 
Againft  the  bofom  of  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
Harry  to  Harry  (hall  (not  horfe  to  horfe) 
Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  'till  One  drop  down  a  coarfc. 
Oh,   that  Glendoiver  were  come  ! 

Ver.  There  is  more  news  : 
I  learn'd  in  Worcejier,  as  I  rode  along, 
Ke  cannot  draw  his  Pow'r  this  fourteen  days. 

Donjog.  That's  the  worfl  tidings  that  I  hear  of,  yet. 

War.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  found. 

Hot.  What  may  the  King's  whole  Battle  reach  unto  ? 

Ver.  To  thirty  thoufand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be  ; 
My  father  and  Glendonuer  being  both  away. 
The  Pow'r  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
Come,  Ictus  take  a  mufter  fpeedijy  : 
Dooms-day  is  near  ;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Dowg.  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half  year. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE    III. 

Changes  to  a  pub  lick  Road,  near  Coventry. 
Enter  Falftaff  «»// BardoJph. 
Fa'.  TJ  Ardolih,  get  thee  before  to  Co'ventry  ;  fill  me 
J3  a  bottle  of  fack  :  our  foldiers   ihall  march 
through:  we'll  to  .W/(?«  fo^-^/// to  night. 
Bard.  Will  you  give  me  money,  captain  ? 
Tal.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

-  A'-.d  witch  the  world — 1  For  bewitch,  charm,        Mr.  Pope, 

hard. 


King  Henry    1Y.  157 

Bard.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 

Fal.  And  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour ;  and  if  it 
make  twenty,  take  them  all.  Til  anfwer  the  coynage. 
Bid  my  lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 

Bard.  I  will,  captam;  farevvel.  [Exit, 

Fal.  If  J  be  not  afham'd  of  my  foldiers,  I  am  a 
fowc'd  gurnet :  I  have  mif  usM  the  King's  Prefs  dam- 
nably.    *  I  have  got,  in  exchange  of  an  hundred  and 

*  fifty  foldiers,  three  hundred  and  odd  pounds.  I  prefs 

*  me  none  but  good  houfholders,  yeomen's  fons  ;  en- 

*  quire  me  out  contraded  batchelors,  fuch  as  had  been 

*  aflc'd  twice  on  the  banes :  fuch  a  commodity  of  warm 

*  flavcs,  as  had  as  iievc  hear  the  devil,  as  a  drum; 

*  fuch  as  fear  the  report  of  a  culverin,  worfc  than  a 

*  ftruck  (a)  deer,  or  a  hurt  wild  duck.     I  prefs  me 

*  none  but  fuch  toails  and  butter,  with  hearts  in  their 

*  bellies  no   bigger   than   pins'  heads,  and   they  have 

*  bought  out  their  fervices  :  and  now  my  whole  Charge 

*  confiils  of  ancients,    corporals,    lieutenants,  gentle- 

*  men  of  companies,  flaves  as  ragged   as  Lazarus  in 

*  the  painted   cloth,  where  the  Glutton's  dogs  licked 

*  his  fores ;  and  fuch   as  indeed   were  never  foldiers, 

*  but  difcarded  unjuft  fervingnien,  younger  fons  to 
*-  younger  brothers  ;  revolted  tapfters,  and  ofllers 
**  trade-fali'n,  the  cankers  of  a  calm  world  and  a  long 

*  peace  ;  ^  f^n  {.jjj^es  jj^^^g  difhonourably  ragged,  than 

*  an  old  feait  ancient ;  and   fuch  have  I  to  fill  up  the 

*  rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out  their  ferviccs; 

6  ten  times  more  dijhonour ably  ragged,  than  an  old  fac'b 
ancient  ;]  Rut  how  is  an  old  fac'd  ancient,  or  enfign,  diihonourabiy 
ragged  ?  On  the  comrary,  nothing  is  efteem'd  more  honourable 
than  a  rac^ged  pair  of  colours.  A  very  little  alteration  will  give 
us  the  author's  reading,  which  conveys  a  ftroke  of  very  juft  and 
fine-turn'd  fatire  in  the  comparifon. 

^Ten  timei  more  dijhonour  ably  ragged,  than  an  old  ye  AST  ancient. 
1.  e.  the  colours  ufed  by  the  city-companies  in  their  feafts  and  pro- 
ceflions.  For  each  company  had  one  with  ics  peculiar  device, 
which  was  ufually  difplay'd  and  borne  about  on  fuch  occafions. 
Now  as  Faijiafi's  raggamuffins  were  reduc'd  to  their  tatter'd  con- 
dition thro'  their  riotous  exceffes  j  fo  this  old /f^T?  flnf;V«?  became 
torn  and  fhatter'd,  not  in  any  manly  exercife  of  arms,  but  amidft 
the  revels  of  drunken  bacchanals. 
■  [  (a)  deer,     Oxford  Editor,  — Vulg./aw/.] 

I  3  *  that 
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*  that  you  would  think,  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty 
'  tatter'd  Prodigals,  lately  come  from  fwinc-keeping, 

*  from  eating  draff  and  hufks.     A  mad  fellow  met  me 

*  on  the  way,  and   told   me,   I  had  unloaded   all  the 

*  gibbets,  and  preft  the  dead   bodies.     No  eye  hath 

*  feen  fuch  Ikare  crows  :  I'll  not  march  through 
«  Coventry  with  them,  that's  fiat.  Nay,  and  the  vil- 
«  lains  march  wide  betwbct   the  legs,  as  if  they   had 

*  7  gyves  on;  for,  indeed,  I  had  the  moft  of  them 

*  out  of  prifon.     There's  but  a  (hirt  and  a  half  in  all 

*  my  company  ;  and  the  half  (hirt  is  two  napkins  tack'd 

*  together,  and  thrown  over  the  Ihoulders  like  a  herald's 
«  coat  without  fleeves ;  and  the  (hirt,  to  fay  the  truth, 
«  ftol'n   from   my   Hoft  of  St.   Albans  ;  or  the  red- 

*  nos'd   Inn-keeper  of  Daintiy.     But  that's  all  one, 

*  they'll  find  linnen  enough  on  every  hedge. 

Enter  Prhice  Henry,   and  Weftmorland. 
P.  Hen>y.  How  now,  blown  Jack?  how  now,  quilt  ? 

Fal.  What,  Hal?  How  now,  mad  wag,  what  a 
devil  doft  thou  in  Wariuick/hire?  My  good  lord  of 
Weflmorland,  I  cry  you  mercy  ;  I  thought,  your  Ho- 
nour had  already  been  at  Shreivjbury. 

Wejh  'Faith,  Sir  John^  'tis  more  than  time  that  I 
were  there,  and  you  too  ;  but  my  Powers  are  there 
already.  The  King,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all ; 
we  mull  away  all  to  night. 

?aL  Tut,  never  fear  me,  I  am  as  vigilant,  as  a  Cat 
to  fteal  cream. 

P.  Henry  I  think,  to  fleal  cream,  indeed :  for  thy 
theft  hath  already  made  thee  butter  ;  but  tell  me,  Jack^ 
whofe  fellows  are  thefe  that  come  after? 

Fai.  Mine,  Hal,  mine. 

?.  Henry.  I  did  never  fee  fuch  pitiful  rafcals. 

Fal.  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  tofs :  food  for  pow- 
der, food  for  powder  J  they'll  fill  a  pit,  as  well  as  bet- 
ter; tufh,   man,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 

Wefi.  Ay,  but,  Sir  John,  methinks,  they  are  exceed- 
ing  poor  and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

Fal.  Faith,  for  their   poverty,    I  know  not   where 

7  evves  o« ;] /.  f.  ihackles.  -        ivlr. -t-r/r. 

'  they 
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they  had  that  j  and  for  their  barenefs,  I  am  fure,  they 
never  learn'd  that  of  me. 

P.  Hevry.  No,  I'll  be  fworn,  unlefs  you  call  three 
fingers  on  the  ribs,  bare.  Bat,  Sirrah,  make  hafte. 
Percy  is  already  in  the  field. 

Fal.   What,  is  the  King  encamp'd  ? 

Weft.  He  is,  Sir  John  :  I  fear,  we  Ihall  flay  too  long. 

Fa/.   Well, 
The  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  beginning  of  a  feaft. 
Fits  a  dall  Fighter,  and  a  keen  Guelt.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 
Changes  to  Shrewsbury. 
^«/^r  Hot-fpur,  Worcefler,  Dowglafs,  «W  Vernon. 
Hot.  "^T  rE'll  fight  with  him  to  night. 
V  V     Wor.  It  may  not  be. 

Doivg.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 

Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  looks  he  not  for  fupply  ? 

Fer.  So  do  we. 

Hot.  He  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

Wor.  Good  coufin,  be  advis'd  ;  flir  not  to  night. 

/^(fr.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Dozug.  You  do  not  counfel  well  ; 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  from  cold  heart. 

Fer.  Do  me  noflander,  Do^^glas:  by  my  life. 
And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  life. 
If  well-refpeded  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear. 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives. 
Let  it  be  feen  to  morrow  in  the  battle. 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Doivg.  Yea,  or  to  night. 

Fer.  Content. 

Hat.  To  night,  fay  I. 

Fer.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be  :   I  wonder  much. 
Being  men  of  fuch  great  Leading  as  you  are, 
That  you  forefie  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition  ;  certain  horle 
Of  my  coufin  Fermn'i  are  not  yet  come  up; 
Your  uncle  VVorcejUr''i  horfe  came  but  to  day, 

I  4  And 
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And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afleep, 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull. 
That  not  a  horfe  is  half  half  of  himfelf. 

Hot.  So  are  the  horfes  of  the  enemy, 
In  gen'ral,  journey  bated,  and  brought  low  : 
The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  Reft. 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  King's  exceedeth  ours : 
For  God's  fake,  coufm,  ftay  'till  all  come  in. 

\Jhe  Trumpets  Jound  a  parley, 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

BUnt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  King, 
Jf  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,   and  refped. 

Hot.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  ^lunt:  and  would  to  God, 
You  were  of  our  determination ; 
Some  of  us  love  you  well ;  and  ev'n  thofe  fome 
Envy  your  great  defervings,  and  good  name, 
Becaule  you  are  not  of  our  quality  ; 
But  itand  againft  us  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt.  And  heav'n  defend,,  but  ftill  I  ftiould  ftand  ib. 
So  long  as  out  of  limit,  and  true  rule. 
You  flaj:d  againfl  anointed  Majefty  ! 
But,  to  my  Charge — The  King  hath  fent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefs,   and  whereupon 
You  eonjure  from  the  breaft  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hoftility,  teaching  his  duiious  Land 
Audacious  cruelty.     If  that  the  King 
Have  any  way  your  good  deferis  forgot. 
Which  he  confefleth  to  be  manifold. 
He  bids  you  name  your  griefs :  and  with  all  fpeed 
You  fliali  iiave  your  defires,  with  interefl: : 
And  pardon  ablclute  for  yourfelf,  and  thefe. 
Herein  mil"  led  by  your  fuggeRicn. 

Hot.  The  King  is  kind  :  and  well  we  know,  the  King 
Knows  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay. 
yiy  father  and  my  uncle,   and  my  felf, 
Did  give  him  that  fame  Royalty  he  wears : 
And  when  he  was  not  fix  and  twenty  ftrong. 
Sick  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched  and  low, 
A  poor  unminded  Out-law,  fneaking  home. 
My  father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  fiiore  :  And 
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And  when  we  heard  him  fwear,  and  vow  to  God, 

He  came  to  be  but  Duke  of  Lancafier^ 

To  fue  his  livery  and  beg  his  peace. 

With  tears  of  innocence  and  terms  of  zeal ; 

My  father,   in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd. 

Swore  him  affiftance,  and  pcrform'd  it  too. 

Now,  when  the  Lords  and  Barons  of  the  Realm 

Perce'iv'd,  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him. 

They,  more  and  lefs,  came  in  with  cap  and  knee; 

Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages, 

Attended  him  on  bridges,  ftood  in  lanes. 

Laid  gifts  before  him,  profFer'd  him  their  oaths, 

Gave  him  their  heirs,  as  pages  following  him 

Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 

He  prefently,  as  Greatnefs  knows  it  felf. 

Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 

Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor. 

Upon  the  naked  (hore  at  Ra'venfpurg  : 

And  now,  forfooth,   takes  on  him  to  reform 

Some  certain  Edifts,  and  fome  ftrait  Decrees, 

That  lay  too  heavy  on  the  Common  wealth  ; 

Cries  out  upon  abufes,  feems  to  weep 

Over  his  Country's  wrongs ;  and  by  this  face. 

This  feeming  brow  of  juftice,  did  he  win^ 

The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for : ;  \ 

Proceeded  further,  cut  me  off  the  heads 

Of  all  the  FavVites  that  the  abfent  King^. 

In  Deputation  left  behind  him  here. 

When  he  was  perfonal  in  the  Irijh  war. 

Biitnt.  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Ho/.  Then,  to  the  point ■ 

In  (hort  time  after,  he  deposed  the  King, 

Soon  after  That  depriv'd  him  of  his  life  : 

And,  in  the  neck  of  That,  tafk'd  the  whole  State... 

To  make  that  worfe,  fuifer'd  his  kinfman  Marchy ... 

(Who  i«,  if.  every  Owner  were  right  plac'd. 

Indeed,  his  King)  to  be  encag'd  in  Wakiy 

There  without  ranfom  to  lie  forfeited  : 

Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  Vidories, 

Sought  to  entrap  me  by  intelligence, 

Rated  my  uncle"  from  the  ^ouncit-board, 

la.  rage  difmifs'd  my  father  from  the  Court;, 

^  I.^  Broke 
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^roke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong, 
And  in  conclufion  drove  us  to  feek  out 
This  head  of  fafety  ;  and  withal  to  pry 
Into  his  Title  too,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indired  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  King? 

H^J  Not  fo,  Sir  Walter;   we'll  withdraw  awhile: 
Go  to  the  King,   and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  furety  for  a  fafe  return  again  j 
jAnd  in  the  morning  early  (hall  my  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofes  :  and  fo  farewel. 

Blunt.  I  would,  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love  \ 

Hot.  It  may  be,  fo  we  fhall. 

Blunt.  Pray  heav'n,  you  do  !  \Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI. 
Changes  to  the  Archhijhop  of  YorkV  Palace. 

Enter  the  Archhij'hop  of  York,  and  Sir  Michell. 
York.  T  TIE,  good  Sir  Michell,  bear  this  fealed  brief 
Xi.   With  winged  hafte  to  the  Lord  Marefhal ; 
This  to  my  coufin  Scroops  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  diredted :  if  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  wou'd  make  hafte. 

Sir  Mich.  My  lord,  I  guefs  their  tenour. 

Tork,  Like  enough. 
To  morrow,  good  Sir  Michell,  is  a  day. 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 
Muft  bide  the  touch.      For,  Sir,  at  Shrenjojhury, 
As  I  am  truly  giv'n  to  underftand, 
The  King,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifed  power. 
Meets  with  lord  Harry  ;  and,   I  fear.  Sir  Michell, 
What  with  the  ficknefs  of  Northumberland, 
Whofe  povv'r  was  in  the  iirft  proportion ; 
And  vyhat  with  0-wen  Glendoiuer's  abfence  thence^^ 
Who  with  them  was  ^  a  rated  {mtyN  too. 
And  comes  not  in,  o'er-rul'd  by  prophecies^ 
I  fear  the  povv'r  of  Per:y  is  too  weak, 
To  wage  an  inftant  tryal  with  the  King. 

8 a  rated  Jineii)  tooj]  So  the  fiift  edition,  /.  e.  accounted 

a  ftrojig  aid,  Mr.  Pope, 

Sir 
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Sir  Mich.  Why,  my  good  lord,  there's  Donvglasy  and 
lord  Mortimer. 

York.  No,   Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  Mich.  Bat  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon,  Harry  Percy, 
And  there's  my  lord  of  Worcefier,  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 

Tork.  And  To  there  is :  but  yet  the  King  hath  drawn 
The  fpecial  head  of  all  the  Land  together  : 
The  Prince  of  Wales,  lord  John  of  Lancafier, 
The  noble  Wefitnorlandy  and  warlike  Blunt  -, 
And  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  eilimation  and  command  in  arms.  [oppos'd. 

Sir  Mich.   Doubt  not,  my  lord,  they  ihall  be  well 

Tork.  I  hope  no  lefs :  yet,  needful  'tis  to  fear. 
And  to  prevent  the  worft,  Sir  Michelle  fpeed ; 
For  if  lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  King 
Difmifs  his  Power,  he  means  to  vifit  us ; 
For  he  hath  heard  of  our  Confederacy, 
And  'tis  but  wifdom  to  make  ilrong  againft  him : 
Therefore  make  haile,  I  muft  go  write  again 
To  other  friends ;  and  fo  farewel.  Sir  Micbell.    \Exeiint. 

ACT     V.     S  C  E  N  E     I. 
The  camp  at  Shrewsbury. 
Enter    King   Henry,    Prince   of   Wales,     Lord  John 
of  LancaRer,    Earl  of  Weftmorland,   5/>  Waiter 
-     Blunt,  and  Falftaff- 

K.  Henry. 

HO  W  bloodily  the  Sun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yon  busky  hill !  the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  diilemperature. 

P.  Henrw  The  ibuthern  wind 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purpofes. 
And,  by  his  hollow  whiftling  in  the  leaves, 
Foretels  a  tempeit,  and  a  bluil'ring  day. 

K.  Henry.  Then  with  the  lofers  let  it  fympathlze. 
For  nothing  can  feem  foul  to  ihofe  that  win. 

[The  Trumpet  founds. 
Enter  Worcefter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 
K.   Henry.  How  now,  my   lord  of  Wgrfter?   'tis 
not  well,  Tiiat 


J  64  The  Firft  Part  of 

That  you  and  I  (liould  meet  upon  fuch  terms 
As  now  we  meet.      You  have  deceiv'd  our  Trufi,^ 
And  made  us  dofF  our  cafie  robes  of  peace^ 
To  cruih  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  iteel  : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  fay  you  to't?  will  you  again  unknit 
This  cliurlifti  knot  of  all-abhorred  war. 
And  move  in  that  obedient  Orb  again. 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light  j. 
And  be  no  roore  an  exhal'd  meteor, 
A  prodiyy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 
Of  broached  mifchief,  to  the  unborn  times  ? 

IVor.  Hear  me,  my  Liege  : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the-lag  end  of  my  life 
With  quier  hours :   for  I  do  proteft, 
I  have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike. 

K.  Hem-y.  You  have  not  fought  it,  Sir?  how  comes 
it  then  ? 

FaL  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

P.  Henry.  Peace,  Chewet,  peace 

Wor.  It  pleas'd  your  Majefty.  to  turn  your  looks 
•  Of  favour  from  my  (e\f,  and  all  our  Houfe  j. 
And  yet  I  muft  remember  yoa,   my  lord, 
We  were  the  firft  and  deareft  of  your  friends:. 
For  you,  my  fiaff  ot  office  I  did  break 
In  Richard'^  time,  and  polled  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  v^ay,  and  kifs  your  hand  ; 
W'hen  yet  you  were  in  place  and  in  account 
Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate,   as  I  : 
It  was  my  felf,  my  brother,  and  his  fon. 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out-dare 
The  dangers  of  the  time.      You  fwore  to  us, 
(And  yoa  did  fwear  that  Oath  at  Doncajier,) 
That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  'gainft  the  State, 
Nor  claim  no  further  than  your  new-faH'n  Right  j. 
The  Seat  of  Gaunt,   Dukedom  of  Lancajler. 
To  this,  we  fware  our  aid:  but  in  ftiort  ipace 
It  rainM  down  fortune  fliovv'rjug  on  your  head. 
And  fuch  a  flood  of  greatneii  fell  on  you. 
What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  abfent  King, 
What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  timC;,  TliQ 
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The  feeming  fufF'rances  that  you  had  borne. 

And  the  contraricas  winds  that  held  the  Xing 

So  long  in  the  unlucky  Irijh  wars. 

That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead  : 

And  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  advantages 

You  took  occafion  to  be  quickly  woo'd. 

To  gripe  the  gen'ral  Sway  into  your  hand  j 

Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Domafier ; 

And  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fo, 

As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  Cuckow's  bird, 

Ufeth  the  Sparrow  ;  did  opprefs  our  neft, 

Grew  by  our  feeding  to  fo  greaf  a  bulk. 

That  ev'n  our  love  durft  not  come  near  your  fighi 

For  fear  of  fwallowing  j  but  with  nimble  wing 

We  were  inforc'd  for  fafety's  fake  to  fly 

Out  of  your  fight,   and  raife  this  prefent  head  : 

Whereby  we  ftand  oppofed  by  fuch  means 

As  you  your  felf  have  forg'd  againft  your  felf. 

By  unkind  ufage,  dangerous  countenance, 

And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth. 

Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprize. 

K.  Henry.  Thefe  things,  indeed,  you  have  articulated". 

Proclaimed  at  market  croffes,  read  in  churches. 

To  face  the  garment  of  Rebellion 

With  fome  fine  colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 

Of  fickle  Changelings  and  poor  Difcontents ; 

Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow  at  the  news 

Of  hurly-burly  innovation.        .. 

And  never  yet  did  Infurreition  want 

Such  water-colours,  to  impaint  his  caufe  : 

Nor  moody  beggars,  ftarving  for  a  time 

Of  pell-mell  havock  and  confuiion. 

P.  Henry.  In  both  our  armies  there  is  many  a  foul' 

Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  bold  encounter. 

If  once  they  join  in  tryal.     Tell  your  Nephew, 

The  Prince  of  JVales  doth  join  with  all  the  world 

In  praife  of  Henry  Percy  :  By  my  hopes^ 

(This  prefent  enterprise  fet  off  his  head) 

I  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman. 

More  adlive,  valiant,  or  more  (a)  valued  young, 
[  (a)  valuid^     Oxford  Editor,—  Vulg.  valiar.t'l 

Moip 
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More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive, 

To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deed. 

For  my  part,  I  may  fpeak  it  to  my  ftiame, , 

I  have  a  truant  been  to  Chivalry, 

And  lb,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too. 

Yet  this  before  my  father's  Majefty, 

I  am  content  that  he  (hall  take  the  odds 

Of  his  great  Name  and  Eftimation  j 

And  will,  to  fave  the  blood  on  either  fide, . 

Try  fortune  with  him,  in  a  fingle  fight. 

IC.  Henry.  And,  Prince  of  V/ales^  fo  dare  we  venture 
thee. 
Albeit,  Confiderations  infinite 
Do  make  againft  it :  No,  good  Worfier,   no, 
We  love  our  People  well ;  even  thofe  we  love, 
That  are  mil"- led  upon  your  Couiin's  part: 
And,   will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  Grace,  . 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man  i 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his. 
So  tell  your  Counn,  and  return  me  word 
What  he  will  do.     But  if  he  will  not  yield. 
Rebuke  and  dread  Corredion  wait  on  us, 
And  they  fnall  do  their  ofiice.     vSo,  be  gone  %  . 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  Reply  ; 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advifedly. 

[Exit  Worcefter,  ijjiih  Vernon. 
P.  Henry.  It  will  not  be  accepted,   on  my  life. 
The  Dovjglas  and  the  Hot/pur  both  together 
Are  confident  againH:  the  world  in  arms. 

K..  Henry.  Hence,  therefore,  every  Leader   to  his 
Charge. 
For  on  their  anfvver  we  will  fet  on  them. 
And  God  befriend  bs,  as  our  caufe  is  juil !        \_Exeunt, 

SCENE     II. 

Manent  Princs  Henry  an^  Falftaff. 
Fal,  Hal,  if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  battle,  and 
beftride  me,  fo  ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendfiiip. 

P.  Henry.  Nothing  but  a  ColofTus  can  do  thee  that  : 
friendfhip  :  Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewel. 

Fai,  I  would  it  were  bed-time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 

P.  Henrj\ 
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P.  Henry.  Why  thou  oweft  heav'n  a  death. 

Fal.  'Tis  not  due  yet :  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him 
before  his  day.  What  need  I  be  {q  forward  with  him 
that  calls  not  on  me  ?  well,  'tis  no  matter,  honour 
pricks  me  on.  But  how  if  honour  prick  me  oiF,  when 
I  come  on  ?  *  how  then  ?  can  honour  fet  to  a  leg  ?  no: 
«  or  an  arm  ?  no :  or  take  away  the  grief  of  a  wound  ? 

*  no:  honour  hath  no  Ikill  in  furgery  then  ?  no.  What 
«  is  honour  ?  a  word.    What  is  that  word  honour  ?  Air; 

*  a  trim  Reckoning. — Who  hath  it  ?  he  that  dy'd  a 
«  Wednefday.  Doth  he  feel  it  ?  no.  Doth  he  hear  it  ?  no. 
«  Is  it  infenfible  then  ?  yea,  to  the  dead :  bat  will  it 
«  not  live  with  the  living  ?  no  :  why  ?  Detraction  will 
<  not  fufFer  it.     Therefore,  Til  none  of  it  ;   »  honour 

*  is  a  meer  fcutcheon,  and  fo  ends  my  catechifm.  [_Exit. 

SCENE     III. 
Change i  to  Percy 'j  Camp. 
Enter  Worcefter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 
Wor.f^    No,  my  nephew  muil  not  know,  Sir  Richard; 
\J'i  The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  Kino-. 
Ver.  'Twere  beft,  he  did. 
Wor.  Then  we  are  all  undone. 
It  is  not  poiTible,  it  cannot  be. 
The  King  (hou'd  keep  his  word  in  loving  us ; 
He  will  fufpeft  us  flill,  and  find  a  time 
To  punifh  this  offence  in  other  faults: 
Sufpicion,  all  our  lives,  fhall  be  ftuck  full  of  eyes  5. 
For  treafon  is  but  trufied  like  a  Fox, 
Who  ne'er  fo  tame,  fo  cherilh'd,  and  lock'd  up^, 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  anceftors. 
Look  how  wc  can,  or  fad,  or  merrily. 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks ; 
And  we  fhall  feed  like  Oxen  at  a  ftall. 
The  better  cheriih'd,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 

I  honour  is  a  meer  fcutcheon.]  This  is  very  fine.  The  reward 
of  brave  adlions  formerly  was  only  feme  honourable  bearing  in  the 
ihields  of  arms  beftow'd  upon  defervers.  But  Falfiaff  having  faid 
that  honour  often  came  not  till  after  death,  he  calls  it  very  v/ittily 
a  fcutcheon,  which  is  the  painted  heraldry  borne  in  funeral  pro- 
ceflions.  And  by  meer  fcutcheon  is  infinuated,  that  whether  alive 
or  dead^  honour  was  but  a  name, 
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My  nephew's  trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot, 

It  hath  Lh'  excufe  of  youth  and  heat  of  blood  ; 

And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege, 

A  hair-brain'd  Hot-fpur,  governed  by  a  Spleen  : 

All  his  Offences  live  upon  my  head,. 

And  on  his  father's.      We  did  train  him  on  ; 

*  And  his  corruption,  being  ta'en  from  us, 

We,  as  the  fpring  of  all,  (ball  pay  for  all. 

Therefore,   good  coufm,  let  not  Harry  know,. 

In  any  cafe  the  offer  of  the  King. 

Fer.  Deliver  v;hat  you  will.  Til  fay,  'tis  fo.. 
Here  comes  your  coufm. 

SCENE     IV. 

£w/^r  Hot-fpur  ^jW  Dowglas^, 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  return'd : 
Deliver  up  my  lord  of  Weft  mar  land. 
Uncle,  what  news  ? 

War.  The  King  will  bid  you  battle  prefently. 

Doivg.  Defie  him  by  the  lord  of  Wefimorland. 

Hot.  Lord  Doivglasy  go  you  then  and  tell  him  fo* 

Doivg.  Marry,  I  iLall ;  and  very  willmgly, 

[  Exit  Dowglas, 

Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  King. 

Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ?  God  forbid  ! 

Wor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances, 
Of  his  oath-breaking;  which  he  mended  thus^ . 
By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfsvorn. 
He  calls  us  rebels,  traitors,  and  wiH  fcourge 
With  haughty  arms  this  hatefi>l  name  in  us. 
Enter  Dowglas. 

Doivg.  Arm,  gentlemen,  to  arms  -»  for  I  have  throwaf 
A  brave  defiance  in  King  Henry's  teeth  : 
And  Wefimorland,  that  was  ingag'd,  did  bear  it ; 
Which  cannot  chufe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  ikpt  forth  before  the  King^ 
And,  Nephew,  challenged  you  to  fingle  fight. 

Hot.  O,  would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads,  . 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  (hort  breath  to  day. 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth  !  Tell  me,  tell  me, 

7.  And  bii  corruption  being  t&  en  from  us.\   l^erhzps  Shake/pear 
V^rote,  •— '  being  a  taint,     /.  e,  infedlioiu 

How 
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How  fliew'd  his  talking?  feem*d  it  in  contempt? 

Ver.  No,  by  my  foul  :  1  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modeftly, 
Unlefs  a  brother  (hould  a  brother  dare 
To  gentle  exercife  and  proof  of  arms. 
He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man, 
Trim'd  up  your  praifeswith  a  princely  tongue^ 
Spoke  your  defervings  like  a  chronicle, 
Making  you  ever  better  than  his  Praife  : 
[  J  By  ftill  difpraifmg  Praife,  valued  with  You.] 
And,  which  became  him  like  a  Prince  indeed, 
+  He  made  a  blufhing  cical  oi  himfelf, 
And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  fuch  a  grace. 
As  if  he  mafter'd  there  a  double  fpirit. 
Of  teaching,  and  of  learning,  inftantly. 
There  did  he  paufe  ;  But  let  me  tell  the  world^ 
If  he  out-hve  the  envy  of  this  day, 
England  did  never  owe  fo  fweet  a  hope. 
So  much  mifconftrued  in  his  wantonnefs. 

Hot.  Coufm,  I  think,   thou  art  enamoured 
Upon  his  Follies ;   never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  Prince,  fo  wild,  at  liberty. 
But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night, 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  foldier's  arm. 
That  he  Ihall  (hrink  under  my  courtefie. 
Arm,  arm  with  fpeed.     And  fellows,  foldiers,  friends. 
Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do. 
Than  I,   that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue. 
Can  lift  your   blood  up  with  perfuafion. 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you«  i. 

Hot.  f  cannot  read  them  now. 
O  Gentlemen,   the  tim_e  of  life  is  ftiort  : 
To  fpend  that  (hortnefs  bafely  were  too  long, 
Tho'  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point, 

3  By  Jiill  dijpraifing  Praife,  'valued  ivi-'h  Tou.'j  This  fooli/h 
line  is  indeed  in  the  Folio  of  1623,  but  it  is  evidently  the  players' 
Bonfenre. 

4  He  made  a  blujhing  cital  of  himfelf, 1  Cital  for  taxation. 

Mr.  Pope. 

Still 
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Still  ending  at  th'   arrival  of  an  hour. 
And  if  we  live,   we  live  to  tread  on  Kings  : 
If  die  J  brave  death,   when  Princes  die  with  us  \ 
Now,   for  our  confciences,  tiie  arms  are  fair. 
When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  juft. 
Enter  another  MeJJenger. 

Mejf.  My  lord,  prepare,  the  King  comes  on  apace. 

Hot.  I  thank  him,   that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale. 
For  I  profeis  not  talking  :  only  this. 
Let  each  man  do  his  beli      And  here  draw  1 
A  fword,   whofe  temper  I  intend  to  Itain 
With  the  bert  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal, 
In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 
5  Now,   Efperanxa  !    Percy  !    and  fet  on  ; 
Sound  all  the  lofty  Inftruments  of  war  j  * 

And  by  that  mufick  Jet  us  all  embrace  : 
^  For  ^heav'n  to  earth)  fome  of  us  never  fhall 
A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  courtefie. 

\_^ hey  embrace y  then  exeunt.     The  Trumpets  found'. 

SCENE     VI. 

The  King  entreth  'vjith  his  Fewer  ;    Alarm  to  the  battle. 
Ihen  enter  Dowglas,    and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  What  h  thy  name,  that  thus  in  battle  crolTeft  me? 
What  honour  doft  thou  feek  upon  my  head  ? 

Doivg.   Know  then,  my  name  is  Douglas, 
And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus, 
Becaufe  fome  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  King. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Doivg.  The  lord  of  ^/^^r^ dear  today  hath  bought 
Thy  likenefs  ;  for  inftead  of  thee.  King  Harry, 
This  fword  hath  ended  him  ;   fo  (hall  it  thee, 
X^nlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prifoner. 

Slunt.  1  was  not  born  to  yield,    thou  haughty  5ro/, 
And  thou  fnalt  find  a  King  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death. 

Eighty  Blunt  is  Jlain  :   then  enter  Hot-fpur. 

5  Noio,    Efperanza! ]  This  v/as  the  word  of  battle  on 

Percfs  fide.     See  Halts  Chronicle,  folio  23.  Mr.  Pope. 

6  For  {heav'n  to  earth)  ^.a,,—]'},  e.  one  might  wager  heav?n  to 
Kirth.. 

Hot* 
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Hot.  O  Dovjglas,  hadft  thou  fought  ^tHolmedonih.Mi, 
I  never  had  triumphed  o'er  a  Scot, 

Doivg.  All's  done,  all's  won,    here  breathlefs   lies 
the  Kmg. 

Hot.    Where  ? 

Vowg.   Here. 

i/^/.  This,  DoivgUi?  no :  I  know  his  face  full  well: 
A  gallant  Knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt, 
Semblably  furnifh'd  like  the  King  himielf. 

Do-.vg,  Ah  !  tool  go  with  thy  foul,  whither  it  goes! 
A  borrowed  title  haft  thou  boughc  too  dear 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  King  ? 

Hot.  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats ; 

Donvg,  Now  by  my  fword,   I  will  kill  all  his  coats ; 
I'll  murther  all  his  wardrobe  piece  by  piece. 
Until  I  meet  the  King. 

Hot.  Up  and  away, 
Our  foldiers  Hand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 
Alarm,  J?«/^r  FalftafF /o/a/. 
Fal.  Though  I  could  'fcape  (hot- free  at  London,  I 
fear  the  (hot  here  :  here's  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the  pate. 
Soft,  who  art  thou  ?  Sir  IValter  Blunt  F  There's  honour 
for  you  ;  7  here'«  no  vanity !  I  am  as  hot  as  moulten 
lead,  and  as  heavy  too  :  heav'n  keep  lead  out  of  me,  I 
need  no  more  weight  than  mine  own  bowels !  "  I  have 
"  led  my  rag-o-muffians  where  they  are  pepper'd : 
•'  there's  not  three  of  my  hundred  and  fifty  left  alive  ; 
*•  and  they  are  for  the  town's  end,  to  beg  during  life. 
"  But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 
P.  Henry.  What,  ftand'ft  thou  idle  here  ?  lend  me 
thy  fword  ; 
Many  a  noble  man  lies  ftark  and  fti^ 

7  here''s  no  vanity  /]  In  our  author's  time  the  negative^  in 
common  fpeech,  was  \x{t<\  to  defign,  ironicslly,  the  excefs  of  a 
thins.  Thus  Ben  Johnfon  in  Every  Man  in  kis  Humour ^  lays, 
0,  h°ere's  ^To  FOPPERY  !  'Death,  I  can  endure  tbefiocks  h^ttsr. 
Meaning,  r;s  the  pafi"a^e  fliews,  that  the  foppery  was  exctra/e.- 
And  fo  in  many  other  phces.  But  the  Oxford  Editor,  not  appre-- 
kending  this,  has  altei'ci  it  to,  there  s  -vanity  ! 

Under 
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Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies ; 

Whole  deaths  are  unreveng'd.     Lend  me  thy  fword. 

Fal.  O  Haly  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  breathe  a 
while.  ^  Turk  Gregory  never  did  fuch  deeds  in  arms, 
as  I  have  done  this  day.  I  have  paid  Percy,  I  have 
made  him  fure. 

P.  Henry.  He  is  indeed,  and  living  to  kill  thee: 
I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  fvtord. 

Fal.  Nay,  Hal^  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'ft  not  my 
fword  :  but  take  my  piftol,    if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Henry.   Give  it  me  :   what,  is  it  in  the  cafe  ? 

Fal.  Ay,  Hal,  'tis  hot.  There's  that  will  fack  a  city. 
[The  Prince  dianvs  out  a  bottle  of  fack. 

P.  Henry,  What,  is  it  a  time  to  jell  and  dally  now  ? 
[Throivs  it  at  him,  and  Exit. 

Fal.  9  If  Pfrry  be  alive,  he'll  pierce  him  ;  if  he 
do  come  in  my  way,  fo  j  if  he  do  not,  if  f  come  in  his, 
willingly,  let  him  make  a  carbonado  of  me.  J  like 
not  fuch  grinning  honour  as  Sir  Waller  hath  :  give  me 
life,  which  if  1  can  fave,  fo  ;  if  not,  honour  comes 
unlook'd  for,  and  there's  an  end.  \Exit. 

SCENE     VIII. 
Alarum,  Excurfions.   Enter  the  Kiijg,    the  Prince,    Lord 

John  ^yLancafter,  and  the  Earl  of  Wellmorland. 

K.  Henry.  I  pr'ythee,  Harry,  withdraw  thy  felf, 
thou  bleed  efb  too  much  :  Lord  John  of  Lane  after,  go 
you  with  him. 

Lan.  Not  I,  my  lord,  ur-lefs  I  did  bleed  too. 

P.    Henry.    I  do  befeech  your  Majefty  make  up. 
Left  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

8  Turk..  Gregory  never  did  fuch  deeds  in  arrr:s,'\  Meaning 
Greg  ry  the  feveuth,  called  HUdehrand,  This  furious  fiiar  fur- 
mounted  aimofr  invincible  obftacles  to  deprive  the  emoprcr  of  his 
right  of  inveftiture  cf  bifhops,  which  his  predeccffors  had  long 
attempted  in  vain.  Fox,  in  his  hiftory,  had  made  this  Gregory  fo 
odious,  that  I  don't  doubt  but  the  good  proteftants  of  that  time 
were  well  pleafed  to  hear  him  thus  charafterifed,  as  uniting  the 
attributes  of  their  two  great  enemies,  the  Twk  and  Pope  in  one. 

9  If  Percy  be  ali-ve,  I'll  pierce  hi;;i  ;]  Ce;n.!:>inly,  he'll  pierce 
hiyn,  \.  e.  Prince  Henry  will,  who  is  jufi.  gone  out  to  feek  him. 
Befides,  Vil pierce  him,  contrad ids  the  whole  turn  and  thumour  of 
the  fpeech. 

K.  Henry, 
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K.  Henry.  I  will  do  fo  : 
My  lord  of  Weftmorlandy  lead  him  to  his  Tent. 

Weft.  Come,  my  lord,  I'll  lead  you  to  your  Tent. 

P.  Henry.  Lead  me,  my  lord !  I  do  not  need  your  help ; 
And  hcav'n  forbid,  a  (hallow  fcratch  fhould  drive 
The  Prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this. 
Where  ftain'd  Nobility  lies  trodden  on. 
And  Rebels  arms  triumph  in  maffacres  !  {land^ 

Lan.  We  breathe  too  long  ;  come,  coafm  Weftmor^ 
Our  duty  this  way  lies  ;  for  heav'n's  fake,  come. 

P.  Henry. ^Y  heav'n,  thou  haft  deceiv'd  me,  Lancaftert 
1  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit  : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,   John ; 
But  now,  1  do  refpedl  thee  as  my  foul. 

K.  Henry.  I  faw  him  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  point. 
With  luftier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  fuch  an  ungrown  warrior. 

P.  Henry.  Oh,  this  boy 
Lends  mettle  to  us  all.  \_ExeunK 

Manet  King  Henry.     Enter  Dowglas. 

Doivg.  Another  King  ?  they  grow,  like  Hydra's  heads; 
I  am  the  Do-jug/as,  fatal  to  all  thofe 
That  wear  thofe  colours  on  them.     What  art  thou. 
That  counterfeit'^  the  perfon  of  a  King  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  King  himfelf,  who,  Doivg/as,  grieves 
at  heart. 
So  many  of.  his  fhadows  thou  haft  met. 
And  not  the  very  King.     I  have  two  boys 
Seek  Percy  and  thy  felf  about  the  field  5 
But  feeing  thou  fall'ft  on  me  fo  luckily, 
I  will  affay  thee  :  fo  defend  thy  felf. 

Doivg.  I  fear  thou  art  another  counterfeit  j 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thou  bear'ft  thee  like  a  King  : 
But  mine,  I'm  fure,  thou  art,  whoe'er  thou  be. 
And  thus  I  win  thee. 

[Theyjight:  the  King  being  in  danger^ 
Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again  :   the  Spirits 
Of  Sherlyy  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  arms  ; 
It  is  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  threatens  thee. 

Who 
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Who  never  promireth,  but  means  to  pay. 

{Ihey fight,  Dowglas  ^f//&. 
Cheaply,  my  lord  ;   how  fares  your  Grace  ? 
Sir  Nicholas  Ganxjfey  hath  for  fuccour  Cent, 
And  fo  hath  Clifton:  I'll  to  Clifton  ftrait. 

K.  Henry.  Stay,  and  breathe  a  while  j 
Thou  haft  redeemed  my  loft  opinion. 
And  (hew'd,  thou  mak'ft  Tome  tender  of  my  life. 
In  this  fair  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

P.  Henry.  O  heaven !  they  did  me  too  much  injury. 
That  ever  faid,  1  hearken 'd  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  fo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
Th*  infolting  hand  of  Doivg/as  over  you  ; 
Which  would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end. 
As  all  the  pois'nous  potions  in  the  world. 
And  fav'd  the  treach'rous  labour  of  your  fon. 

K.  Henry.  iVkke   up  to  Clifton,  Til  to  Sir  Nicholas 
Gaivfey.  {^Exit, 

SCENE     IX. 
Enter  Hot-fpur. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fpeak'ft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name. 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

P.  Henry.  Then  I  fee 
A  very  valiant  Rebel  of  that  name. 
I  am  the  Prince  of  Wales:  and  think  not,  Percy, 
To  (hare  with  me  in  Glory  any  more  : 
Two  Stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  fphere  ; 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  Reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  ihail  it,  Harry,  for    the  hour  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  us  j  and  would  to  hcav'n, 
Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine  ! 

P.  Henry.  I'll  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  from  thee  ; 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  creft 
I'll  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.  [Fight, 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  Hal;  to  it,   Hal.     Nay,  you  (hall 
find  no  boy's  play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

Enter 
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Enter  Dowglas,  he  fights  nvith  FalftafF,  nuho  falls  doijun 
as  if  he  'were  dead.      The  Prince  kills  Percy. 

Hot.  ^  O,  Harry,  thou  haft  robb'd  mc  of  my  youth  : 
I  better  brook  the  lofs  of  brittle  life, 
Than  thofe  proud  Titles  thou  haft  won  of  me; 
They  wound  my  thoughts,  worfe  than  thy  fword  my 

flefti: 
But  thought's  the  flave  of  life,  and  life  time's  fool ; 
And  time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  world, 
Muft  have  a  ftop.     O,  I  could  propheiie. 
But  that  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death, 
Lies  on  my  tongue :   no,  Percy ^  thou  art  duft. 
And  food  for •  [Dies, 

P.  Henry.  Worms,  brave  Percy.     Fare  thee  well ! 
Ill-vveav'd  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  fhrunk ! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  fpirit, 
A  Kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a  bound : 
But  now  two  paces  of  the  vileft  earth 
Is  room  enough  !  this  earth,  that  bears  thee  dead. 
Bears  not  alive  fo  ftout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  fenfible  of  courtefie, 
I  (hould  not  make  fo  great  a  fhow  of  zeal. 
*  But  let  my  favour  hide  thy  mangled  face. 
And,  ev'n  in  thy  behalf,  I'll  thank  my  felf 
For  doing  rhefe  fair  Rites  of  tendernefs. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  heav'n  ; 
Thy  ignominy  ileep  with  thee  in  the  Grave, 
But  not  remember'd  in  thy  epitaph.      [He  fees  FalftafF. 
—What !  old  acquaintance  !  could  not  all  this  lieih 
Keep  in  a  little  life  ?  poor  Jack,  farewel ! 
I  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  man. 
Oh,  I  Ihould  have  a  heavy  mifs  of  thee. 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  Vanity. 
Death  hath  not  ftruck  fo  fat  a  Deer  to  day. 
Though  many  a  dearer  in  this  bloody  fray  : 

1  0,  Harry,  tkou  hafi  robb'd  me  of  my  youth  :]  I  fancy  ^hake- 
fpearv.roicgro"u:tb,  i.  e.  honours  in  the  bud.  The  two  following 
lines  feem  to  poiat  to  this  reading,  and  not  to  agree  to  the  com- 
mon one. 

2  But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face. ^  V/e  fhould  read 
fa'vour^  face  or  countenance.  He  ftooping  down  here  to  kifs 
Hot  fpur, 

Imbowell'd 
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Imbowell'd  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by, 

'Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lye,  \ExU, 

SCENE    X. 

FalftafF  rifes. 
Fal.  ImbowellM ! — if  thou  imbowel  me  to  day,  I'll 
give  you  leave  to  powder  me,  and  eat  me  to  morrow  ! 
'Sblood,  'twas  time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  terma- 
gant Scot  had  paid  mc  fcot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit  ? 
I  lie,  I  am  no  counterfeit  ;  to  die,  is  to  be  a  counter- 
feit; for  he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a  man,  who  hath 
not  the  life  of  a  man  :  but  to  counterfeit  dying,  when 
a  man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no  counterfeit,  but  the 
true  and  perfedl  image  of  life,  indeed.  The  better  part 
of  valour  is  difcretion ;  in  the  which  better  part,  I  have 
faved  my  life.  I  am  afraid  of  this  gun-powder  Percy ^ 
though  he  be  dead.  How  if  he  fhould  counterfeit  too, 
and  rife  ?  I  am  afraid,  he  would  prove  the  better  coun- 
terfeit;  therefore  Til  make  him  furc;  yea,  and  I'll 
fwear,  I  kilPd  him.  Why  may  not  he  rife  as  well  as  I  ? 
nothing  confutes  me  but  eyes,  and  no  body  fees  me. 
Therefore,  firrah,  with  a  new  wound  in  your  thigh 
come  you  along  with  me.  [Takes  Hot-fpur  on  his  back, 

SCENE     XI. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  John  of  Lancafler. 

P.  Henry.  Come,    brother  Johny  full  bravely  haft 
thou  fielht 
Thy  maiden  fword. 

Lan.  But  foft !  whom  have  we  here  ? 
Did  you  not  tell  me,  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  did,  I  faw  him  dead, 
And  breathlefs  on  the  ground  :  art  thou  alive. 
Or  is  it  fancy  plays  upon  our  eye-fight  ? 
I  pr*ythee,   fpeak,  we  will  not  truft  our  eyes 
Without  our  ears :   thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'ft. 

Fal.  No,  that's  certain ;  I  am  not  a  double  man ; 
but  if  I  am  not  Jack  Faljiaffy  then  am  I  a  Jack :  there 
is  Percy f  if  your  father  will  do  me  any  honour,  fo ;  if 
not,  let  him  kill  the  next  Percy  himfelf.  I  look  either 
to  be  Earl  or  Duke,  I  can  afTure  you. 

P.  Henry. 
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P.  Henry.  Why,  Percy  I  kill'd  my  fcif,  and  faw  thee 
dead. 

Fai.  Did'ft  thou  ?  lord,  lord,  how  the  world  is  giv'n 
to  lying !  I  grant  you,  1  was  down  and  out  of  breath, 
and  fo  was  he  ;  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and 
fought  a  long  hour  by  Shrenxsjhury  clock  :  if  I  may  be 
believed,  fo  ;  if  not,  let  them,  that  (hould  reward'  va- 
lour, bear  the  fin  upon  their  own  heads,  I'll  take't  on 
my  death,  I  gave  him  this  wound  in  the  thigh  :  if  the 
man  were  alive,  and  would  deny  it,  I  would  make 
him  eat  a  piece  of  my  fword. 

Lan.  This  is  the  f.rangell  Tale  that  e'er  I  heard. 

P.  Henry.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fellow,  brother  John, 
Come,  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back  : 
For  my  part,  if  a  Lie  may  do  thee  grace, 
I'll  gild  it  with  the  happiell  terms  I  have. 

_,  ,       ,  [.^  retreat  is  founded. 

The  trumpets  found  retreat,  the  day  is  ours : 
Come,  brother,  let's  to  th'   higheft  of  the  field, 
,To  fee  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead. 

77  7  Tin  r  [^Exeunt, 

Fal.  1  II  follow,  as  they  fay,  for  reward.  He  that  re- 
wards me,  heav'n  reward  him  !  If  I  do  grow  great,  I'll 
grow  lefs  ;  for  I'll  purge,  and  leave  off  fack,  and  live 
cleanly,  as  a  noble  man  Ihould  do.  [Exit. 

SCENE    XII. 

i:he  Trumpets  found.  Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales, 
Lord  ]o\iVi  of  Lancafter,  £^r/o/ Weftmorland,  ^ith 
Worcefter  and  Vernon  Prifoners. 

K.  Henry.  Thus  ever  did  Rebellion  find  rebuke. 
Ill-fpirited  Wor'Jier,  did  we  not  fend  grace. 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you  ? 
And  would 'ft  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary  ? 
Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  kinfman's  truft  ? 
Three  Knights  upon  our  party  flain  to  day, 
A  noble  Earl,  and  many  a  creature  elfe. 
Had  been  alive  this  hour. 
If  like  a  chriftian  thou  had'ft  truly  borne 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 
Vol.  IV.  K  w„. 
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IVor.  What  I  have  done,  my  fafety  urg'd  me  to; 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently, 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

K.  Henry.  Bear  Worcejler  to  death,  and  Vernon  too. 
Other  Offenders  we  will  paufe  upon. 

{^Exeunt  Worcefter  and  Vernon,  guarded. 
How  goes  the  field  ? 

P.  Henry.  The  gallant  Scot^  lord  DoivgUxs,  when  he 
faw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turned  from  him. 
The  noble  Percy  flain,  and  all  his  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  reft; 
And,  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  fo  bruis'd. 
That  the  purfucrs  took  him.     At  my  Tent 
The  Doiuglas  is,  and,  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
I  may  difpofe  of  him. 

K.  Henry.  With  all  my  heart. 

P.  Henry.  Then,  brother  John  of  Lancajler,  to  yon 
This  honourable  bounty  fhall  belong  : 
Go  to  the  Donvglasy  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefs  and  free  : 
His  valour,  (hewn  upon  our  crefts  to  day. 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherifti  fuch  high  deeds, 
Ev'n  in  the  bofom  of  our  adverfaries. 

Lan.  ^  I  thank  your  Grace  for  this  high  courtefic. 
Which  I  fhall  give  away  immediately. 

K.  Henry.  Then  this  remains ;  that  we  divide  our 
Power. 
You  fon  John,  and  my  coufin  Weftmorland^ 
Tow'rds  York  fhall  bend  you,  with  your  dearell  fpeed. 
To  meet  Northumberland  2lu6.  Prelate  Scroops 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  bufily  in  arms. 
My  felf  and  You,  fon  Harry,  will  tow'rds  WaleSf 
To  fight  with  Glendoiaer  and  the  Earl  of  Marche. 
Rebellion  in  this  Land  (hall  lofe  his  fway. 
Meeting  the  check  of  fuch  another  day  ; 
And  fmce  this  bufinefs  fo  far  fair  is  done. 
Let  us  not  leave,  *till  all  our  own  be  won.       [^Exeunt^ 

5  /  thanif  ymr  Grace,  &c.]  Thefe  two  lines  added  out  of  the 
fci/l  Edition.  Mr.  Pefe. 
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Enter  Rumour,   *  painted  full  of  Tongues. 

OPEN  your  ears  :  for  which  of  you  will  flop 
The  Vent  of  Hearing,  when  ]oud  Rumour  fpeaks  ? 
I  from  the  Orient  to  the  drooping  Weft, 
Making  the  wind  my  poft-horfe,  ftill  unfold 
The  A^s  commenced  on  this  Ball  of  Earth. 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  flandcrs  ride. 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronounce  ; 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  falfe  reports. 
**  I  fpeak  of  Peace,  while  covert  enmity, 
*•  Under  the  fmile  of  fafety,  wounds  the  world  : 
**  And  who  but  Rumour,  who  bat  only  I, 
•*  Make  fearful  muilers  and  prepared  defence, 
**  Whilft  the  big  year,  fwoll'n  with  feme  other  griefs, 
•«  Is  thought  with  child  by  the  ftern  tyrant  War, 
*'  And  no  fuch  matter  ?   Rumour  is  a  pipe 
Blown  by  furmifes,  jealoufies,  conjeflures  ; 
iknd,  of  fo  eafie  and  fo  plain  a  flop. 
That  the  blunt  monfter  with  uncounted  heads, 
The  ftill-c.ifcordant  wavering  multitude, 
C:vi  play  upon  it.     But  what  need  I  thus 
My  well-known  body  to  anatomize 
Among  my  houfhold  ?  Why  is  Rumour  here  ? 
I  run  before  King  Harry's  vidlory  ; 
Who  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shreixfbury 
Hath  beaten  down  young  Hotfpur  and  his  troops  ; 
Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  Rebellion 
Ev'n  with  the  rebels'  blood.     But  what  mean  I 
To  fpeak  fo  true  at  firfl  ?  my  office  is 

1  painted  full  of  Tongues.']  This  Qirt€t\or\,  which  is  only  to  be 
found  in  the  firft  Edition  in  Quarto  of  1600,  explains  a  pafHige 
ra  what  foilowS;,  othcrwile  obfcure,  Mr,  Pope. 

To 
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To  noife  abroad,   that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 
Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hot-ffur''s  fword  ; 
And  that  the  King  before  the  Donjoglas  rage 
Scoop'd  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  death. 
This  have  I  ruraour'd  through  the  peafant  towns. 
Between  that  royal  field  of  Shreivjburyy 
And  this  worm-eaten  (a)  Hold  of  ragged  Hone  \ 
Where  Hot  ffur\  Father,   old  Northumberland , 
Lies  crafty  fick.     The  Pofts  come  tiring  on  j 
And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  other  news 
Than  they  have  learn'd  of  me.  From  Rumour\  tongues, 
They  bring  fmooth  comforts  falfe,    worfe  than  true 
wrongs.  \Exit. 

1(a)  Hold,    Mr.  Tbeo&ald.^VM]^,  Hole.J 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 


KING  Henry  the  Fourth. 

Prince  Hemyyoftertuanfs  croivned  King  Henry  the  Fifth. 

Prince  John  ^Lancafler,  J  Sons  to  Henry  the  Fourth, 

Humphrey  o/' Glouccfler,  >    and  Brethren  to  Henry  tht 

Thomas  ^/'Clarence,         3    Fifth. 

Northumberland,  "] 

The  Jrchb^Jhop  of  York,  : 

Mowbray,  | 

Haftings,  '  Oppoftes  againji  King  Henry 

i(7/-^  Bardolph,  r     the  Fourth, 

TrawrF,  I 

Morton,  | 

Cole  vile,  J 

Warwick,  "^ 

Wcftmoriand,  I 

f.'"'^'  I     of  the  King's  Partj. 

Cjower,  I      •'  6  • 

Harcourt,  j 

L  ord  Chief  Juftice,  J 

falftaff, 

Poins, 

pfilol! ^  '  f     ^''^i''^^''  Bumorifs 

?eio* 

Page. 

Shallow  and  Silence,  Country  fufticsi, 

Davy,  Ser'vant  to  Shallow. 

Phang  and  Snare,  t^ivo  Serjeants. 

Mouldy, 

Shadow, 

Wart,       ^    Country  Soldiers, 

Feeble, 

Bulcalf, 

Lady   Northumberland. 

Lady  Percy. 

Hojlefs  Quickly. 

Doll  Tear-iheet. 

Drawers^  Beadles,  Grooms,  isfc» 

The 


ndt 

I 


[  183  ] 
The  Secon  D  Part  of 

HEN RT  IV. 

A  C  T     I.       SCENE!. 

Northumberland^  Gaftle. 
Enter  Lord  Bardolph  ;    the  Porter  at  the  door, 

Bardolph. 

WHO  keeps   the  gate  here,  hoa  ?  where  is 
the  Earl  ? 
Port.  What  {hall  I  fay  you  are  ? 
Bard.  Tell  thou  the  Earl, 
That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 

Port.  His  lordihip  is  vvalk'd  forth  into  the  Orchard  ; 
Pleafe  it  your  Honour,  knock  but  at  the  gate. 
And  he  himfelf  will  anl'wer. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
Bard  Here's  the  Earl. 

i^orth.   What  News,  lord  Bardolph  ?  "  cv'fy  mi- 
nute now 
"  Should  be  the  »  father  of  fome  flratagem. 
*'  The  times  are  wild  :  Contention,   like  a  horfe 
**  Full  of  high  feeding,   madly  hath  broke  loofe, 
**  And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard,  Noble  Earl, 
I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shreivfiury, 

I  father  of  fome  ftratagem.]     Strafagem^  for  vigrrous  action. 
K4  Nortk 


J  84  ^he  Second  Part  of 

North.  Good,  if  heav'n  will  I 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  vvidi  : 
The  Kirg  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  death  : 
And  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  fon, 
Prince  Harry  Hun  outright;  and  both  the  B/u»/s 
Xiird  by  the  hand  of  Vonng/as :  young  Prince  John, 
And  Wejimorland,  and  Stafford,  fled  the  field. 
And  Harry  Monmouth^s  brawn,   the  hulk  Sir  Johft, 
Is  prifoner  to  your  Ton.     O,  fuch  a  d3.y , 
*'  So  fought,   io  follow'd,  and  ^o  fairly  won, 
**  Came  not  till  now,   to  dignife  the  times, 
**  Since  Cafar''s  fortunes  ! 

North.  How  is  this  deriv'd  ? 
Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shrevjfiury? 

Bard.  I  fpake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  from 
thence, 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name; 
That  freely  rendered  me  thefe  news  for  true.  [fent 

North.  Here  comes  my  fervant   Tra'vers,  whom  I 
On  Tuefday  laft  to  liften  after  news. 

Bard.  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way. 
And  he  is  furnifh'd  with  no  certainties, 
More  than  he,  haply,  may  retail  from  me. 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  Travers. 

North.  Now,   Traversy  what  good  tidings  come  with 
you  ? 

*Tra.  My  lord.  Sir  Jdhn  Um/re'v 2/  turn' d  me  back 
With  joyful  tidings  ;  and,  being  better  hors'd. 
Out-rode  me.     "  After  him  came  fpurring  hard 
*'  A  gentleman,  almoil  fore-fpent  with  fpeed, 
**  That  rtopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horfe  : 
**  He  afk'd  the  way  to  Chifier ;   and  of  him 
**  I  did  demand  what  news  from  Shre^Jhury. 
*«  He  told  me,  that  Rebellion  had  ill-luck  ; 
**  And  that  young  Harry  Percy's  Spur  was  cold. 
**  With  that  he  gave  his  able  horfe  the  head, 
**  And,  bending  forward,  ftruck  his  agile  heels 
*<  Againll  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  jade 

«'  Up 
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**-  Up  to  the  rowel -head  ;  and,  ftarting  fo, 
**  He  feem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way. 
Staying  no  longer  queftion. 

North.  Ha  ?  again  : 
Said  he,  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold? 
Rebellion  had  ill  luck  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you  ; 
If  my  young  lord  your  fon  have  not  the  day. 
Upon  mine  Honour,  for  a  filken  point 
ril  give  my  Barony.     Ne'er  talk  of  it. 

Nortb.  Why  (hould  the  gentleman,   that  rode  by 
Tra'verSf 
Give  then  fuch  inftances  of  lofs  ?. 

Bard.  Who  he  ? 
He  was  *  fome  hilding  fellow,  that  had  ftol'ii 
The  horfe  he  rode  on  ;  and,  upon  my  life. 
Spake  at  adventure.     Look,  here  comes  more  news. 

SCENE     III.. 

Enter  Morton. 

North.  "  Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf, 
**  Foretels  the  Nature  of  a  tragick  volume  : 
**  So  looks  the  ftrond,  whereon  th'    imperious  flood' 
"  Hath  left  a  witnefs'd  ufurpation. 
Say,  Morton,  did'ft  thou  come  from  Shre^v/hury  ? 

Mort.  I  ran  from  Shretvfbury^  my  noble  lord,- 
Where  hateful  Death  put  on  his  uglieft  Malk 
To  fright  our  Party. 

North.  How  doth  my  fon,  and  Brother  ? ' 
"  Thou  trembled  ;  and  the  whitenefs  in  thy  cheek 
**  Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
*•  Even  fuch  a  man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefs, 
"  3  So  dull,  fo  dead  in  look,  fo  woe-be-gone^, 

'*  Drew 

a  — fome  hilding  fclloiV','-'']   For  hinder  ling,  i,  e.   bafe,    dege- 
nerate. Mr.  Pope. 

3  So  dull,  fo  dead  in  look,  fo  woe-be-gone,]  The  c-njefture  of  a 
famous  critic  on  this  paffage  was  pleafant.      He  had  never  i&^n  the 
word  before,  he  had  no  conception  of  its  meaning,  and  therefore^ 
v/ould-have  it  that  the  Poet  wrote^, 

So  dull,  fo  dead  in  look,  Ucalegon 

Jh'&'Ui  PfiajftV  cur  taii->- inns  sit-ad  of"  night,  Sec, 

K,  5  eecaufe 
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**  Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night, 

•*   And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  burn'd : 

**  But  Priam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue  ; 

And  I  my  Percy's  death,  ere  thou  report'il  it. 

This  thou  would'll  fay  :  your  Son  did  thus,  and  thus : 

Your  brother,  thus :   fo  fought  the  noble  Douglas : 

Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds. 

But  in  the  end,  to  Hop  mine  ear  indeed, 

Thou  haft  a  figh  to  blow  away  this  praife, 

Ending  with  brother,   fon,  and  all  are  dead  ! 

Mcrt.  Do'wglas  is  living,  and  your  brother^  yet  ; 
But  for  my  lord  your  fon 

North.  Why,  he  is  dead. 
See,   what  a  ready  tongue  fufpicion  hath  \ 
He,  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know,. 
H  tn,  by  inftind,   knowledge  +  from  others'  eyes, 
That  what  he  fear'd  is  chanc'd.     Yet,  Morton^  fpeakr 
Tell  thou  thy  Earl,  his  Divination  lies  ; 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  fweet  Difgraee, 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong. 

Mor,  You  are  too  Great  to  be  by  me  gainfaid  i 
Your  fpirit  is  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain. 

North.  Yet  for  all  this,  lay  not,  that  Percy  %  dead, 
I  fee  a  ftrange  confeffion  in  thine  eye  : 
Thou  fhak'ft  thy  head,  and  J  hold'ft  it  fear,  or  iin^ 
To  fpeak  a  tmch.     If  he  be  ilain,  fay  fo  : 
The  tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  his  death  : 
And  he  doth  fin,    that  doth  belie  the  dead. 
Not  he,  which  fays  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  firft  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  lofing  office  :    and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fuHen  bell, 
Remembered,  tolling  a  departing  friend. 

Bard.  I  cannot  think,  my  lord,  your  fon  is  dead". 

Mort»  I'm  forry,  1  fhould  force  you  to  believe 

Becaufe  Virgil  hys, 

—ja'/n  proximiis  ardet  UcaTegnn. 
Yet  the  word  v>^as  common  enough  amongft  the  old  Scotijh  and 
Englijb  poets,  as  G.  Douglai,  Chaucer,  lord  Buckhurji,  Fairfax  j 
and  fignifies,  far  gore  m  tvce. 

A — from  other  fy«,]  V/e  ihould  read  others''  eyes. 

5  ..    I.  .  he/d'f  it  fear,  srfin.}  Fear,  f-Qt  danger. 

That, 
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That,  which,  I  would  to  heav'n,  I  had  not  feen. 
But  thefe  mine  eyes  faw  him  in  bloody  ftate, 
Rendering  faint  quittance,  wearied  and  out-breath'd. 
To  Henry  Monmouth  ;  whofe  fwifc  wrath  beat  down 
The  never- daunted  Percy  to  the  earth. 
From  whence,  with  life,  he  never  more  fprung  up. 
In  few  ;  his  death,   (whofe  fpirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dulled  pcafant  in  his  Camp) 
Being  bruired  once,. took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  beft-temrer'd  courage  in  his  troops. 
^  For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  fteel'd  ; 
Which  once  in  him  rebated,  all  the  reft 
Turn'd  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing,  that's  heavy  in  it  felf, 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greateft  fpced  ; 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hot-fpur's  lofs. 
Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefs  with  their  fear. 
That  arrows  fled  not  fwif^er  toward  their  aim. 
Than  did  our  foldiers.  aiming  at  their  fafety. 
Fly  from  the  field.     Then  was  that  noble  Worjler 
Too  foon  ta'en  prjfoner  :  and  that  furious  ^cot. 
The  bloody  Do'wglas,  whofe  well-labouring  fvvord 
Had  three  times  flain  th'  appearance  of  the  King, 
'Gan  vail  his  flomach,  and  did  grace  the  (hame 
Of  thofe  that  turn'd  their  backs ;  and  in  his  flight. 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.     The  fum  of  all 
Is,  that  the  King  hath  won  :  and  hath  fent  out 
A  fpeedy  Pow'r  to  encounter  you,  my  lord, 

(>  For  from  his  metal  ivas  ki%  party  fieeVd^ 

Which  once  in  him  abated, ]  The  word  wer^/ is 

one  of  thole  hacknied  metaphorical  terms,  which  refumes  fo  much 
of  a  literal  fcnfe  as  not  to  need  the  idea  (from  whence  the  figure  is 
taken)  to  be  kept  up.  So  that  it  may  with  elegance  enough  be  faid, 
hii  metal  was  abated,  as  well  as  his  courage  was  abated.  See 
what  is  faid  on  this  fuhjea,  Note  7  on  Levels  labour's  Icji.  Adt  V. 
Bat  when  the  writer  fhews,  as  here,  both  before  and  after,    [—his 

tarty  JieeVd turnd  on  themjelves  like  dull  ar.d  heavy    had\ 

that  his  intention-  was  not  to  drop  the  idea  from  whence  he  took 
his  metaphor,  then  he  cannot  fay  with  propriety  and  elegance, 
his  metal  was  abated  -^  becaufe  what  he  predicates  of  r,:etal,  m.uft 
be  then  convey'd  in  a  term  conformable  to  the  metaphor.  Hence 
3  conclude  that  ^hake/pear  wrote. 

Which  &nce  in  bim  rebates,  ■■■ ?'«  f.  blunted.. 

Undei 
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Under  the  condud  of  young  Lancajier 
And  IJ'cjlmorlav.d.     This  is  the  news  at  full. 

North.  For  this,  I  fliall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  poifon  there  is  phyfick  :  and  this  news, 
That  would,   had  I  been  well,  have  made  me  fick. 
Being  fick,  hath  in  fome  meafure  made  me  well. 
And  as  the  wretch,  whofe  feaver-weaken'd  joints. 
Like  Ihengthlefs  hinges,   buckle  under  life. 
Impatient  of  his  fit,  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  keeper's  arms  ;  ev^n  fo  my  limbs, 
Weaken'd  with  grief,   being  now  inragM  with  grief. 
Are  thnce  thenifelves.     **  Hence  therefore,   thou  nice 

crutch  ; 
•'  A  fcaly  gauntlet  now  with  joints  of  fteel 
•*  Muft  glove  this  hand.     And  hence,  thou  fickly  quoif, 
*'  Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 
**  Which  Princes,  ilefhM  with  conqueft,  aim  to  hit. 
**  Now  bind  my  brows  with  iron,  and  approach 
**  The  ruggedft  hour  that  time  and  fpight  dare  bring 
**  To  frown  upon  th''enrag'd  Northumberla-nd I 
•'  Let  heav'n  kifs  earth  !  now  let  not  nature's  hand 
•*  Keep  the  wild  flood  coufin'd  ;  let  order  die, 
**  And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  ftage 
**  Tojfeed contention  in  a  lingring  adl  : 
"  But  l^t  one  fpirit  of  the  firll-born  Cain 
**  Reign  in  all  bofoms,  that  each  heart  being  fet 
*'  On  bloody  courfes,  the  rude  fcene  may  end, 
**  And  darknefs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead  !  [lord  f 

Bard.  1  This  flrsined  pnffion  doth  you  wrong,  my 
Sweet  Earl,  divorce  not  wifdom  from  your  honour. 

Mart.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health  ;  the  which,  if  you  give  o'er 
To  ilormy  paihon,  mud  perforce  decay. 
^  You  call  th*  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord. 

And 

7  This  Jf rained pajjiofi,  &c.}  This  line  is  only  in  thefirft  edition, 
*lere  it  is  fpoken  b;^  Uwfre'villc^  who  fpeaks  no  where  elfe.  It 
feems  neceftary  to  the  lonneclion.  Mr.  Pope, 

8  Tou  caft  ih''  e'uent  of  ivar^  &cj  The  fourteen  lines  from 
hence  to  Bardo'.ph''%  next  fpeech,  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  iirft 
■sdicions  rill  that  in  Folio  of  i623,.  -Avery  great  number  of  other 
iices  io  this  £la^  are  iniej-tsd  aftsj  th^  fir^  euitioo  Jc  like  manner^ 
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And  fumm'd  th' account  of  chance,  before  you  faid. 
Let  us  make  head  :  it  was  your  prefurmife, 
That,  in  the  dole  of  blows,  your  fon  might  drop  : 
You  knew,  he  walk'd  o'er  perils,,  on  an  edge 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  than  to  get  o'er  : 
You  were  advis'd,  his  flefh  was  capable 
Of  wounds  and  fears  >  and  that  his  forward  fpirit 
Would  lift  him  where  moft  trade  of  danger  rang'd  r. 
Yet  did  you  fay.  Go  forth.     And  none  of  this. 
Though  ftrongly  apprehended,  could  reftrain 
The  llifF- borne  aftion.     What  hath  then  befairn^. 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprize  brought  forth. 
More  than  That  being,  which  was  like  to  be  ? 

Bard.  We  all,  that  are  engaged  to  this  lofs,      . 
Knew,  that  we  ven  ur'd  on  fuch  dang'rous  feas,. 
That,  if  we  wrought  out  life,  'twas  ten  to  one  :: 
And  yet  we  ventur'd  for  the  gain  propos'd, 
Choak'd  the  refpedt  of  likely  peril  fear'd  j. 
And  fmce  we  are  o'er-fet,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth,  body  and  goods. 

Mort.  'Tis  more  than  time  ;  and  ray   moft  nobler 
lord, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fpeak  the  truth  :: 
The  gentle  Arch-bifhop  of  Tork  is  up 
With  well-appointed  Powers :  he  is  a  man. 
Who  with  a  double  furety  binds  his  followers,. 
9  My  lord,  your  fon,  had  only  but  the  corps,. 
But  fhadows,  and  the  (hews  of  men  to  fight. 
For  that  fame  word.  Rebellion,  did  divide 
TheaiSlion  of  their  bodies  from  their  fouls ; 
And  they  did  fight  with  queafmefs  :  conftrain'dp. 
As  men  drink  potions,  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  fide  :  "  but  for  their  fpirits  and  foulsj, 
•*  This  word,  Rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
"  As  fifli  are  in  a  pond."     But  now,  the  Bifhop 
Turns  Infurreaion  to  Religion  ; 
Supposed  fincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts^, 

but  of  fuch  fpirit  and  mafteiy  generally^  that  the  infertions  ar* 
plainly  by  Shakefpear  himfelf.  Mr.  PopCi, . 

9  My   lord^  your  fon,  &c.J  All  the  following  lines  to  the  end 
cf  thisfpeech  are  not  in  the  firil  edition,.  Mr.  Pope. . 

He's 
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He's  followM  both  with  body  and  with  mind  : 

*  And  doth  enlarge  his  Rifing  wir     .h'   b'o'd 
Of  fair  King  Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pom/ret  ftones  ; 
Derives  from   heav'n  his  quarrel  and  his  caufe  ; 
Tells  them,   he  doth  bedride  a  bleeding  land 
Gafping  for  life,   under  great  BoUnghroke  : 
And  more,  and  lefs,  do  flock  to  follow  him. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before  ;  but  to  fpeak  truth. 
This  prefent  grief  had.  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  with  me,  and  counfel  every  man 
The  apteft  w.iv  for  (3.feiy  and  revenge  : 
Get  polls,  and  letters,    and  make  friends  with  fpeed  ; 
Never  fo  few,  nor  never  yet  more  need.  {^Exeunf. 

SCENE     IV. 


Enter   Sir  John    Falilatf,   ivith   hi^.  Page    hearing    his 
favor ii  and  hucLer. 


Changes  to  a  Street  in  London. 

John    Falilatf,  ivith   hi%.  Page 
favor d  and  hucLer. 

Fal.  Qlrrah,  you,  giant?  what  fays  the  dodortomy 
k^  water  ? 

Page.  He  faid,  Sir,  the' water  it  felf  was  a  good 
healthy  water.  But  for  the  party  that  own'd  it,  he 
might  have  more  difeafes  than   he  knew  for. 

Fal.  Men  of  all  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me. 
The  brain  of  this  foolith- compounded  clay,  Man,  is 
not  able  to  invent  any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter, 
more  than  I  invent,  or  is  invented  on  me.  I  am  not 
only  witty  in  my  felf,  but  the  caufe  that  wit  is  in  other 
men.  I  do  here  walk  before  thee,  like  a  fow,  that 
hath  overwhelmed  all  her  litter  but  one.  If  the  Prince 
put  thee  into  my  fervice  for  any  other  reafon  than  to 
fet  me  off,  why,  then  I  have  no  judgment.  Thou 
whorfon  mandrake,  thou  art  fitter   to   be  worn  in  my 

1   And  doth    enlarge  hi%  Rifing  ]    It  is  probable  Shtikefpear 

wrote   ENLARD^  i,c.  fatten  and  encour£ge  his  caufe.    He  ufes 
the  word  in  Hen.  V. 

In  ivhich  array,  brave  foldler,  doth  he  lye 
Larding  the  plain ^  and  by  his  bloody  fide,     
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cap,  than  to  wait  at  my  heels.  *  I  was  never  mann'd 
with  an  agot  till  now  :  but  I  will  fet  you  neither  in 
gold  nor  filver,  but  in  vile  apparel,  and  fend  you  back 
again  to  your  roafter,  for  a  jewel  :  The  Jwvenil,  the 
Prince  your  mafter  !  whofe  chin  is  not  yet  fledg'd  ;  I 
will  fooner  have  a  beard  grow  in  the  palm  of  my  hand, 
than  he  (hall  get  one  on  his  cheek  ;  yet  he  will  not 
flick  to  fay,  his  face  is  a  face  royal.  Heav'n  may 
finifh  it  when  it  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amifs  yet  ;  he 
may  keep  it  ftill  as  a  face- royal,  for  a  barber  (hall 
never  earn  fixpence  out  of  it  ;  and  yet  he  will  he 
crowing,  as  if  he  had  writ  man  ever  fince  hi&  father 
was  a  batchelor.  He  may  keep  his  own  p^race,  biit  he  is 
almoftout  of  mine,  I  can  aflure  him.  What  faid  Mr. 
Dombl£don^2iho\Jil  the  fatten  for  my  (hort  cloak  and  flops  ? 

Page.  He  faid.  Sir,  you  (hould  procure  him  better 
aflurance  x.\\2in  Bardolph :  he  would  not  take  his  bond 
and  yours,  he  lik'd  not  the  fecurity. 

Fal.  Let  him  bedamn'd  like  the  Glutton,  may  his 
tongue  be  hotter  I  a  whorfon  Achitcphel,  a  rafcally 
yea-forfooth-knave,  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand,  and 
then  ftand  upon  fecurity  !  the  whorfon  fraooth- pates 
do  now  wear  nothing  but  high  (hoes,  and  bunche.  of 
keys  at  their  girdles  ;  and  if  a  man  is  thorough  with 
them  in  honell  taking  up,  then  they  muft  iland  upon 
fecurity  :  I  had  as  lief  they  would  put  rats-bane  in  my 
mouth,  as  offer  to  ftop  it  with  fecurity.  I  looked  he 
Ihould  have  fent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  fatten,  as 
lama  true  Knight,  and  he  fends  mQ  fecurity.  Well, 
lie  may  fleep  m  fecurity,  for  he  hath  the  horn  of  abun- 
dance. And  5  the  lightnefs  of  his  wife  (hines  through  it, 
and  yet  cannot  he  fee,  though  he  have  his  own  lanthora 
to  light  him.     Where's  Bardolph  t 

Page, 

2  I  ivai  neverniannd  ivith  an  Bgot  fi// fjotv  .'.]  Alluding  to 
the  little  figures  cut  in  agots,  and  other  hard  ftones,  for  feals  : 
and  therefore  he  fays,  /  ivill  f:t  you  neither  in  gold  nor  fihtr. 
The  Oxford  Editor  alters  this  to  agUt^  a  tag  to  the  points  then 
in  ufe  :  (a  word  indeed  which  our  author  ufes  to  exprefs  the 
fame  thought.)  But  agleti,  tho'  they  Y>ere  fometimes  of  gold  or 
filver,  were  never  jet  in  thofe  metals. 

•^  The  lightnefs  of  his  ivfe  Jhines  through  it,  and  yet  cannot  he 
fee,  though  he  have  his  oivn  lanthorn  to  light  kim.]  This  joke 
fcems  evidently  to  have  been  taken  from  that  of  Flautus :  ^Z 

amhulai^ 
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Page.  He's  gone  into  Smithjield  to  buy  your  Wor- 
fhip  a  horfe. 

Fal.  4-  I  bought  him  in  PauPs,  and  he'll  buy  me  a 
horfe  in  Smithjield.  If  I  could  get  me  but  a  wife  in 
the  Stews,  1  were  mann'd,  hors'd,  and  wiv'd. 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Chief  Jujiicty  and  Ser'vants. 

Page.  Sir,  here  comes  the  Nobleman  that  committed^ 
die  Prince  for  ftriking  nim,  about  Bardolph* 

Fal.  Wait  clofe,  1  will  not  fee  him. 

Ch.  Juji.    What's  he  chat  goes  there  ? 

Serv.    Faljiaff,  an't  pleafe  your  lordfliip. 

Ch.  JujI.  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  robbery  ?~ 

Serij.  He,   my  lord.     Bui  he  hath  fince  done  good 
fervice  at  bhrenusbury  ;  and,  as  I    hear,  is   now  goings 
with  fome  charge  to  the  lord  John  of  Lancajier. 

Ch.  Jtift.    What   to  Tork  ?  call  him  bacli  again, 

^ew.  Sir  John  Faljiaf, 

Fal,  Boy,    tell  him  lam  deaf. 

Pa(Te.  You  muft  fpeak  louder,  my  mailer  i?  deaf.' 

Ch.  JuJi.  I  am  fure,  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any- 
thing good.  Go  pluck  him  by  the  elbow.  I  mufi: 
fpeak  with  him. 

Serv.   Sir  John — 

Fal.  W'hat !  a  young  knave  and  beg  f  are  there -aot 
wars?  is  there  not  em.ployment  ?  doth  not  the  King  lack 
Subjeds  ?  do  not  the  Rebels  need  foldiers  ?  though  it  be 
a  (hame  to  be  on  any  fide  but  one,  it  is  worfe  flbame  to 
beg,  than  to  be  en  the  worft  fide,  were  it  worfe  than  1 
the  name  of  Rebellion  can  tell  how  to  make  it.. 

ambnlas,  tu,  qui  Viileanum  in  cornu  conclujtimgeris.  Amph.AO:  r. 
Scene  i.  and  much  improved.  We  need  not  doubt  that  a  joke 
was  here  intended  by  Plautus,  for  the  proverbial  term  of  horns,  for 
cuckoldom,  is  very  ancient, .  as  appears  by  Artemidorus,  viho  fays, 
TlponT^ihv  civrS  oTi  y)  yvvv]  crov  tto^vsvctei,  xccl  to  Xsyoy^--- 
voVf  xsfaToe.  oIvtZ  TTOir.a^i,^  ;icu  ovrut;  ct9r£|3>j.  ''Ofstpoi,. 
lib.  2.  cap.  12.  And  he  copied  from  thoie  before  him. 

4  I  bought  him   /«  Paul'i.]     At  that  time  the  refort  of  idle 
people,  cheats^  and  kr.i^hts  of  the  poii:, . 

Sfrvy 
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Sernj.  You  miftake  me.  Sir. 

Fal.  Why,  Sir,  did  I  fay  yoa  were  an  honeft  man  ? 
fetting  my  knight-hood  and  my  foldierfhip  afide,  I  had 
lied  in  my  throat,  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Ser^.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  then  fet  your  knight- hood  and 
your  foldierlhip  afide,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
you  lie  in  your  throat,  if  you  fay  I  am  any  other  than 
an  honeil  man. 

Fal.   I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo  ?    I  lay  afide 
That,  which  grows  to  me  ?  if  thou  gett'ft  any  leave  of 
me.  hang  me  ;  if  thou  tak'H  leave,  thou   wert  better 
be  hang'd  :  you  hunt- counter,  hence  ;  avaunt. 
Sernj.  Sir,  my  lord  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Ch.  Juft.  Sir  John  Faljiaf,  a  word  with  you. 
Fal.  My   good  lord  !  God  give  your  lordfhip  good 
time  of  day.     I  am  glad  to  fee  your  lordlhip  abroad  ; 
I    heard   fay,   your  lordfliip  was  fick.     I  hope,  your 
lordlhip  goes  abroad  by  advice.     Your  lordlhip,  though 
not  clean  paft  your  youth,  hath  yet  fome  fmack  of  age 
in  you  :  fome  relilh  of  the  faltnefs  of  time ;  and  I  moft 
hurr.bly  befeech  your  lordlhip,    to  have  a  reverend  care 
of  your  health. 

Ch.  Jujl.  Sir  John,  I  fent  for  you  before  your  expe- 
dition to  Shrei-Jbury, 

Fal.  If  it  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  I  hear,  his  Majefty  is 
return'd  \v\i\\  fome  difcomfort  from  Wales. 

Ch.  Jujl.  I  talk  not  of  his  Majefty  :  you  would  not 

come  when  I  fent  for  you  ; 

Fal.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  Highnefs  is  fallen  in- 
to this  fame  whorfon  apoplexy. 

Ch.  Jujl.  Well,  heav'n  mend  him  !  I  pray,  let  me 
fpeak  with  you. 

Fal.  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  lethar- 
gy, an't  pleafe  your  lordlhip,  a  kind  of  lleeping  in 
the  blood,  a  whorfon  tingling. 

Ch.  Jujl.  What  tell  you  me  of  it  ?  be  it,  as  it  is. 
Fal.  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief ;   from  ftudy 
and  perturbation  of  the  bYain.     I  have  read  the   caufe 
of  it  in  Galen.     It  is  a  kind  of  deafnefs. 

Ch.  Jujl.  I  think  you  are  fallen  into  that  difeafe  : 
for  you  hear  not  what  I  fay  to  you, 

¥al. 
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Fal.  Very  well,  my  lord,  very  well :  rather,  an*t 
pleafe  you,  it  is  the  difeafe  of  not  lift'ning,  the  makdy 
of  not  marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withal. 

Ch.  Juji.  To  punifh  you  by  the  heels,  would  amend 
the  attention  of  your  ears  ;  and  I  care  not  if  1  do  be- 
come  your  phyfician. 

^  Fal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord,  but  not  To  pa- 
tient :  your  lordfhip  may  minifter  the  potion  of  impri- 
fonment  to  me,  in  refpeft  of  poverty  ;  but  how  I  fhould 
be  your  Patient  to  follow  your  prefcriptions,  the  wile 
inay  make  fome  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or,  indeed,  a  fcruple 
it  felf. 

Ch.  Ju/h.  I  fent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters 
againll  you  for  your  life,  to  come  fpeak  with  me. 

Fai.  As  I  was  then  advis'd  by  my  Counfel  learned 
in  the  laws  of  this  land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Juft.  Well,  tne  truth  is.  Sir  John,  you  live  in 
great  infamy. 

Fal.  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  belt,  cannot  live  in 

Ch,  Jujl.  Your  means  are  v^ry"  flender,  and  your 
wafte  is  great. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  otherwife  :  I  would,  my  means 
were  greater  and  my  wafte  flenderer. 

Ch.  Jufl.  You  have  mif-led  the  youthful  Prince. 

Fal  The  young  Prince  hath  mif  led  me.  I  am  the 
fellow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he   r.v^  dog. 

Ch.Juft.  Well,  I'm  loth  to  gall  a  new-heal'd 
wound  ,•  your  day's  fervice  at  Shrei^jjhury  hath  a  little 
gilded  over  your  night's  exploit  on  Gads-hill.  You 
may  thank  the  unquiet  time,  for  your  quiet  o'er- 
pofting  that  ad  ion. 

Fal.  My  lord-^ ^ 

Ch.  Juft.  But  fmce  all  is  well,  keep  it  fo  :  wake  not 
a  Ileeping  Wolf. 

Fal.  To  wake  a  Wolf,  is  a's  bad  as  to  fmell  a  Fox. 

Ch.  Jufl.  What  ?  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better 
part  burnt  out. 

Fal.  A  waifel  candle,   my  lord  ;  all  tallow  :    but  if 
I   did  fay  of  wax,  my   growth  would    approve   the    ': 
truths  '^^ 

Ch, 
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Ch.JuJi.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face,  but 
ftiould  have  his  efFed  of  gravity. 

Fal  His  efted  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. ' 

Ch.  Juji.  You  follow  the  young  Prince  u^p  and 
down,  like  his  5  ill  angel. 

FaL  Not  fo,  my  lord,  your  angel  is  light  :  but  i 
hope,  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  rake  me  without 
weighing  ;  and  yet,  in  fome  refpefts,  I  grant,  I  cannot 

go  ;   I  cannot  tell  j   Virtue  is  of  fo  little  regard  m 

thefe'coHer- mongers'  days,  that  true  valour  is  turned 
bear-herd.  Pregnancy  is  made  a  tapfter,  and  hath  his 
quick  wit  walled  in  giving  reckonings;  all  the  other 
gifts  appertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this  age 
fhapes  them,  are  not  worth  a  goofe-berry.  You,  that 
are  old,  confider  not  the  capacities  of  us  that  are  young ; 
you  meafure  the  heat  of  our  Livers  with  the  bitternefs 
of  your  Galls  ;  and  we  that  are  in  the  «  vaward  of  our 
youth,  I  mud  confefs,  are  wags  too. 

Ch.  JuJi.  Do  you  fet  down  your  name  in  the  fcrowl 
of  youth,  that  are  written  down  old,  with  all  the  cha- 
rafters  of  age  ?  have  you  not  a  moift  eye  ?  a  dry  hand  ? 
a  yellow  cheek  ?  a  white  beard  ?  a  decreafing  leg  ?  an 
increafing  belly  ?  is  not  your  voice  broken  ?  your  wind 
Ihort  ?  your  chin  double  ?  your  wit  fingle  ?  and  every 
part  about  you  blafted  with  antiquity  ?  and  will  you 
yet  call  yourfelf  young  ?  fie,  fie,  fie.    Sir  John. 

Fal.  *'  My  lord,  I  was  born  about  three  of  the  clock 
"  in  the  afternoon,  with  a  white  head,  and  fomething 
**  a  round  belly.  For  my  voice,  1  have  loft  it  with 
hallowing  and  fmging  of  Anthems.  To  approve  my 
youth  further,  1  will  not.  The  truth  is,  I  am  only 
old  in  judgment  and  underftanding,  and  he,  that  will 
caper  with  me  for  a  thoufand  marks,  let  him  lend  me 
the  money,  and  have  at  him.  For  the  box  o'  th'  ear 
that  the  Prince  gave  you,  he  gave  it  like  a  rude  Prince, 
and  you  took  it  like  a  fenfible  lord.  I  have  check t 
him   for    it ;    and    the    young   lion  repents  :    marry, 

5  A  pun,  in  an  ill  angel,  which  Mr.  Theobald  hzxc  tells  us,  he 
has  reftored  an-d  brought  to  light. 

(tVa-wardl  i.e.  van-guard.  Ux.Pope. 

BOt 
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not  in  afhes  and  fack- cloth,  but  in  new  filk  and  old 
fack. 

C.h.  Juji.  Well,  heav'n  fend  the  Prince  a  better 
companion  ! 

Fal.  Heav'n  fend  the  companion  a  better  Prince  !  I 
cannot  rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Juft.  Well,  the  King  hath  fcver'd  you  and 
Prince  Harry,  I  hear,  you  are  going  with  lord  John 
of  Lancajier,  againfl  the  Archbilhop  and  the  earl  of 
l^orthumberland. 

Fal.  Yes,  I  thank  your  pretty  fwcet  wit  for  it  ;  but 
look  you,  pray,  all  you  tha:  kifs  my  lady  Peace  at 
home,  that  our  armies  join  not  in  a  hot  day  :  for,  by 
the  Lord,  I  take  but  two  fhirts  out  with  me,  and  I 
mean  not  to  fweat  extraordinarily  :  if  it  be  a  hot  day, 
if  I  brandifh  any  thing  but  a  bottle,  would  I  might 
never  fpit  white  again.  There  is  not  a  dangerous  aftion 
can  peep  out  his  head,  but  I  am  thruft  upon  it.  Well, 
I  cannot  laft  ever.—  "  but  it  was  always  yet  the  trick 
'*  of  our  Englijh  Nation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing, 
*'  to  make  it  too  common.  If  ye  will  needs  fay, 
I  am  an  old  man,  you  fnould  give  me  Reft :  I 
would  to  God,  my  name  were  not  fo  terrible  to  the 
enemy  as  it  is  !  I  were  better  to  be  eaten  to  death 
with  a  ruft,  than  to  be  fcour'd  to  nothing  Avith  per- 
petual motion. 

Ch.  JuJi.  Well,  be  honeft,  be  honeft,  and  heav'n 
blefs  your  expedition  ! 

Fal.  Will  your  lordfhip  lend  me  a  thoufand  pound, 
to  furnifh  me  forth  ? 

Ch.  Juft.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny  ;  you  are  too 
impatient  to  bear  croffes.  Fare  you  well.  Commend 
me  to  my  coufm  Wejlmorland.  [Exit. 

Fal.  If  I  do,  fillip  me  with  7  a  three  man  beetle  — 
A  man  can  no  more  feparate  age  and  covetoufnefs, 
than  he  can  part  young  limbs  and  letchery  :  but   the 

7  A  three-wan  beetle  ]  /.  e.  a  rammer  big  enough  to  require 
three  men  to  lift  it.     Mr.  Pope.  The  term  humouroufly  al- 

ludes to  what  they  then  called  a  three.man  for.z,  i.  e,  a  catch  ia 
iJaree  parts.  J    i>>         - 

gout 
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gout  galls  the  one,   and  the  pox  pinches  the  other,  and 
lb  both  the  degrees  prevent  my  curfes.     Boy, . 

Page.  Sir  ? 

Fa/.  What  money  is  in  my  purfe  ? 

Page.  Seven  groats  and  two  pence. 

Fa/.  I  can  get  no  remedy  againll  this  confumption 
of  the  purfe.  Borrowing  only  lingers  and  lingers  it 
out,  but  the  difeafe  is  incurable.  Go  bear  this  letter 
to  my  lord  of  Lancafter^  this  to  the  Prince,  this  to 
the  Earl  of  Wejlmorlanci,  and  this  to  old  Mrs,  Urfula, 
whom  1  have  weekly  fworn  to  marry  fmce  I  perceived, 
the  Srft  white  hair  on  my  chin.  About  it ;  you  know 
where  to  find  me.  A  pox  of  this  gout  \  or,  a  gout  of 
this  pox !  for  the  one,  or  t'other,  plays  the  rogue 
with  my  great  toe  :  it  is  no  mauer,  if  I  do  halt,  I 
have  the  wars  for  my  colour,  and  my  penfion  ihall 
feem  the  more  reaionable  :  a  good  wit  will  make  ufe 
of  any  thing  j    I  will  turn  dileaies  to  commodity. 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE   vr. 

Changes  to  the  Archhtjhop  of  York'^y  Palace, 

Enter  Archhijhop  of  York,  Haftings,   Thomas  Mow- 
bray ( Earl  Marjhal)  anil  Lord  BsLrdolph. 

York.  ^T"^HUS  have  you  heard  our  caufe,  and  know 

X  our  means : 

Now,  my  moft  noble  friends,   I  pray  you  all. 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes ; 
And  firft,   Lord  Marfhal,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Moi.vb.   I  well  allow  th'occafion  of  our  arras. 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied 
How  in  our  means  we  (hould  advance  ourfelves. 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  pow'r  and  puifiance  of  the  King? 

Haji.  Ourprefent  mufters  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice  ; 
And  our  Supplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,    whofe  bofom  burn* 
With  an  incenfed  fire  of  injuries, 

Bard.   The  queftion  then,  lord  Hajlings,   flandeth 
;»ius ;  Whe- 
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Whether  our  prefcnt  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland ? 

Haji.  With  him  we  may. 

Bard,   Ay,   marry,   there's  the  point : 
But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble. 
My  judgment  is,  we  (hould  not  ftep  too  far 
•Till  we  had  his  afliflance  by  the  hand. 
For  in  a  theam  fo  bloody-facM  as  this, 
Conjefture,   expedation,   and  furmife. 
Of  aids  uncertain,  fhould  not  be  admitted. 

Tork.  'Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardolph ;  for,  indeed. 
It  was  young  Hot /pur  s  cafe  at  Shrewsbury. 

Bard.  It  was,  my  lord,  who  lin'd  himfelf  with  hope, 
Eating  the  air,  on  promife  of  Supply  ; 
Flatt'ring  himfelf  with  projed  of  a  Power 
Much  fmaller  than  the  fmalleft  of  his  thoughts ; 
And  fo,  with  great  imagination, 
Proper  to  madmen,   led  his  Powers  to  death. 
And,  winking,  leap'd  into  deftrudlion. 

Haft,  But,  by  your  leave,   it  never  yet  did  hurt 
To  lay  down  likelihoods  and  forms  of  hope. 

Bard,  Yes,  if  this  prefent  quality  of  war 
Impede  the  inftant  a£l ;  a  caufe  on  foot 
Lives  fo  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  Spring 
We  fee  th'  appearing  buds ;  which,  to  prove  fruit, 
Hope  gives  not  fo  much  warrant,  as  Defpair, 
That  frofts  will  bite  them.     When  we  mean  to  build. 
We  firft  furvey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model ; 
And  when  we  fee  the  figure  of  the  houle. 
Then  muft  we  rate  the  coft  of  the  eredion ; 
Which,   if  we  find  out- weighs  ability, 
What  do  we  then  but  draw  a -new  the  model 
In  fewer  offices  ?  at  leaft,    defift 
To  build  at  all  ?   much  more,  in  this  great  Work, 
{Which  is  almoil  to  pluck  a  Kingdom  down, 
And  fet  another  up)  (hould  we  furvey 
The  plot  of  fituation,  and  the  model ; 
Confent  upon  a  fure  foundation, 
Queftion  furveyors,   know  our  own  eftate. 
How  able  fuch  a  work  to  undergo. 
To  weigh  againft  his  oppofite :  or  elfe. 

We 
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We  fortifie  in  paper  and  in  figures, 
Uiing  the  names  of  men  inllead  of  men  : 
Like  one,  that  draws  the  model  of  a  houfe 
Beyond  his  pow'r  to  build  it  :  who,   half  through. 
Gives  o*er,  and  leaves  his  ^  part-created  coft 
.**  A  naked  fubjeft  to  the  weeping  clouds, 
**  And  wafte  for  churlifh  winter's  tyranny. 

Haji.  Grant,  that  our  hopes,  yet  likely  of  fair  birth. 
Should  be  ftill-born  ;  and  that  we  now  poffeA 
The  utmoft  man  of  expeflation  : 
I  think,   we  are  a  body  ftrong  enough, 
Ev*n  as  we  are,    to  equal  with  the  King. 

Bard.  What,  is  the  King  but  five  and  twenty  thou- 
fand  ? 

HaJi.  To  us,  no  more  j  nay,   not  fo  much,    lord 
Bardolpb. 
For  his  divifions,   as  the  times  do  brawl, 
Are  in  three  heads  ;  one  Pow'r  againft  the  French, 
And  one  againft  Glendoiver  ;  perforce,  a  third 
Muft  take  up  us :  fo  is  the  unfirm  King 
In  three  divided  j  and  his  coffers  found 
With  hollow  poverty  and  emptinefs. 

Tork.  That  he  ihould  draw  his  fev'ral  ftrengths  to-] 
gether. 
And  come  againft  us  in  full  puiffance. 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

HaJi.  If  he  ftiould  do  (0, 
He  leaves  his  back  unarm'd,  the  French  and  Weljh 
Baying  him  at  the  heels ;   never  fear  That. 

Bai  d.  Who,  is  it  like,  fliould  lead  his  forces  hither  ? 

HaJi.  The  Duke  of  Lancajiery  2iiAWelimorland\ 
Againft  the  Weljh,    himfelf  and  Harry  Monmouth  z 
But  who  is  fubftituted  'gainft  the  French, 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

Tork.  9  Let  us  on  : 
And  publifti  the  occafion  of  our  arms. 
The  Commonwealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choice  ; 

8  his  part -created  coft]  Coji^  for  work. 

9  Let  us  on ;  &c.]  This  excellent  fpeech  of  Tork  was  one  of 
•=the  paflages  added. by  Shakefp£ar  after  his  firft  Editioa,     Mr.  Pope. 

Their 
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Their  over-greedy  love  hath  furfeited. 

An  habitation  giddy  and  unfure 

Hath  he,  that  buiJdeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 

O  thou  fond  Many !   with  what  loud  applaufe 

Did'ft  thou  beat  heav'n  with  blelTing  Bolinghroke, 

Before  he  was,  what  thou  would'll  have  him  be  ? 

And  now,    being  trim'd  up  in  thine  own  defires. 

Thou,   beaftly  feeder,  art  fo  full  of  him. 

That  thou  provok'ft  thyfelf  to  caft  him  up. 

So,   fo,    thou  comnion  dog,   did'ft  thou  difgorgc 

Thy  glutton  bofom  of  the  royal  Richard, 

And  now  thou  would'ft  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up. 

And  howl'ft:  to  find  it.    WhatTruft  is  in  thefe  times  ? 

They,    that  when  Richard  liv'd,   would  have  him  die, 

Are  now  become  enamoured  on  his  Grave  ; 

Thou,   that  threw'll  dull  upon  his  goodly  head. 

When  through  proud  London  he  came  fighing  on 

After  th'  admired  heels  of  Bolinghroke, 

Cry'ft  now,   O  Earth,  yield  us  that  King  again. 

And  take  thou  this.     O  thoughts  of  men  accurft  f 

Part  and  to  come,   feem  beft  ;   things  prefent,  worft. 

Mo'wb.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  fet  on  ? 

Haji.  We  are  time's  fabjeds,  and  time  bids,  be  gone. 

\_Exeunt, 


A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 
A  Street    in   LONDON. 

Enter  Bojiefs,  woith  t^jco  Officers,  Phang  and  Snare. 

Bofiefs.  T\  yTR-  P^afJg^  have  you  enter'd  the  adion  ? 
jLVJL      Phang.   It  is  enter'd. 

HoJ}.  Where's  yoar  yeoman  ?  is  he  a  lufty  yeoman  ? 
Will  he  ftand  to  it  ? 

Phang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare? 

Hojl.  O  Lord,  ay,   good  Mr.  Snare, 

Snare.  Here,    here. 

Phang.    Snare,  we  muft  arreft  Sir  John  Falflaff. 

Hoji.  Ay,  good  Mr.  Snare,  I  have  enter'd  him  and 
all.  Snare, 
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Snare.  It  may  chaiicc  coft  fome  of  us  our  lives  :  for 

he  will  ftab. 

Hoji.  Alas-the-day  !  take  heed  of  him  ;  he  ftab'd 
me  in  mine  own  houfe,  and  that  moft  beaftly  ;  he 
cares  not  what  mifchief  he  doth,  if  his  weapon  be  out. 
He  will  foin  like  any  devil ;  he  will  fpare  neither  man, 
woman,   nor  child. 

Phang.  If  I  can   clofe  with  him,   I  care  not  for  his 
thruft. 

HoJi.  No,  nor  I  neither ;—  I'll  be  at  your  elbow. 

Phang,  If  I  but  fift  him  once  ;  Mf  he  come  but 
within  my  vice. 

HoJi.  I  am  undone  by  his  going  ;  I  warrant  you, 
he  is  an  infinitive  thing  upon  my  fcore.  Good  Mr. 
Phangy  hold  him  fure;  good  Mr.  Snare ^  let  him  not 
Ycape.  He  comes  continually  to  Pie- comer ,  faving 
your  manhoods,  to  buy  a  faddle ,  and  he  is  indited  to 
dinner  to  the  Luhhar'' ^-head  in  Lomhardfireety  to 
Mr.  Smooth''^  the  Siikman.  I  pray  ye,  fince  my  adion 
is  enter'd,  and  my  cafe  fo  openly  known  to  the  world, 
let  him  be  brought  in  to  his  anfvver.  *  A  hundred 
mark  is  a  long  Lone,  for  a  poor  lone  woman  to  bear  ; 
and  I  have  borne,  and  borne,  arnl  borne,  and  have 
been  fub'd  off,  and  fub'd  off,  from  this  day  to  that 
day,  that  it  is  a  fhame  to  be  thought  on.  There  is 
no  honefty  in  fuch  dealing,  unlefs  a  wcraan  Ihould 
be  made  an  Afs  and  a  beaft,  to  bear  every  knave's 
wrong. 

Enter  FalftafF,   Bardolph,  and  the  boy. 
Yonder  he    comes,    and    that    arrant   malmfey-nofe 
knave  ^«r^o//i^  with  him.     Do  your  offices,  do  your 
offices  :  Mr.  Phang  and  Mr.  Snare^   do  me,   do  me, 
do  me  your  offices. 

Fal.  How  now  ?  whofe  mare's  dead  ?  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Phang.  Sir  Johny  I  aneft  you  at  the  fuit  of  Mrs. 
^ickly. 

1  If  he  come  but  nvithin  my  'vice.']  Vice  or  g^afp,  A  meta- 
phor taken  from  a  fmith's  Vice  :  There  is  another  reading  in  the 
old  Edition,  'vieio,  which  I  think  not  fo  good.  Mr.  Pope. 

a  Another  quibble  reftored  by  Mr.  Theobald. 
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Fal.  Away,  varlets  ;  draw,  Bardolph  :  cut  me  ofF 
the  villain's  head  :  throw  the  quean  in  the  kennel. 

Hoji.  Throw  me  in  the  kennel  ?  I'll  throw  thee  in 
the  kennel.  Wilt  thou  ?  wilt  thou  ?  thou  baftardly 
rogue.  Murder,  murder  !  O  thou  honey-fuckle  villain, 
wilt  thou  kill  God's  officers  and  the  King's  ?  O  thou 
honey-feed  rogue  !  thou  art  a  honey-feed,  a  man-quel- 
Icr,  and  a  woman  queller. 

TaL  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph, 

Fhang.  A  refcue,  a  refcue  ! 

HoJi.  Good  people,  bring  a  refcue  or  two  j  thou 
wo't,  wo't  thou  ?  thou  wo't,  wo't  thou  ?  do,  do, 
thou  rogue,   do,  thou  hemp-feed  ! 

Fal.  Away,  you  fcullion,  you  rampallian,  you  fufti- 
larian  :  I'll  tickle  your  cataftrophe. 

SCENE     JI. 

Enter  Chief  Jufiice  attended. 

Ch.  Jufi.  What's  the  matter  ?  keep  the  peace  here, 
hoa! 

Hofi.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me.  I  befeech  you, 
4and  to  me. 

Ch.  Jufi.  How   now,  Sir  John  ?    what,  are  you 
brawling  here  ? 
Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  bufmefs  ? 
You  (hould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York. 
Stand  from  him,   fellow  y  wherefore  hang'ft  thou  on 
him  ? 

Hof.  O  my  moft  worfhipful  lord,  an't  pleafe  your 
Grace,  I  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eaft-cheap^  and  he  is 
arrefted  at  my  fuit. 

Ch.  Juji.  For  what  fum  ? 

HoJi.  I:  is  more  than  for  fome,  my  lord,  it  is  for  all : 
all  I  have  ;  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  houfe  and  home ; 
he  hath  put  all  my  fubftance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his ; 
but  I  will  have  fome  of  it  out  again,  or  I'll  ride  thee 
o'nights,  like  the  mare. 

Fal.  I  think,  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I 
have  any  'vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ch.  Juji.  How  comes  this.  Sir  John  ?  fie,  what 
man  of  good   temper   would   endure   this  tempeft  of 

excla- 
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exclamation  ?  are  you  not  afham'd  to  inforce  a 
poor  widow  to  fo  rough  a  courfe  to  come  by  her 
own  ? 

Fal.  What  is  the  grofs  Turn  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Haji.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honeft  man,  thy  felf, 
and  the  money  too.  Thou  didft  fwear  to  me  on  a  par- 
cel-gilt goblet,  fitting  in  my  Do Iphin- ohimh^r ,  at  the 
round  table,  by  a  fea  coal  fire,  on  Wednefday  in  VVbit- 
funnveek,  when  the  Prince  broke  thy  head  for  likening 
him  to  a  finging  man  of  Windfor  :  thou  didil  fwear  to 
me  then,  as  I  was  wafhing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me, 
and  make  me  my  lady  thy  wife.  Canft  thou  deny  it  ? 
did  not  good-wife  Keechy  the  butcher's  wife,  come  in 
then,  and  call  me  gofTip  ^ickly  ?  coming  in  to  bor- 
row a  mefs  of  vinegar  :  telling  us,  (he  had  a  good 
difti  of  prawns ;  whereby  thou  did  defire  to  eat  fome  ; 
whereby  I  told  thee,  they  were  ill  for  a  green  wound  ; 
and  didft  not  thou,  when  (he  was  gone  down  ftairs, 
defire  me  to  be  no  more  fo  familiarity  with  fuch  poor 
people,  faying,  that  ere  long  they  fhould  call  me  Ma- 
dam,? and  didft  thou  not  kifs  me,  and  bid  me  fetch 
thee  thirty  (hillings  ?  I  put  thee  now  to  thy  book- 
oath  ;  deny  it,  if  thou  canft. 

Fal.  My  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  foul  ;  and  (he 
fays  up  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldeft  fon  is  like 
you.  She  hath  been  in  good  cafe,  and  the  truth  is, 
poverty  hath  diftradled  her  ;  but  for  thefe  foolifh 
Officers,  I  befeech  you,  I  may  have  redrefs  againft 
them. 

Ch.  Jufl.  Sir  Johfiy  Sir  Job»,  Tarn  well  acquainted 
with  your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufc  the  falfe 
way.  It  is  not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of 
words  that  come  with  fuch  more  than  impudent  faw- 
cinefs  from  you,  can  thruft  me  from  a  level  confide- 
ration.  I  know,  you  have  pradlis'd  upon  the  eafie 
yielding  fpirit  of  this  woman.  -— — 
Bo/I.  Yes,  in  troth,  my  lord. 
C/^.  Juji.  Pry'thee,  peace  ;  pay  her  the  debt  you 
owe  her,  and  unpay  the  villany  you  have  done  her  : 
the  one  you  may  do  with  fterling  money,  and  the  other 
with  currant  repentance. 

L  2  FaL 
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Fal.  My  lord,  I  will  not  undergo  5  this  fneap  with- 
out reply.  You  call  honourable  boldnefs  impudent 
fawcinefs  :  If  a  man  will  court'fie  and  fay  nothing,  he 
is  virtuous.  No,  my  lord,  my  humble  duty  remem- 
ber'd,  I  will  not  be  your  fuilor  :  I  fay  to  you,  I  defire 
deliverance  from  thefe  officers,  being  upon  hafly  em- 
ployment in  the  King's  affairs. 

Ch.  Juji.  You  fpeak,  as  having  power  to  do  wrong  : 
but  anfwer  in  the  effeft  your  reputation,  and  fatisfie  the 
poor  woman. 

FaU  Come  hither,  hoftefs,  \_Afide, 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  "Mr.  Gower. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Mafter  Gorjjer,  what  news  ? 

Goiuer.  The  King,   my   lord,  and  Henry  Prince  of 
Wales. 
Are  near  at  hand  :  the  reft  the  paper  tells. 

Fa/.  As  I  am  a  gentleman « 

Ho/}.  Nay,  you  faid  fo  before. 

Fa/.  As  I  am  a  gentleman  ; come,  no  more 

words  of  it. 

Ho/}.  By  this  heav'nly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  muft 
be  fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapeftry  of  my 
dining  chambers. 

Fa/.  "  GlafTes,  glaffes,  is  the  only  drinking  ;  and 
**  for  thy  walls,  a  pretty  flight  drollery,  or  the  ftory 
"  of  the  Prodigal,  or  the  +  German  Hunting  in  water- 
"  work,  is  worth  a  thoufand  of  5  thefe  dead- hangings, 
**  and  thefe  fly-bitten  tapeftries  :  let  it  be  ten  pound, 
**  if  thou  canft."  Come,  if  it  were  not  for  thy  hu- 
mours, there  is  not  a  better  wench  in  Eng/and.  Go, 
waih  thy  face,  and  draw  thy  a6tion  :  come,  thou 
muft  not  be  in  this  humour  with  me  ;  do'ft  not 
know  me  ?  Come,  come,  I  know,  thou  waft  fet  on 
to  this. 

3  ms  Jfieap.']     A  Tcrkpire  ViOxA  for  rebuke.  Mr.  Pope, 

4  German  Hunting  in  water-work,]  /.  e.  in  water-colours. 

6  Thefe   ^i.D-baTigings.']Yft{kQv\^xti,^  DXAD-hangitigs.   i.  e. 
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Ho,^.  Pry 'thee.  Sir  Joh^y  let  it  be  but  twenty  nobles, 
I  am  loth  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  earneft,  la. 

Fa/.  Let  it  alone.  Til  make  other  (hift;  you'll  be  a 
fool  ftill  ~ 

Hofi.  Well,  you  (hall  have  it,  though  I  pawn  my 
gown.  I  hope,  you'll  come  to  fuppcr  :  you'll  pay  me 
all  together  ? 

Fa/.  Will  I  live  ?  go  with  her,  with  her  ;  hook  on, 
hook  on. 

Hoji.  Will  you  have  Do//  T^ear-Jheet  meet  you  at 
fupper  ? 

Fa/,  No  more  words.     Let's  have  her. 

\Exeunt  Ho  ft,  and  Serjeant, 

CJy.  Jufl.l  have  heard  better  News. 

Fa/.  What's  the  News,  my  good  lord  ? 

Ch.  Jufi.  Where  lay  the  King  laft  night  ? 

Gtnver.  At  Bajing^oke,  my  lord. 

Fa/.  I  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well.  What  is  the  news, 
my  lord  ? 

Cb.  Juft.  Come  all  his  forces  back  ? 

Goiver.  No  }  fifteen  hundred  foot,  five  hundred  horfe 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  lord  oi  Lancajier, 
Againft  NortJjuml?er/and  and  the  Arch-bifhop. 

Fa/.  Comes  the  King  back  from  Wales,  my  noble 
lord  ? 

CJj.  Jujl.  You  (hall  have  letters  of  me  prefently. 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  Mr.  Goiver. 

Fa/.  My  lord, 

Ch.  Juft.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fal.  Mafter  Gower,  fhall  I  intreat  you  with  me  to 
dinner  ? 

Go'-cver.  I  muft  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here, 
I  thank  you,  good  Sir  Johfi. 

Ch.  Juft.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  be- 
ing you  are  to  take  foldiers  up  in  the  countries  as 
you  go. 

Fa/.   Will  you  fup  with  me,  mafter  Gonver  ? 

Ch.  Juft.  What  foolifh  mafter  taught  you  thefe 
manners,   Sir  Jolyn  P 

Fa/.  Mafter  Goiver,    if  they  become  me  not,  he  was 
L  3  a  fool 
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a  fool  that  taught  them  me.     This  is  the  right  fencing 
grace,  my  lord,  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair. 

Ch.  Ju/t,  Now  the  lord  lighten  thee,  thou  art  a 
great  fool!  \_Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV. 

Continues   /«  L  O  N  D  O  N. 
Enter    Prince  Henry    and  Poins. 
P.  Henry.  '  g  ^RUST  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

i  Poins.  Js  it  come  to  that  ?  I  had 
thought,  wearinefs  durll  not  have  attach'd  one  of  fo 
high  blood. 

P.  Henry.  It  doth  me,  though  it  difcolours  the  com- 
plexion of  my  Greatnefs  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  it 
not  fhew  vilely  in  me  to  defire  fmall  beer? 

Poins.  Why,  a  Prince  ihould  not  be  fo  loofely  flu- 
died,  as  to  remember  fo  weak  a  compofition. 

P.  Henry.  Belike  then,  my  appetite  was  not  princely 
got  i  for,  in  troth,  I  do  now  renrjember  the  poor  crea- 
ture, fmall  beer.  But,  indeed,  thefe  humble  confide- 
rations  make  me  out  of  love  with  my  Gieatnefs. 
**  What  a  difgrace  is  it  to  me  to  remember  thy  name  I 
"  or  to  know  thy  face  to  morrow  ?  or  to  take  note 
"  how  many  pair  of  fiik  Rockings  thou  hall  ?  ['viz, 
•'  thefe,  and  thofe  that  were  the  peach  colcur'd  ones  ;) 
"  or  to  bear  the  inventory  of  thy  fiiirts,  as  one  for  fu- 
**  peifiuity,  arid  one  other  for  ufe  :  but  that  the  tennis- 
couri-keeper  knovvs  better  than  I,  for  it  is  a  low  ebb 
of  linnen  with  thee,  when  thou  keepell  not  racket 
there  ;  as  thou  hafl  not  done  a  great  while,  becaufe 
the  reft  of  thy  low  Countries  have  made  a  Ihift  to  eat 
up  thy  holland.  '^  And  God  knows,  whether  thofe, 
that  bawl  out  of  the  ruins  of  thy  linnen,  ftiall  inherit 
his  Kingdom  :  but  the  midwivss  fay,  the  children  are 
not  in  the  fault  ;  whereupon  the  world  increaies,  and 
kindreds  are  mightily  ftrengthened. 

Peins.  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  labourM 
fo  hard,  you  fhould  talk  fo  idly  ?  tell   me   how  many 

6  Ard  God  hioiosj  ivbttker,  Src]    This  period  is  fuppJied  out 
•f  the  old  Edition.  Mr.  Pobe, 

good 
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good  young  Princes  would  do  fo,  their  fethers  tying  fo 
iick  as  yours  at  this  time  is. 

P.  Henry.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Point? 

Poins.  Yes,  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P.  Henry.  It  fhall  ferve  among  Wits  of  no  higher 
breeding  than  thine. 

Poins.  Go  to  j  I  ftand  the  Pufh-  of  your  one  thing, 
that  you'll  tell. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  it  is  not  meet  that  I 
fhould  be  fad  now  my  father  is  fick  ;  albeit,  I  could 
tell  to  thee,  (as  to  one  it  pleafes  me,  for  faul|^f  a. 
better,  to  call  my  friend)  I  could  be  fad,  and  M  ia- 
deed  too. 

Poins.  Very  hardly,  upon  fuch  a  fubje£l. 

P.  Henry.  By  this  hand,  thou  think'rt  me  as  far  in 
the  Devil's  book,  as  thou  and  Faljlaff,  for  obduracy 
and  perfiftency.  Let  the  end  try  the  man.  But,  I  tell 
thee,  my  heart  bleeds  inwardly  that  my  father  is 
fick  ;  and  keeping  fuch  vile  company,  as  thou  art, 
hath  in  reafon  taken  from  me  all  ollentation  of 
forrow. 

Poins.  The  reafon  ? 

P.  Henry.  What  would'il  thou  think  of  me,  if  I 
fhould  weep. 

Poins.  I  would  think  thee  a  moft  princely  hypocrite. 

P.  Henry.  It  would  be  every  man's  thought  i  and 
thou  art  a  bleiled  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man  thinks ; 
never  a  man's  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road  way 
better  than  thine  ;  every  one  would  think  me  an  hypo- 
crite, indeed.  And  what  excites  your  moft  worlhipful 
thought  to  think   fo  ? 

Poins.  Why,  becaufe  you  have  feemed  fo  lewd,  and 
fo  much  ingraffed  to  Faljiaff. 

V.Henry.  And  to  thee. 

Poins.  Nay,  by  this  light,  I  am  well  fpokcn  of,  I 
can  hear  it  with  mine  own  ears  ;  the  worft  they  caa 
fay  of  me  is,  that  I  am  a  fecond  brother,  and  that  I 
am  a  proper  fellow  of  my  hands :  and  thofe  two  things, 
I  confefs,  I  cannot  help.  Look,  look,  here  comes 
Bardolfh. 

L  4  P,  Henry:. 
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P.  Benry,  And  the  Boy  that  I  gave  Talftaff  \  he  had 
him  from  me  chriftian,  and,  fee,  if  the  fat  villain 
have  not  transformed  him  ape. 

SCENE    V. 

Enter   Bardolph  and  Page. 

^«r//.  Save  your  Grace. 

P.  Henry.  And  yours,   moft  noble  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Come,  you  virtuous  afs,  and  balhful  fool, 
muft  you  be  blufhing  ?  wherefore  blufti  you  now  ?  what 
a  maidenly  man  at  arms  are  you  become  ?  Is  it  fuch  a 
matter  to  get  a  pottle-pot's  maiden-head  ? 

Page.  Hecaird  me  even  now,  my  lord,  through  a 
red  lattice,  and  I  could  difcern  no  part  of  his  face  from 
the  v;indow  i  at  laft,  I  fpy'd  his  eyes,  and,  methought, 
he  had  made  two  holes  in  the  ale-wive's  new  petticoat, 
and  peep'd  through. 

P.  Henry.   Kath  not  the  boy  profited  ? 

Bard.  Away,  you  whorfon  upright  rabbet,  away  ! 

Page.  Away,  you  rafcally  Althea^  dream,  away  ! 

P.  Henry.    Inftrudl  us,  boy,  what  dream,  boy  ? 

Page,  Marry,  my  lord,  Althea  dream'd,  (he  was 
deliver'd  of  a  fire-brand  ;  and  therefore  I  call  him  her 
dream. 

P.  Henry.  A  crowns-worth  of  good  interpretation ; 
there  it  is,  boy.  [GzW;  him  money, 

Poins.  O  that  this  good  bloflbm  could  be  kept  from 
cankers  !  well,  there  is  fix  pence  to  prelerve  thee. 

Bard.  l(  you  do  not  make  him  be  hang'd  among 
you,  the  Gallows  fhall  be  wrong'd. 

P.  Henrv.   And  how  doth  thy  mafter,  Bardolph?    ■ 

Bard  Well,  my  good  lord  ;  he  heard  of  yourGrace^s 
coming  to  town.     There's  a  letter  for  you. 

P.  Henry.  DeliverM  with  good  refpeft  ?  —  and  how 
doth  the  Martlemas,  your  Mafter? 

Bard.  In  bodily  health,  Sir. 

Poins.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phyfician  ; 
but  that  moves  not  him  ;  though  that  be  fick,  it  dies 


not. 


P,  Henr^ 
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P.  Henry.  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with 
me  as  my  dog  ;  and  he  holds  his  place  :  for,  look  you, 
how  he  writes. 

Poins  reads.     John  Falfiaf,  knight, Every  man 

muft  know  that,  as  often  as  he  hath  occafion  to  name 
himfelf:  even  like  thofe  that  are  kin  to  the  King,  for 
they  never  prick  their  linger  but  they  fay,  there  is  fame 
of  the  King's  blood  fpHt.  How  comes  that?  fays  he, 
that  takes  upon  him  not  to  conceive :  7  the  anfwer  is 
as  ready  as  a  borrower's  cap  ;  1  am  the  Kings  poor 
coufiny   Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they  will 

fetch  it  from  Japhet.     But,  to  the  letter  : 5/>  John 

FalrtafF,  knight ,  to  the  f on  of  the  Kingy  neareji  his  fa- 
ther,   Harry  Prince  of  Wales,    Greeting* 

Poins.   Why,   this  is  a  certificate. 

P.  Henry.  Peace. 
^  2  'will  imitate  the  honourable  Roman  in  brevity. 

Poins.  Sure,  he  means  brevity  in  breath.;  (hort- 
winded. 

V.Henry.  1  commend  me  to  thse,  I  commend  thee  ^  and 
1  leave  thee.  Be  not  too  familiar  voith  Poins,  for  he 
m  fifes  thy  favours  fo  much,  that  he  fivears,  thou  art  to 
marry  his  Sijier  Nell.  Repent  at  idle  times  O^  thou 
may'fyandfofarevuel.  Thine,  by  yea  and  no  ;  i\:hich 
is  as  ?nuch  as  to  fay,  as  thou  ufefl  him.  Jack  FalitafF 
nvith  my  familiars  :  John  <v:ith  my  brothers  and  ffters  : 
and  Sir  John  ivith  all  Europe. 

Poins.  My  Lord,  I  will  ileep  this  letter  in  fack,urind 
make  him  eat  it. 

P.  Henry.  9  That's  to  make  him  eat  plenty  of  his 

7  the  anfwer  h  as  ready  as  a  borrow'd  caf.'\  But  hov;  is  a  hor- 
ro^vd  cap  fo  ready  ?  read,  a  borrower'' s  cap  :  and  then  there  is 
humour  in  it  j  he  that  goes  to  borrow  money  being  of  ali  others 
the  moft  complaifant. 

8  I  will  imitate  the  honourable  Romans  in  brevity.']  I  fup- 
pofc  it  fhouid  be  Roman,  meaning  M..  Brutus  who.affedled  great 
brevity  of  ftile. 

9  That'' i  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his  ivor-ds,'^  Why  iuft 
twenty,  when  the  letter  contained  above  eight  times  twenty  ?  we- 
Ihould  read  PLENTY  j  and  in  this  word  the  joke,  as  Header  as  it 
isj.  confifc*. 
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words.     But  do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Ned?  muft  I  marry 
your  Sifter  ? 

Foins.  May  the  wench  have  no  worfe  fortune  !  But 
I  r.ever  faid  ib. 

F.  Henry.    Well,    thus   we  play  the  fools  with  the 
time,   and  the  fpirits  of  the  wife  fit  in  the  clouds  and 
mock  us  :  is  your  mafter  here  in  London  ? 
Bard.  Yes,   my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Where  fups  he  ?  doth  the  old  Boar  feed 
'  in  the  old  frank  ? 

£ard.  At  the  old  place,    my  lord,    in  Eafi- cheap, 
P.  Henry.  What  company  ? 
Page.   Ephejians,  my  lord,    of   the  old  church. 
P.  Henry.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 
Page.  None,    my   lord,  but  old  Mrs.  ^ickly,  and 
Mrs.  Doll  Tear-Sheet, 

P.  Henry.  What  Pagan  may  that  be  ? 
Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman.  Sir,  and  a  kinfwoman 
of  my  mailer's. 

P.  Henry.  Even  fuch  kin,  as  the  parifh  heifers  are 
to  the  town  Bail.  Shall  we  fteal  upon  them,  Nedy  at 
fupper  ? 

Poins.  I  am  your  fhadow,  my  lord,   I'll  follow  you. 
P.  Henry.  Sirrah,    you  boy,  and  Eardolphy   no  word 
to  your  mafter  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town.     There's 
for  your  filence. 

Bard,  I  have  no  tongue.  Sir. 
Page.    And  for  mine.   Sir,  I  will  govern  it. 
P.  Henry.  Fare  ye  well :  go.     Tnis  Dol  Tear -Sheet 
{hould  be  fome  road. 

Pcins.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between 
St.  Albans  and  London. 

P.  Henry.  How  might  we  fee  Faljlaff  ht^ovf  himfelf 
to  night  in  his  true  colours,  and  not  ourfelves  be  feen  ? 
Poifis.  Pat  on  two  leather  jerkins  and  aprons,  and 
wait  upon  him  at  his  table,    as  drawers. 

P.  Henry.  From  a  God  to  a  Bull  ?  ^  a  heavy  defcen- 

fion. 

1  in  the  old  frank  >]  i.  e.   hog-fty.  Mr.  Fopt, 

2.  a  heai>\  defcenfion.]   Other  readings  have  it  declenjion,     Mr. 

Te^f.  chofe  the  fiil^-     On  which  Mi.  Ihabald  fays,  But  ivhy  not 

dsckrjicn  f 
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iion  It  was  Jovis  cafe.  From  a  Prince  to  a  prentice  ? 
a  low  transformation  j  that  fhall  be  mine :  for  m  every 
thing,  the  purpofe  muft  weigh  with  the  folly.    Follow 

me,  iV.^.  ,,,  t^^^«"'- 

SCENE    VI. 

Changes  to  Northumberland'^  Caftle, 

Enter  Northumberland,    Lady  Northumberland,    and 

Lady  Percy. 
North.  T  Pr'ythee,   loving  wife,  and  gentle  daugacer, 

A  Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs. 
Put  not  you  on  the  vifage  of  the  times. 
And  be  like  them  to  Percy,  troublefome. 

L.  l^orth.  I  have  giv'n  over,  I  will  fpeak  no  more : 
Do  what  you  will :  your  wil'dom  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas,  fweetwife,   my  Honour  is  at  pawn. 
And,    butm.y  Going,   nothing  can  redeem  it. 

L.  Percy.    Oh,  yet,  for  heav'n's  fake,  go   not  to 
thefewars. 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word. 
When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it  than  now  ; 
When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  heart-dear  Harry,  ■ 
Threw  many  a  northward  look,   to  fee  his  father 
Bring  up  his  Pow'rs :   but  he  did  long  in  vain  ! 
Who  then  perfwaded  you  to  flay  at  home  ? 
There  were  two  honours  loft  ;  yours  and  your  fon's. 
For  yours,    may  heav'nly  glory  brighten  it ! 
For  his,  it  ftuck  upon  him  as  the  Sun 
In  the  grey  vault  of  heav'n  :    and  by  his  light 
Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  afts.     He  was  indeed  the  glafs. 
Wherein  the  noble  Youth  did  drefs  thenifclves. 
3  He  had  no  legs,  that  pradlis'd  not  his  gait  : 

declenften  f  are  not  the  terms  purely  fyfionymQus  ?  If  fo,  nught  not 
Mr  Pope  fay  in  his  turn,  then  why  not  dejcenjion  }  But  it  is  not 
fo.  And  defcer.fion  was  preferred  with  judgment.  For  dejcenfion 
fignifies  a  -voluntary  going  down  5  declenfton,  a  natural  and  neteila- 
ry.  Thus  when  we  fpeak  of  the  Sun,  poetically,  as  a  charioreer, 
we  fhould  fay  his  defca^fion  :  if  phyfically,  as  a  mere  globe  of 
light,  his  dedenfion.  ^  „      .       ,- 

3  tie  had  no  legs^   &c.]  The  twenty -two  following  hncs  ;-re  ot 
ihofe  added  by  Sbakef^car  after  hi&firft  ediutfl.  Mr.  Pope, 

And 
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And  fpeaking  thick,  which  Nature  made  his  blemift. 

Became  tlie  accents  of   the  valiant  : 

For  thofe,   that  could  fpeak  low  and  tardily, 

Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abwfe, 

To  feem  like  him.     So  that  in  Tpeech,   in  gait. 

In  diet,    in  affcdlions  of  delight. 

In  military  rules,   humours  of  blood, 

He  was  the  mark  and  glafs,  copy  and  book, 

That  fafhion'd  others.     And  him,   wondrous  him  I 

O  miracle  of  men  !  h'm  did  you  leave 

(Second  to  None,  unfeconded  by  You  ;) 

To  look  upon  the  hideous  God  of  War  ■■ 

In  difadvantage  ;    to  abide  a  field,  ^ 

Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hot-fpur^  Name^ 

Did  feem  defenfible  :  fo  you  left  Him. 

Never,  O,  never  do  his  Ghoit  the  wrong. 

To  hold  your  honour  more  precife  and  nice 

With  others,   than  with  him.     Let  them  alone  : 

The  Pvlarilial  and  the  Archbifhop  are  ftrong. 

Had  my  fweet  7^rtrr>'had  but  half  theirnumbers, 

*•  To  day  might  I,    (hanging  on  Hot-fpuri  neck) 

«**  Have  talk'd  of  Momncuth's  Grave. 

North.  Beihrew  your  heart, 
Fair  daughter,   you  do  draw  my  fpirits  from  mej, 
With  new-lamenting  ancient  over-fights. 
But  I  muft  go  and  meet  with  danger  there  ; 
Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place. 
And  find  me  worfe  provided. 

L.  North.    Fly  to  Scotlandy 
'Till  that  the  Nobles  and  the  armed  Commons 
Have  of  their  puiflance  made  a  little  lafte. 

h.  Percy.  If  they  get  ground  and  'vantageof  the  King> 
Then  join  you  v/ith  them,  like  a  rib  of  fteel, 
To  make  flrength  ftronger.     But,  for  all  our  loves^ 
Firft  let  them  try  themfelves.     So  did  your  fon  i 
He  was  fo  fufter'd  ;    fo  came  I  a  widow  : 
And  never  (hall  have  length  of  life  enough, 
-*  To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  tyt^^ 

That 

4  To  ram  upc?f  rsmefxirar.ce  ———  j  Alluding  to  the  plant^ 
tofemary,  fo  called^  aad  yied  ia  funerals,— —Thu3  La  Tie 
V/inUr'i  la/t.  Foif 
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That  it  may  grow  and  fprout  as  high  as  heav'n. 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  hufband.  [mind 

North.  Come,   come,  go  in  with  me  :  'tis  with  my 
As  with  the  tide  fwell'd  up  unto  his  height. 
That  makes  a  ftill-ftand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  Archbilhop, 
But  many  thoufand  reafons  hold  me'  back  : 
I  will  refolve  for  Scotland  j  there  am  I, 
'Till  time  and  Vantage  crave  my  company.    {Exeunt. 

SCENE     VII. 

Changes  ta  the  Boar  s-head  T^wvern  in  Eaft-cheap. 

Enter  tnuo  Dranxjers. 
I  Z)r«w.TT  7HAT  the  devil  haft  thou  brought  there  ? 
VV     A^^\e- Johns?  thou  know'ft,  S'wjohn 
cannot  endure  an  A^^\Q-John. 

2  Dranjo.  Mafs  I  thou  fayeft  true  j  the  Prince  once 
fet  a  difh  of  h^i^lQ-Johns  before  hira,  and  told  him 
there  were  five  more  Sir  Johns  ;  and,  potting  off  his 
hat,  faid,  I  will  now  take  my  leave  of  thefe  fix  dry, 
round,  old,  wither'd  knights.  It  anger'd  him  to  the 
heart ;  but  he  hath  forgot  That. 

1  Draw.  Why  then,  cover,  and  fet  them  down  ;  and 
fee  if  thou  can'ft  find  out  Sneak's  Noife  i  Mrs,  Tear- 

Jheet  would  fain  hear  fome  mufick.  5  Difpatch  !  the 
room  where  they  fupt  is  too  hot,  they'll  come  in 
ftraight. 

2  Draiv.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  Prince,  and  Mafter 
Poins  anon  ;  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins 
and  aprons,  and  Sir  John  mufl:  not  know  of  it.  Ba?^^ 
do/^h  hath  brought  word* 

For  you  there'' s  rofemary  and  rue,   thefe  keep 
Seeming  and  fwvour  all  the  ivinter  long, 
Grace  and  remembrance  he  unto  you  both,  &c. 

For  as  rue  was  called  herb  of  grace,  from  its  being  ufed  in  exor-. 

-cifms ;    fo    rofemary  was   called  remembrance,    from   its  being  a 

«ephalica 

5  Difpatcb,,Scc,\  This  period  is  from. the  firil  edition. 

Mr.  Pope, 
I  Dr£irM» 
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1  Draw.  Then  ^  here  will  be  old  Utis :  it  will  be 
an  excellent  ftratagem. 

2  Draiv.  I'll  fee,  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.     [Exeuttf, 

SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  Hoje/s  and  Del. 

Hofl.  I'faith,  fweet  heart,  methinks,  now  you  are  in 
an  excellent  good  temperality  ;  your  pulfidge  beats  as 
extraordinarily  as  heart  would  defire  ;  and  your  colour, 
I  warrant  you,  is  as  red  as  any  rofe  :  but,  i'faith,  you 
have  drank  too  nFiuch  canary s,  and  that's  a  marvellous 
fearching  wine ;  and  it  perfumes  the  blood,  ere  we 
can  fay  what's  this.     How  do  you  now  ? 

Dol.  Better  than  I  was  -,  hem.  — 

Hoft.  Why,  that  was  well  faid  :  a  good  heart's  worth 
gold.     Look,  here  comes  ^\x  John. 
Enter  FaiaafF. 

Fal.  When  Arthur /r/?  in  Court—  empty  the  jourden 
>         andnjoas  a  worthy  King  :  how  now,  Mrs.  Do/. 

Hoft.  Sick  of  a  calm  :  yea,  good  footh. 

Fal.  So  is  all  her  feft  j  if  they  be  once  in  a  calm, 
they  are  fick. 

Dol.  You  muddy  rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  yoii 
give  me  ? 

Fal.  You  make  fat  rafcals,  Mrs.  Dol. 

Dol.  I  make  them  \  gluttony  and  difeafes  make  them, 
I  make  them  not. 

Fal.  If  the  cook  make  the  gluttony,  you  help  to 
make  the  difeafes,  Dol ;  we  catch  of  you,  Dol,  we 
catch  of  you  ;  grant  That,  my  poor  Vertue,  grant 
That. 

Dol.  Ay^  marry,  our  chains  and  our  jewels. 

Fal.  7  Your  brooches,  pearls   and   owches :  for  to 

6  here  toill  be  c/dVm  :  ]  Utis,  an  old  word  yet  in  ufe  in  fome 
countries,  fignifying  a  mtrry  fejii-val,  from  the  French,  Huit^ 
ociOj  ab  A.  S.  ^ah*ca.     Otiava  Fefli  alicujus.     Skinner. 

Mr.  Pope. 

7  Tour  hrooclits,  pearh  and  owches  ;]  Brooches  were  chains  of 
gold  that  women  wore  formerly  about  their  necks.  0-wches  were 
bofles  of  gold  fet  with  diamonds,  Mr.  Pope. 

fervc 
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ferve  bravely,  is  to  come  halting  ofF,  you  know  ;  to 
come  off  the  breach  with  his  pike  bent  bravely,  and  to 
furgery  bravely ;  to  venture  upon  the  charg'd  chambers 
bravely  — — 

Dol.  Hang  your  felf,  you  muddy  Conger,  hang  your 
felf  ! 

Ho^.  By  my  troth,  this  is  the  old  fafliion  ;  you  two 
never  meet,  but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord  ;  you  are  both, 
in  good  troth,  as  rheumatick  as  two  dry  toafts,  you 
cannot  one  bear  with  another's  confirmities.  What  the 
good-jer  ?  one  muft  bear,  and  that  muft  be  you  :  you 
are  the  weaker  veffel,  as  they  fay,  the  emptier  vefi'el. 

[To  Dol. 

Dol.  Can  a  weak  empty  veffel  bear  fuch  a  huge  full 
hoglhead ;  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of  Bour- 
deaux  fluff  in  him  ;  you  have  not  feen  a  hulk  better 
ftuft  in  the  Hold.  Come,  I'll  be  friends  with  thee, 
Jack  :  thou  art  going  to  the  wars,  and  whether  I  (hall 
ever  fee  thee  again  or  no,  there  is  no  body  cares, 

SCENE     IX. 

Enter  Draixier. 

Dranv.  Sir,  ancient  Pijiol  is  below  and  would  fpeak 
with  you. 

Dol.  Hang  him,  fwaggering  rafcal,  let  him  not  come 
hither  ;  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dlt  rogue  in  England. 

Hoji.  If  he  fwagger,  let  him  not  come  here  :  no,  by 
my  faith  :  I  muft  live  amongft  my  neighbours,  I'll  no 
fwaggerers  :  I  am  in  good  name  and  fame  with  the  very 
beft  :  (hut  the  door,  there  comes  no  fwaggerers  here : 
I  have  not  liv'd  all  this  while  to  have  fwaggering  now  : 
Ihut  the  door,  I  pray  you. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear,  Hoftefs  ?   ■ 

HoJi.  Pray  you,  pacify  your  felf,  Sir  John,  there 
comes  no  fwaggerers  here. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear it  is  mine  Ancient. 

HoJi.  Tilly- fally,  Sir  John,  never  tell  me  ;  your  An- 
cient fwaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  before 
mafter  Ti/tck  the  deputy  the  other  day  ;  and,  as  he  faid 

to  me  --  it  w^s  no  longer  ago  than  Wednefday  laft 

neighbour 
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neighbour  ^ickly,  fays  he  ;  —  mafter  Domb  our  mini- 
fter  was  by  then  —  neighbour  ^ickly,  fays  he,  receive 
thofe  that  are  civil  ;  for,  faith  he,  you  are  in  an  ill 
name  :  (now  he  faid  fo,  I  can  tell  whereupon  ;)  for, 
fays  he,  you  are  an  honeft  woman,  and  well  thought  on; 
therefore  take  heed,  what  gueils  you  receive  :  receive, 
fays  he,  no  fwaggering  companions.  —  There  come 
none  here.  You  would  blefs  you  to  hear  what  he  faid. 
No,  ril  no  fwaggerers. 

FaL  He's  no  fwaggerer,  Hoftefs  ;  a  tame  cheater, 
i'faith  ;  you  may  ftroak  him  as  gently  as  a  puppey- 
grey-hound  ;  he  will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barbary  hen, 
if  her  feathers  turn  back  in  any  (hew  of  refiftance.  Call 
him  up,  drawer. 

Hojl.  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  ^  I  will  bar  no  honeft 
man  my  houfe,  nor  no  cheater ;  but  I  do  not  love 
fwaggering,  by  my  troth  ;  I  am  the  worfe,  when  one 
fays,  fwagger  :  feel,  mailers,  how  1  fnake,  look  you, 
I  warrant  you. 

Dol.  So  you  do,  hoftefs. 

Bofi.  Do  I  ?  yea,  in  very  truth,  do  I,  as  if  it  were  aR 
afpen  leaf  :     I  cannot  abide  fwaggerers. 

S  C  E  N  E     X. 

Bnter  Piftol,  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Piji.  Save  you,  Sir  John. 

FaL  Welcome,  ancient  PiftoL  Plere,  Pifiol,  ^  charge 
you  with  a  cup  of  fack  :  do  you  difcharge  upon  mine 
hoftefs. 

Fiji.  I  will  difcharge  upon  her,  Sir  John,  wiih  two 
bullets. 

Fal.  She  is  Piftol  proof,  Sir,  youfhall  hardly  offend 
iier. 

Hofi.  Come,  I'll  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no  bullets :    I 

8  I IV  ill  bar  no  honeft  man  my  houfe,  nor  no  cheater  5  ]  The  hu- 
mour of  this  confifts  in  the  woman's  miftaking  the  title  of  Cheater 
(which  our  anceftors  gave  to  him  whom  we  now,  with  better  man- 
ners, call  2.GameJier)  for  that  officer  of  the  exchequer  called  an 
Ejcheatcr,  well  known  to  the  common  people  of  that  time  j  and 
aair-edj  either  corruptly  or  fatirically ,  a  Cheater^ 

will 
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will  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  man*s 
pleafure,   I. 

Fiji.  Then  to  you,  Mrs.  Dorothy,  I  will  charge  you. 

DoL  Charge  me  !  I  fcorn  you,  fcurvy  companion  ! 
what  ?  you  poor,  bafe,  rafcally,  cheating,  lack-linnen 
mate  ;  away,  you  mouldy  rogue,  away,  I'm  meat 
for  your  mailer. 

Fiji.  I  know  you,   Miftrefs  Dorothy. 

DoL  Away,  you  cut-purfe  rafcal,  you  filthy  bung, 
away  :  by  this  wine.  Til  thruii  my  knife  in  your  moul- 
dy chaps,  if  you  play  the  fawcy  cuttle  with  me.  A- 
way  you  bottle  ale  rafcal,  you  balket-hilt  flale  jugler, 
you.  Since  when,  I  pray  you.  Sir  ?  9  what,  with 
two  points  on  your  (houlder  ?  much  ! 

Fiji.  I  will  murther  your  ruff  for  this. 

Fal.  ^  No  more,  Fijiol  i  I  would  not  have  you  go  ofF 
here  :  difcharge  yourfelf  of  our  company,    FiJioL 

Hoji.  No,  good  captain  Fijiol:  not  here,  fweet 
captain. 
.  Ddl.  Captain !  thou  abominable  damn'd  cheater,  art 
thou  not  a(ham*d  to  be  call'd  captain  ?  if  Captains  were 
of- my  mind,  they  would  truncheon  you  out  of  taking 
their  names  upon  you,  before  you  have  earn'd  them. 
**  You  a  captain  I  you  flave  !  for  what  ?  for  tearing  a 
**  poor  whore's  ruff"  in  abawdy  houfe?  he  a  captain  f 
hang  him,  rogue,  he  lives  upon  mouldy  ftew'd  prunes 
and  dry'd  cakes.  A  captain  I  thefe  villains  will  make 
the  word  captain  as  odious  as  the  word  occupy  ;  which 
was  an  excellent  good  word,  before  it  was  ill  forted  : 
therefore  captains  had  need  look  to  it. 

Bard.  Pray  thee,    go  down,    good  Ancient. 

Fal.  Hark  thee  hither,   miftrels  Doi. 

Fiji.  Not  I L  I  tell  thee  what.  Corporal  Bardolphy  I 
could  tear  her  :  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  her. 

Fage.  Pray  thee,  go  down. 

9  "johat,  ivith  tivo  points  on  your  Jhoulder  f  much  !  J  Much  vfsts 
a  common  expreflion  of  difdainat  that  time,  of  the  fame  fenfe  with 
that  more  modern  one,  Marry  come  up.  The  Oxford  Editor  not 
apprehending  this,    alters  it  to  7narch. 

I  No  mere,  Piftol,  &c.\  This  is  from  the  old  edition  of  1600. 

Ml .  Pope, 
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Fiji.  V\\  fee  her  damn'd  firft :  to  Fluto^  damned 
lake,  to  the  infernal  deep,  where  Erebus  and  tortures 
vile  alfo.  Hold  hook  and  line,  fay  I  :  down !  down, 
dogs ;  down,   fates :    have  we  not  Eiren  here  ? 

Hojl,  Good  captain  Peefeh  be  quiet,  it  is  very  late : 
I  befeech  you  now,  aggravate  your  choler. 

Fiji,  Thefe  be  good  humours,  indeed.     Shall  pack- 
horfes 
And  *  hollow-pa mper'd  jades  of  j^fta. 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day,  \ 

Compare  with  Ceefars^    and  with  Cannibals, 
And  Trojan  Greeks  ?  nay,  rather  damn  them  with 
King  Cerberus,   and  let  the  welkin  roar  : 
Shall  we  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Hoji,  By  my  troth,  captain,  thefe  are  very  bitter 
words. 

Bard.  Begone,  good  Ancient :  this  will  grow  to  a 
brawl  anon. 

'  Fiji.  Die  men,  like  dogs ;  give  crowns  like  pins  : 
have  we  not  3  Hiren  here  ? 

HoJi.  O'  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  fuch  here. 
What  the  good-jer  ?  do  you  think,  I  would  deny  her  ? 
I  pray,    be  quiet. 

Fiji.  Then  feed  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis  ;  come, 
give  me  fome  fack.  Si  fortuna  me  (a)  tormenta,  il 
/per are  me  cojitenta. 

Fear  we  broad  fides  ?  no,   let  the  fiend  give  fire  : 
Give  me  fome  fack  :  and,  fweet- heart,  lye  thou  there: 
Come  we  to  fail  points  here  \   and  are  (^  ceetera^  no- 
thing ? 

Tal.    Fiflol,    I  would  be  quiet. 

Ft  [I.  Sweet  knight,  I  kifs  thy  neif :  what  f  we  have 
feen  the  feven  ftars. 

Dol.  Thruft  him  down  flairs,  I  cannot  endure  fuch 
a  fuftian  rafcal. 

2  -^hollow -pamper'' d  jades  of  Afia,  &c.'\  Thefe  lines  are  in 
part  a  quotation  out  of  an  old  abfurd  fuftian  play  intitled,  Tarn- 
burlains  Conquejis,  or  the  Scythian  Shepherd.  Mr.  'Theobald.. 

3  Hiren]  The  name  of  PiJioPs  and  Amadis  du  Gaul's  fvvord. 

Mr.  Theobald. 
[  (a)  tormenta,  il fperare  me  contents,     Oxford  Editor— Vulg. 
termente  fperato  me  ccnte/tte.J 
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Ptjf.  Thruft  him  down  flairs  ?  know  we  not  gal- 
loway nags  ? 

Fal.  Qaoit  him  down,  Bardolph^  like  a  fhove-groat 
fhilling  ;  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,  he 
ihall  be  nothing  here. 

Bard.   Come,   get  you  down  flairs. 

Pift.  What,  fhall  we  have  incifion  !  fhall  we  embrew  ? 
then  Death  rock  me  afleep,  abridge  my  doleful  days : 
why,  then  let  grievous,  ghaflly,  gaping  wounds  un- 
twine the  fiflers  three  :  come,  Atropos,    I  fay. 

\Dranjoing  his  fword^ 

Hoji.  Here's  goodly  fluff  toward. 

Fal.   Give  me  my  rapier,   boy. 

Dol.    I  pr'ythee,  Jack^  I  pr'ythee,  do  not  draw. 

Fal.  Get  you  down  flairs. 

[Draiiingy   and  driving  Piflol  out, 

HoJ}.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult ;  I'll  forfwear  keep- 
ing houfe,  before  I'll  be  in  thefe  tirrits  and  frights.  So  ; 
murther,  I  warrant  now.  Alas,  alas,  put  up  your 
naked  weapons,   put  up  your  naked  weapons. 

Dol.  I  pr'ythee,  Jack,  be  quiet,  the  rafcai  is  gone  : 
ah,  you  vvhoifon,  little  valiant  villain,    you  ! 

Ho^^.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'  th'  groin  ?  methought, 
he  made  a  ihrewd  thruft  at  your  belly. 

Fal.  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  doors  ? 

Bard.  Yqs,  Sir,  the  rafcal's  drunk :  you  have  hurt 
him,   Sir,  in  the  flioulder. 

FaL  A  rafcai,    to  brave  me  f 

Dol.  Ah,  you  fweet  little  rogue,  you  :  alas,  poor 
ape,  how  thou  fweat'il  ?  come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face- 
come  on,  you  whorfon  chops — ah,  rogue  !  I  love  thee, 
— ^thou  art  as  valourous  as  He^or  of  7>(y,  worth  five 
of  Agamemnon ;  and  ten  times  better  than  the  nine  Wor- 
thies :  a  villain  ! 

Fal.  A  rafcally  flave !  I  will  tofs  the  rogue  in  a 
blanket. 

Dol.  Do,   if  thou  dar'fl  for  thy  heart :  if  thou  do'fl, 
I'll  canvafs  thee  between  a  pair  of  fheets. 
,  Enter  Mujick. 

Page.  The  mufick  is  come.  Sir. 

Fal,  Let  them  play  -,  play,   Sirs.     Sit  on  my  knee, 

Dol. 


2  20  ne  Second  Fart  of 

Dol.  A  rafcal,  bragging  flave  !    the  rogue  fled  from  me  . 

like  quick-filver.  :m 

Dol.  I'faith,   and  thou  follow'dft  him  like  a  church  :  1 

thou  whorfon  little  tydie  Bartholomeiv  Boar-pig,  wheti  | 
wilt  thou  leave  fighting  on  days,  and  joining  on  nights, 
and  begin  to  patch  up  thine  old  body  for  heaven  ? 

SCENE     XI. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

Fai.  Peace,  good  Dol,  do  not  fpeak  like  a  death's- 
head  :  do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

Dol.   Sirrah,   what  humour  is  the  Prince  of  ? 

Fal.  A  good  fhallow  young  fellow  :  he  would  have 
made  a  good  Pantler,  he  would  have  chippM  bread 
well. 

Dol.    They  fay,    Poins  has  a  good  wit.  • 

Fal.   He  a  good  wit?   hang  him,   baboon  I  his 

wit  is  as  thick  as  Te^-whbury  muftard  :    there  is  no  more, 
conceit  in  him,  than  is  in  a  mallet. 

Dol.  Why  doth  the  Prince.Iove  him  fo  then  ? 

Fal.  Becaufe  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs :  and  he 
plays  at  quoits  well,  and  eats  conger  and  fennel,  and 
drinks  off  candles'  ends  for  flap-dragons,  and  rides  the 
wild  mare  with  the  boys,  and  jumps  upon  joint-ilools, 
and  fwears  with  a  good  grace,  and  wears  his  boot 
very  fmooth  like  unto  the  fign  of  the  leg,  and  breeds 
no  hate  wiih  telling  of  4  indifcreet  Itories  ;  and  fuch 
other  gambol  faculties  he  hath,  that  fhew  a  weak  mind 
and  an  able  body,  for  the  which  the  Prince  admits  him: 
for  the  Prince  himfelf  ?  fuch  another  :  the  weight  of. 
an  hair  will  turn  the  fcaies  between  their  J'verdupois. 

P.  Henry,  Would  not  this  Nave  of  a  wheel  have  his 
cars  cut  off? 

Poins.  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  whore. 

P.  Henry.  Look,  if  the  wither'd  Elder  hath  not  his 
poll  claw'd  like  a  Parrot. 

Poins.  Is  it  not  ftrange,  that  defire  (hould  fo  many 
years  out- live  performance  ? 

Fal.  Kifs  me,  DoL 

4  difcreet/,5r/«  j]  We  fhould  read  indifcreet, 

?,  Henry,    - 
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T.  Henry.  Saturn  and /^e'««/ this  year  in  conjundlion  ! 
•what  fays  the  almanack  to  that  ? 

Poins.  And,  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigone  his  man, 
be  not  5  clafping  too  his  matter's  old  Tables,  his  note- 
book, his  counfel- keeper  ? 

Fal.   Thou  doft  give  me  flattering  buffes. 
DoL  By  my  troth,  I  kifs  thee  with  a  moft  conllant 
heart. 

Fal.  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

DoL  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  fcurvy 
young  boy  of  them  all. 

FaL  What  llufF  wilt  thou  have  a  kirtle  of  ?  I  Ihall 
receive  money  on  Thurfday :  Thou  flialt  have  a  cap  to 
morrow.  A  merry  fong,  come :  it  grows  late,  we 
will  to  bed.     Thou  wilt  forget  me  when  I  am  gone. 

Dol.  By  my  troth,  thou  wilt  fet  me  a  weeping  if  thou 
fayUlfo  :  prove,  that  ever  I  drefs  my  felf  handfom  'till 
thy  return— Well,  hearken  the  end. 
FaL  Some  fack,  Francis. 
P.  Henry.  Poins.     Anon,  anon,   Sir. 
FaL  Ha  !   a  baftard  fon  of  the  King's !  and  art  not 
thou  Poins  his  brother  ? 

?.  Henry.  Why,  thou  globe  of  finful  continents, 
what  a  life  doft  diou  lead  ? 

FaL  A  better  than  thou  :  I  am  a  gentleman,  thou 
art  a  drawer. 

P.  Henry.  Very  true.  Sir  ;  and  I  come  to  draw  you 
out  by  the  ears. 

Hofi.  Oh,  the  Lord  preferve  thy  good  Grace !  Wel- 
come to  London. —  Now  heav'n  blefs  that  fweet  face  of 
thine  :  what,  are  you  come  from  Wales  ? 

FaL  Thou  whorfon-mad  compound  of  majefty,  by 
this  light  fleih  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art  welcome. 

\_Leaning  his  hand  upon  Dol. 
DoL  How  !  you  fat  fool,  I  fcorn  you. 
Poins.  My  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  re- 

5  LISPING   TO  hismajler^s  old  Tables,  &c.    We  fliould  read 
CLASPING    TOO  his  ma  ft  er's  old  Tables,  &c.  /.    e.  embracing  his 
mafter's  caft-off  whore,  and    now  his    bawd,   \^his   note-hooh,  his 
counfel-keeper.\     We  have  the  fame  phrafe  again  in  Cymbeline, 
Tou  clafp  young  Cupid's  Tables. 

vengc. 
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venge,  and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the 
heat. 

P.  Henry.  You  whorfon  candle-myne,  you,  how 
vilely  did  you  fpeak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  honeft, 
virtuous,  civil  gentlewoman  ? 

Hoft.  'Bleffing  on  your  good  heart,  and  fo  (he  is,  by 
my  troth. 

Fal.  Didft  thou  hear  me  ? 

P.  Henry.  Yes ;  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did  when 
you  ran  away  by  Gads-hill',  you  knew,  I  was  at  your 
back,  and  fpoke  it  on  purpofe  to  try  my  patience. 

Fal.  No,  no,  no  ;  not  fo  ;  I  did  not  think,  thou 
waft  within  hearing. 

P.  Henry.  I  fhall  drive  you  then  toconfefsthe  wilful 
abufe,  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fai.  No  abufe,  Hal,  on  my  honour,  no  abufe. 

P.  Henry.  Not  to  difpraife  me,  and  call  me  pantler, 
and  bread  chipper,  and  I  know  not  what ! 

FaL  No  abufe,  Hal. 

Poins.  No  abufe ! 

FaL  No  abufe,  Ned,  in  the  world  ;  honeft  Ned,  none. 
I  difprais'd  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked 
might  not  fall  in  love  with  him  ;  in  which  doing,  I 
have  done  the  part  of  a  careful  friend,  and  a  true  fub- 
jedl,  and  thy  father  is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it.  No 
abufe.  Half  none,  Ned^  none ;  no,  boys,  none. 

P.  Henry.  See  now,  whether  pure  fear  and  entire 
cowardife  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous 
gentlewoman,  to  clofe  with  us  ?  Is  ftie  of  the  wicked  ? 
is  thine  Hoftefs  here  of  the  wicked  ?  or  is  the  boy  of 
the  wicked  ?  or  honeft  Bardolph,  whofe  zeal  burns  in 
his  nofe,   of  the  wicked  ? 

Poins.  Anfwer,  thou  dead  Elm,  anfwer. 

Fal.  The  fiend  hath  prickt  down  Bardolph  irrecove- 
rable, and  his  face  is  Lucifer^  privy-kitchen,  where  he 
doth  nothing  but  roaft  mauk-worms  :  for  the  boy, 
there  is  a  good  angel  about  him,  but  the  devil  outbids 
him  too. 

P.  Henry.  For  the  women, 

Fal.  For  one  of  them,   ihe  is  in  hell  already,  and 

burrs. 
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burns,  poor  (a)  foul !  for  the  other,  I  owe  her  money ; 
and  whether  fhe  be  damn'd  for  that,  I  know  not, 

Hofl.  No,   I  warrant  you. 

FaL  No,  I  think,  thou  art  not  :  I  think  thou  art 
quit  for  that.  Marry  there  is  another  indi<^ment  up- 
on thee,  for  fufFering  flcfh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe, 
contrary  to  the  law,  for  the  which,  I  think,  thou  wilt 
howl. 

HoJI,  All  vifluallers  do  fo  :  what  is  a  joint  of  mut- 
ton or  two  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

P.  Henry.  You,  gentlewoman,  ■ 

DoL  What  fays  your  Grace  ? 

FaL  His  Grace  fays  That,  which  his  flefh  rebels 
againft. 

Hoji,  Who  knocks  fo  loud  at  door  ?  look  to  the 
door  there,  Francis. 

SCENE    xir. 

Enter  Peto. 

P.  Henry.  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Peto.  The  King  your  father  is  at  Weftminfier, 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  Pofts 
Come  from  the  North ;  and,  as  I  came  along, 
I  met  and  overtook  a  dozen  captains. 
Bare-headed,  fweating,  knocking  at  the  taverns. 
And  afking  every  one  for  Sir  John  Faljiaff, 

P.  Henry.  By  heaven,  Poins,  I   feel   me  much  t© 
blame. 
So  idly  to  profane  the  precious  time  ; 
When  tempeft  of  commotion,  like  the  South 
Borne  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 
Give  me  my  fword,  and  cloak  :  Faljiaff,  good  night. 

\_Exeut.t  Prince  and  ?omi, 

Fal.  Now  comes  in  the  fweeteft  morfel  of  the  night, 
and  we  muft  hence,  and  leave  itunpickt.  More  knock- 
ing at  the  door  ?  how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  \ 

Bard.  You  muft  away  to  Court,  Sir,  prefently  :  a 
dozen  captains  ftay  at  door  for  you. 

[  (a)  Soull  Oxford  Editor,—  Vulg.  Souh  ! '\ 

Fal. 
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faL  Pay  the  mulicians,  Sirrah  :  farewel,  Hoftefs  ; 
farewel,  Dol.  You  fee,  my  good  wenches,  how  men 
of  merit  are  fought  after  ;  the  undcferver  may  fleep, 
when  the  man  of  aftion  is  call'd  on.  Farewel,  good 
wenches  ;  if  I  be  not  fent  away  poft,  I  will  fee  you 
again,  ere  I  go. 

Dol.  I  cannot  fpeak  ;  if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to 
burft —  well,  fweet  Jacky   have  a  care  of  thy  felf. 

Fal.  Farewel,    farewel.  \Exit^ 

Hoji.  Well,  fare  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee  thefe 
twenty-nine  years,  come  pefcod-time  ;  but  an  honeller 
and  truer- hearted  man —  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Bard.  Mrs.  Tear-Jheety 

Hofi.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  Bid  Miftrefs  T^ear-Jheet  come  to  my  m after. 

Hofi.  O  run,  De/,  run  i    run,  good  Dol.       [Exeunt, 


ACT     III.        SCENE     I, 

ne  Palace  in  London. 
Enter  King  Henry  in  his  Night -goivn  nvith  a  Page, 

K.  Henry. 

GO,  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey  and  of  TFarnvici  ; 
But,   ere  they  come,  bid   them  o'er-read   thefe 
letters. 
And  well  confider  of  them :  make  good  fpeed. 

[Exit  Page, 
How  many  thoufands  of  my  pooreft  Subjeds 
Are  at  this  hour  afleep  !  *  O  gentle  Sleep, 

*  Nature's  foft  Nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 

*  That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye -lids  down, 

*  And  fteep  my  fenfes  in  forgetfulnefs  ? 

*  Why  rather.   Sleep,  ly'ft  thou  in  fmoaky  cribs, 

*  Upon  unealie  pallets  ftretching  thee, 

*  And  hulht  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  flumber  ; 

*  Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  Great, 
"  Under  the  Canopies  of  coftly  State, 

•And 
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«  And  luird  with  founds  of  fweeteft  melody  ? 
«  O  thou  dull  God,   why  ly'ft  thou  with  the  vile 

*  In  loithlbm  beds,  and  leav'ft  the  kingly  couch 

*  '  A  watch  cafe  to  a  common  larum-bell  ? 

*  Wilt  thou,  upon  the  high  and  giddy  maft, 

*  Seal  up  the  Ihip  boy's'eycs,  and  rock  his  brains, 

*  In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  Surge ; 
«  And  in  the  vifitation  of  the  Winds, 

*  Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top, 

*  Curling  th^ir  monftrous  heads,  and  hanging  the!fe 
«  With  deaPning  clamours  *   in  the  flip'ry  fhrouds, 

*  That,  with  the  hurley,  death  it  felf  awakes  ? 
«  Can' ft  thou,  O  partial  Sleep,  give  thy  repofc 
«  To  the  wet  fea-boy  in  an  hour  fo  rude  ? 

*  And  in  the  calmeft  and  the  ftilleil  night, 

*  With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot, 

*  Deny  it  to  a  King  ?  ?  then,  happy  low!  lye  down  ; 
Uneafie  lyes  the  head,  that  wears  a  Crown. 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Surrey. 
War.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  Majefty  ! 
K.  Henry.  Is  it  good  morrow,  lords  ? 
War.  'Tis  one  o'  clock,  and  pall. 

1  A  ivatch  cafe  £fc.]  This  alludes  to  the  watchman  fet  in 
garrifon-towns  upon  fome  eminence  attending  upon  an  alarum-bell, 
which  he  was  to  ring  out  in  cafe  of  a  fire,  or  any  approaching  dan- 
ger. He  had  a  cafe  or  box  to  fhelter  him  from  the  weather,  but 
at  his  utmoft  peril  he  was  not  to  fleep  whilft  he  was  upon  duty. 
Thefe  alarum-bells  are  mentioned  in  feveral  other  places  of  Slake- 
(tear,  Oxford  Editor. 

2— "— /«  the  flip'ry  fhrcuds,]  The  fliip-boy  (fays  the  fpeakef) 
can  fleep  in  the  fhrouds,  tho'  made  wet  and  fiip'ry  by  the  fea's 
dafhing  over  them,  and  roaring  with  deafning  clamour.  Would 
not  any  reafonable  man  now  be  contented  with  fenfe  ?  But  nothing 
will  ferve  the  Oxford  Editor  but  raifing  the  billows  to  the  clouds, 
nay,  totheJJip''ry  clouds ,  for  fo  he  reads  it. 

3  then,  happy   low!   lye  down  j]  Evidently  cor- 

rupted from  happy  lowly  clown.  The  two  lines  making 
thejuffc  conclufion  from  what  preceded.  If  Jleep  loill  Jly  a  king 
and  confort  it  felf  ivith  beggar s^  then  happy  the  lowly  clown,  and 
uneafy  the  crcivtCd  bead. 

Vol.  IV,  M  K.  Henry. 
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K.   Henry.    Why,    then,    good    morrow    to   you. 
faj  Well,  my  lords. 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  chat  I  fent  you  ? 

W^r.  We  have,  my  Liege.  [dom, 

K.  Henry.  Then  you  perceive  the  body  of  our  King- 
How  foul  it  is ;  what  rank  difeafes  grow. 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

ff^ar.  4  It  is  but  as  a  body  flight  diftemper'd. 
Which  to  its  former  ftrength  may  be  rcftor'd. 
With  good  advice  and  little  medicine; 
^  My  lord  Northumberland  will  foon  be  cool'd. 

K.  Henry.  Oh  heav'n,  that  one  might  read  the  book 
of  fate. 
And  fee  the  revolution  of  the  times 
Make  Mountains  level,  and  the  Continent, 
Weary  of  folid  firmnefs,  meltitfelf 
Into  the  Sea  j  and,  other  times,  to  fee 
The  beachy  girdle  of  the  Ocean 
Too  wide  for  Neptune's  hips :  how  Chances  mock. 
And  Changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 
With  divers  liquors !  ^  O,  if  this  were  feen. 
The  happieft  youth  viewing  his  progrefs  through. 
What  perils  paft,  what  crofies  to  enfue, 
Wou'd  fhut  the  book,  and  fit  him  down  and  die. 
'Tis  not  ten  Years  gone, 

Since  Richard  and  Northumberland y  great  Friends, 
Did  feaft  together ;  and  in  two  years  after 
Were  they  at  wars.     It  is  but  eight  years  fmce. 
This  Percy  was  the  man  neareft  my  foul.; 
Who,  like  a  brother,  toil'd  in  my  affairs. 
And  laid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot ; 
Yea,  for  my  fake,  ev'nto  the  ty^soi Richard 
Gave  him  defiance.     But  which  of  you  was  by  ? 

4  It  is  hut  as  a  body  yet  dijjemfer'd,']  What  would  he  have 
more  ?  We  fliould  read. 

It  is  but  as  a  body  slight  difientper' d. 

5  My  /or^j?  Northumberland  ivill  foon  be  cool'd.]  I  believe 
Shake/pear  wrote  school'd  j  tutor'd,  and  brought  to  fub- 
miflion. 

6 -0,  ;/  tbi:  ivcre  fe(N,  &c.]  Thefc  four  lines  are  fup- 

plied  from  the  Edition  of  1 6oo. 

fit  J  mil,  Mr.  Tbeobald.^Vu]^.  //'/.] 

(Yo« 
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(You,  coufin  Nevi/,  as  I  may  remember)      [7*  War, 
When  Ric hardy  with  eye  brim-full  of  tears, 
Then  check' d  and  rated  by  Northumber/andy 
Did  fpeak  ihefe  words,  now  proved  a  prophecy. 

*  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  by  the  which 

*  My  coufin  Bolingbroke  afcends  my  Throne  ; 
(Though  then,  Heav'n  knows,  I  had  no  fuch  intent i 
But  that  Neceffity  fo  bow'd  the  State, 

That  I  and  Greatnefs  were  compell'd  to  kifs :) 

*  The  time  ihall  come,  (thus  did  he  follow  it,) 

*  The  time  will  come,  that  foul  fin,  gathering  head, 

*  Shall  break  into  corruption  :  fo  went  on. 
Foretelling  this  fame  time's  condition. 
And  the  divifion  of  our  amity. 

War.  There  is  a  hiftory  in  all  men's  lives, 
Figuring  the  Nature  of  the  times  deceas'd  i 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  man  may  prophefie. 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life,  which  in  their  feeds 
And  weak  beginnings  lie  intrcafured. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time  i 
And  by  the  neceffary  form  of  this. 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfed  guefs, 
That  great  Northumberland^  then  falfe  to  him, 
Would  of  that  feed  grow  to  a  greater  falfenefs. 
Which  fhould  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  You. 

K.  Henry.  Are  thefe  things  then  necelTities  r 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  necefllties ; 
And  that  fame  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us : 
They  fay,  the  Bifhop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  ftrong. 

War,  It  cannot  be  : 
Rumour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo, 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd.     Pleafe  it  your  Grace 
To  go  to  bed.     Upon  my  life,  my  lord, 
The  Pow'rs,  that  you  already  have  fent  forth. 
Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  eanly. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  receiv'd 
A  certain  inftance  that  Glendoiuer  is  dead. 
Your  Majefly  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill, 

M  2  And 
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And  thefe  unfeafon'd  hours  perforce  mud  add 
Unto  your  ficknefs. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  take  your  counfel  : 
And  were  thefe  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand, 
,We  would,  dear  lords,  unto  the  Holy  Land. 

{Exeunt, 

SCENE     III. 

Changes  to  Jujiice  Shallow' j  Seat  in  Gloucefterfhire. 

linter  Shallow  and  Silence,  Jujiices  ;  'with  Mouldy, 
Shadow,  Wart,  Feeble,  «»^  Bull-calf. 

Shai.f'^OME  on,    come  on,   come  on  j  give  me 
V>  your  hand.  Sir  j  an  early  ftirrer,  7  by  the 
rood. 
And  how  doth  my  good  coufin  Silence? 

SiL  Good  morrow,  good  coufm  Shallow. 

Shal.  And  how  doth  my  coufm,  your  bed-fellow  ? 
and  your  faireft  daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daughter 
Ellen? 

5/7.. Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  cou^m  ShaUoixj. 

Shal.  By  yea,  and  nay,  Sir,  I  dare  fay,  my  coufin 
William  is  become  a  good  fcholar :  he  is  at  Oxford  &i\\, 
is  he  not  ? 

5/7.  Indeed,  Sir,  to  my  coft. 

Shal.  He  niufl  then  to  the  Inns  of  Court  fliortly  :  I 
was  once  of  C Ictnent' S'li\n  ;  where,  I  think,  they  will 
talk  of  mad  Shalloiv  yet. 

5/7.  You  were  cali'd  lufty  Shallow  then,  coufin. 

Shal.  I  was  cali'd  any  thing,  and  1  would  have  done 
anything,  indeed,  too,  and  roundly  too.  There  was  I, 
and  little  Johii  Doit  of  Staff'ordjhire,  and  black  George 
Bare,  and  Francis  Pickhom^  and  Will  Squele  a  Cot's- 
cwoldmaii,  you  had  not  four  fuch  fwinge-bucklers  in  all 
the  Inns  of  Court  again  :  and  I  may  fay  to  you,  we 
knew  where  the  Bona-  Roha's  were,  and  had  the  befl  of 
them  all  at  commandment.     Then  was  Jack  Faljlaf, 

7  By  ths  rood.'}  i,  e.  the  crofs.  Mr.  Pope. 

(now 
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(now  Sir  John)  a  boy,  and  page  to  Thomas  Motjubray, 
DukeofNor/o/k. 

Si/.  This  Sir  Johft,  coufin,  that  comes  hither  anon 
about  Soldiers  ? 

S^al.  The  fame  Sir  Jo^w,  the  very  fame  :  I  faw  hira 
break  Scho^gans  head  at  the  Court-gate,  when  he  was 
a  crack,  not  thus  high  ;  and  the  very  fame  day  I  did 
fight  with  one  Sampfon  Stockjijh,  a  fruiterer,  behind 
Grays- Inn.  O  the  mad  days  that  I  have  fpent  !  and  to 
fee  how  many  of  mine  old  acquaintance  are  dead  ? 

Sil.  We  fnall  all  follow,  coufin. 

Shal.  Certain,  'tis  certain,  very  fure,  very  fure : 
Death  (as  the  Pfalmift  faith)  is  certain  to  all,  all  ihall 
die.     How  a  good  yoke  of  Bullocks  at  Stamford ¥dL\v  ? 

Sil.  Truly,  coufm,  I  was  not  there. 

Shai.  Death  is  certain.  Is  old  Double  of  your  town 
living  yet  ? 

Sil.  Dead,  Sir. 

Shal.  Dead!  fee,  fee,  he  drew  a  good  bow:  and 
dead  ?  he  fhot  a  fine  (hoot.  John  of  Gaunt  loved  him 
well,  and  betted  much  money  on  his  head.  Dead  !  he 
would  have  ^  clapt  in  the  clowt  at  twelve  fcore,  and 
carried  you  a  fore-hand  (haft  a  fourteen  and  fourteen 
and  a  half,  that  it  would  have  done  a  man's  heart  good 
to  fee. How  a  fcore  of  ewes  now  ? 

Sil.  Thereafter  as  they  be  :  a  fcore  of  good  ewes 
may  be  worth  ten  pounds. 

Shal,  And  is  old  Double  dead  ? 

8  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Enter  Bardolph,  and  Page, 

Sil.  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Faljiaps  men,  as 
I  think. 

Shal.  Good  morrow,  honeft  gentlemen. 

Bard.  I  befeech  you,  which  is  [uftice  Shalloiu  ? 

Shal.  I  am  Robert  Shallonv,  Sir,  a  poor  Efquire  of 
this  Country,  one  of  the  King's  Juftices  of  the  peace  : 
what  is  your  good  pleafure  with  me  ? 

8  Clapt  in  the  clowt]  i,  e.  hit  the  white  mark. 

M  3  Bard, 
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Bard.  My  captain.  Sir,  commends  him  to  you  : 
my  captain  Sir  John  Faljiaffi  a  tall  gentleman,  by 
heav'n  !   and  a  moft  gallant  leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well :  Sir,  I  knew  him  a  good 
back- (word  man.  How  doth  the  good  Knight  ?  may 
3  afk,  how  my  lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon,  a  foldier  is  better  accommodated 
than  with  a  wife. 

ShaL  It  is  well  faid.  Sir  ;  and  it  is  well  faid,  indeed, 
loo:  better  accommodated — it  is  good,  yea,  indeed, 
is  it ;  good  phrafes,  furely,  are,  and  ever  were,  very 

commendable.     Accommodated it  comes  of  accom- 

wodo  ;  9  very  good,  a  good  phrafe. 

Bard.  **  Pardon  me.  Sir,  I  have  heard  the  word. 
**  Phrafe,  call  you  it  ?  by  this  day,  I  know  not  the 
**  phrafe :  but  I  will  maintain  the  word  with  my  fword, 
•*  to  be  a  foldier- like  word,  and  a  word  of  exceeding 
**  good  command.  Accommodated,  that  is,  when  a 
*'  man  is,  as  they  fay,  accommodated  ;  or,  when  a 
**  man  is,  being  whereby  he  may  be  thought  to  be 
•''  accommodated,  which  is  an  excellent  thing. 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

^hal.  It  is  very  juft :  look,  here  comes  good  Sir 
Jchn.  Give  me  your  good  hand  :  give  me  your  Wor- 
fl^ip's  good  hand  :  trull  me,  you  look  well,  and  bear 
your  years  very  well.     Welcome,  good  Sir  John. 

Fal.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  matter  Robert 
Shallotv  :  Mailer  Sure  card,  as  I  think, — 

Sha/.  No,  Sir  John,  it  is  my  coufm  Silence  j  in 
Commiflion  with  me. 

9  Very  good,  a  good  phrcfe.'\  Accommodate  v,'3.s  a.  modiih  tesm 
of  that  time,  as  Ben  John/on  infojms  us  :  Tou  are  not  to  caji  or 
•wring  for  the  perfumed  terms  of  the  time,  as  accommodation, 
complement,  fpirit,  &c.  hut  ufe  them  properly  in  their  places  as 
ethers.  Difcoveries.  Htnct  Bardolpb  czWs  \K.  z-vovdoi  exceeding 
good  command.  His  definition  of  it  is  admirable,  and  highly 
fatirical :  nothing  being  more  common  than  for  inaccurate  fpeakers 
or  writers,  when  they  fhould  define,  to  put  their  hearers  off  with 
a  fynonymous  term  ;  or,  for  want  of  that,  even  with  the  fame 
term  differently  accommodated :  as  in  the  inftance  before  us, 

FaL 
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Fal  Good  mailer  Silence,  it  well  befits,  you  fhould 
be  of  the  peace. 

^/7.  Your  good  Worfhip  is  welcome. 

FaL  Fie,  this  is  hot  weather,  gentlemen  ;  have  you 
provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  of  fufficient  men  ? 

Shal.   Marry,  have  we.  Sir  :  will  you  fit  ? 

FaL  Let  me  fee  them,   I  befeech  you. 

Shal.  Where's  the  roll  ?  where's  the  roll  ?  where's 
the  roll  ?  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  :  fo,  fo, 
fo,  fo  :  yea,  marry,  Sir.  Ralph  Mouldy  : —  let  them 
appear  as  I  call :  let  them  do  fo,  let  them  do  fo.  Let 
me  fee,   where  is  Mouldy  ? 

Moul.  Here,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

Shal,  What  think  you.  Sir  John  ?  a  good  limb'd 
fellow:  young,  ftrong,   and  of  good  friends. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  ? 

Moul.  Yea,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

Fal.  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  us'd. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  mofl  excellent,  i'faith.  Things, 
that  are  mouldy,  lack  ufe  :  very  fingular  good.  Well 
faid.  Sir  John^  very  well  faid. 

Fal,  Prick  him. 

Moul.  r  was  prickt  well  enough  before,  if  you  could 
have  let  me  alone  :  my  old  dame  will  be  undone  now 
for  one  to  do  her  hufbandry,  and  her  drudgery  ;  yoa 
need  not  to  have  prickt  me,  there  are  other  men  fitter 
to  go  out  than  L 

Fal.  Go  to  :  peace,  Mouldy,  you  fhall  go.  Mouldy^ 
it  is  time  you  were  fpent. 

Moul.  Spent? 

Shal.  Peace,  fellow,  peace :  Hand  afide  :  know  you 
where  you  are  ?  for  the  other.  Sir  J»hn. —  Let  me  fee  : 
Simon  Shadoiv. 

Fal.  Ayt  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under  :  he's 
like  to  be  a  cold  foldier. 

Shal.   Where's  Shadoav  ? 

Shad.    Here,  Sir. 

Fal.  Shadoiv,  whofe  fon  art  thou  ? 

Shad.  My  mother's  fon.    Sir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  fon  !  like  enough  ;   and  thy  fa- 
ther's ihadow  :  fo  the  fon  of  the  female  is  the  ihadow 
M  4  of 
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of  the  male  :  it  is  often  fo,  indeed,  but  not  of  the  fa- 
ther's fubftance. 

Shal.  Do  you  like  him,  Sir  John  f 

fal.  Shadonjj  will  ferve  for  fummer  j  prick  him  ; 
for  we  have  a  number  of  ihadows  do  fill  up  the  mufter- 
book. 

Shal.  Thomas  Wart, 

Fal.  Where's  he  ? 

Wart.  Here,  Sir? 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wart  ? 

Wart.  Yea,  Sir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

^hal.  Shall  I  prick  him  down.   Sir  John  ? 

Fal.  It  were  fuperfluous  ;  for  his  apparel  is  built 
upon  his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  Hands  upon  pins ; 
prick  him  no  more. 

^hal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  '  you  can  do  it.  Sir  ;  you  can  do 
it  :  I  commend  you  well.     Francis  Feeble, 

Feeble.  Here,  Sir. 

Fal.  What  trade  art  thou.  Feeble  ? 

Feeble.  A  woman's  tailor,   Sir. 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him,   Sir  ? 

Fal.  You  may  :  but  if  he  had  been  2  man's  tailor, 
he  would  have  prick'd  you.  Wilt  thou  make  as  many 
holes  in  an  enemy's  battle,  as  thou  haft  done  in  a  wo- 
man's petticoat  ? 

Feeble.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  Sir  ;  you  can  have 
no  more. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  good  woman's  tailor  ;  well  faid, 
courageous  Feeble:  thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrath- 
ful dove,  or  moll  magnanimous  moufe.  Prick  the  wo- 
man's tailor  well,  xn?Liier  Sha/lonVydcep^TmS.er Shalloiv. 

Feeble.  I  would.  Wart  might  have  gone,  Sir. 

Fal.  I  would  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor,  that  thou 
might'ft  mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cannot 
put  him  to  be  a  private  foldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  fo 
many  thoufands.  Let  that  fuffice,  moft  forcible  Feeble. 

Feeble.   It  fhall  fuffice. 

I  Tou  can  do  it.  Sir  j]  • ;,  e,  you  know  how  to  jefl-. 

Fal, 
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Fal.  I  am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble,  Who  i» 
the  next  ? 

Shal.  Peter  Bull-calf  of  the  Green. 

Fal.  Yea,   marry,  \tt  us  kt  Bull-calf. 

Bui.    Here,    Sir. 

Fal.  Truft  me,  a  likely  fellow.  Come,  prick  me 
Bull-calf  till  he  roar  again. 

Bui.  Oh,   good  my  lord  captain, 

Fal.  What,  doll  thou  roar  before  th'art  prickt  ? 

Bui.  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  a  difeafed  man. 

Fal.  What  difeafe  haft  thou  ? 

Bui.  A  whorfon  Cold,  Sir ;  a  cough.  Sir,  which  I 
caught  with  ringing  in  the  King's  affairs,  upon  his 
Coronation-day,    Sir. 

Fal.  Come,  thou  (halt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown  : 
we  will  have  away  thy  Cold,  and  I  will  take  fuch  order 
that  thy  friends  Ihall  ring  for  thee.     Is  here  all  ? 

Shal.  There  is  two  more  called  than  your  iiumber, 
you  muft  have  but  four  hQr^,  Sir  ;  and  fo,  I  pray  you, 
go  in  with  me  to  dinner. 

Fal.  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  cannot 
tarry  dinner.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  in  good  troth, 
mafter  Shalh'w. 

Shal.  O,  Sir  John,  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay 
all  night  in  the  wind- mill  in  Saint  George' ^^  fields  ? 

Fal.  No  more  of  that,  gocd  mafier  Shallanjo^  no  more 
of  that. 

Shal.  Ha  I  it  was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane 
Night  nfjork  alive  ? 

Fal.    She  lives,  mafier  Shallo^v.  . 

Shal.  She  never  could  av/ay  with  me. 

Fal.  Never,  never  :  (he  would  always  fay,  fhe  could 
not  abide  mafter  Shalloiv, 

Shal.  By  tiie  maf%  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart: 
Ihe  was  then  a  Bcna-roba.  Doth  (he  hold  her  own  well  ? 

Fal.  Old,    old,    m^d^QV  Shallo'-jij. 

Shal.  Nay,  fne  muft  be  old,  ftie  cannot  chufebut  be 
old  ;  certain,  (he's  old,  and  had  Robin  N'-oht-nxsork  by 
old  Night ■'vjork,  before  I  came  to  Clement'' s  Inn. 

Sil.   That's  fifty-five  years  ago. 

Shal.  Ka,  coufin  Silence  y  that  thou  hadft  feen  That, 
M  5  that 
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that  this  knight  and  I  have  feen  !  —  hah,  Sir  JVhft, 
laid  I  well  ? 

FaL  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight.  Mailer 

Shal.  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  in  faith,  Sir  John, 
we  have  :  our  warch-word  was,  hem,  boys.  —  Come, 
let's  to  dinner ;  Oh,  the  days  that  we  have  feen  !  come-, 

Bui.  Good  mafter  corporate  Bardnlph^  ftand  my 
friend,  and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  fhillings  in  French 
Crowns  for  you  :  in  very  truth.  Sir,  I  had  as  lief  be 
hang'd,  Sir,  as  go  j  and  yet  for  my  own  part,  Sir, 
I  do.  not  care,  but  rather  becaufe  I  am  unwilling^ 
and  for  mine  own  part,  have  a  defire  to  ftay  with 
my  friends  ;  elfe,  Sir,  I  did  not  care  for  mine  own 
part  fo  much. 

Bard,  Go  to  ;  ftand  afide. 

Maul.  And  good  mafte?  corporal  captain,  for  my 
old  Dame's  fake  ftand  my  friend  :  (he  hath  no  body 
to  do  any  thing  about  her  when  I  am  gone,  and  flie's 
old  ard  cannot  help  her  felf :  you  ihall  have  forty.  Sir. 

Bard.  Go  to  ;.  ftand  afide. 

Feeble.  I  care  not,  a  man  can  die  but  once  ;  we  owe 
God  :i  death,  I  will  nevar  bear  a  bafe  mind  :  if  it  be 
my  deftiiiy,  fo  :  if  it  be  not,  fo.  No  man  is  too  good: 
to  fe:ve  his  Prir.re  ;  and  lee  it  go  which  way  it  will,, 
he  that  dies  this  year  is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bard.   Wellfaid,  thou  art  a  good  fellow. 

Feeble.  'Faith,    I  will  bear  no  bafe  mind. 

Fal.  Come,  Sir,  which  men  (hall  I  have  ?■ 

&hal.  Four  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you  :: —  I  have  three  pound 
10  free  Mouldy  and  Bull-calf. 

Fal.  Go  to  :  well'. 

^hal.  Come,    Sir  Johriy  which  four  wiH   you  have  B^ 

Fal.  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 

^haL  Marry  tten,  Mouldy,  Bulhcalf,  F&ehky  and 
^hadfyvj. 

Fal.  Mouldv,  aad  Bu.ll- calf  l  « for  you.  Mouldy,. 

Hay  at  hoirie  'till  you  are  paft  fervice  :  and  for  your 
part.  Bull  calf  grow  'till  you  coma  unto  i£  :  X  will 
nons  of  you,  Sbal^ 
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Shal.  ^\t  John,  Sir  JoK  do  not  yourCplf  wrong, 
they  are  your  likelieft  men,  and  I  would  have  you  ferv'd 
with  the  beft. 

Fal.  Will  you  tell  me,  mafter  Shallow,  how  to  chufe 
a  man  ?  care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thevves,  the  ftature, 
bulk  and  big  femblance  of  a  man  ?  give  me  the  fpirit, 
mafter  Shalloiv.  Here's  Wart  ;  you  fee  what  a  ragged 
appearance  it  is :  he  (hall  charge  you  and  difchargeyou 
with  the  motion  of  a  pewterer's  hammer ;  come  off 
and  on,  fwifter  than  he  that  gibbets  on  the  brewer's 
bucket.  And  this  fame  half  facM  fellow  Shadonv,  give 
me  this  man,  he  prefents  no  mark  to  the  enemy  ;  the 
fo-man  may  with  as  great  aim  level  at  the  edge  of  a 
pen-knife  :  and,  for  a  retreat,  how  fwiftly  will  this 
FeebUy  the  woman's  tailor,  run  off  ?  O  give  me  the 
fpare  men,  and  fpare  me  the  great  ones.  Put  me  a 
caliver  into  fVart's  hzndy  Bardolph. 

Bard.   Hold,  IVart,  traverfe  ;  thus,  thus,  thus. 

Fal,  Come,  manage  me  your  caliver  :  fo,  very  well, 
go  to,  very  good,  exceeding  good.  O,  give  me  always 
a  little,  lean,  old,  chopt,  bald  (hot.  Well  faid,  Wart^ 
thou  art  a  good  fcab  :  hold,  there  is  a  teller  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  craft-mafter,  he  doth  not  doit 
right.  I  remember  at  Mile-End  Green,  when  I  lay  at 
Clement'^  Inn,  I  was  then  Sir  Dagonet  in  Arthur''^ 
Show  ;  there  was  a  little  quiver  fellow,  and  he  would 
manage  you  his  piece  thus  ;  and  he  would  about,  and 
about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come  you  in  :  rah,  tah, 
tah,  would  he  fay  ;  bounce,  would  he  fay,  and  away 
again  would  he  go,  and  again  would  he  come  :  I  (hall 
iiever  fee  fuch  a  fellow. 

*FaL  Thefe  fellows  will  do  well.  Mafter  Shallenv, 
God  keep  you  ;  farewel,  mafter  Silence.  I  will  not  ufe 
many  words  with  you,  fare  you  well,  gentlemen  both. 
I  thank  you,  I  muft  a  dozen  mile  to  night.  Bardolph, 
give  the  foldiers  coats. 

Shal.  Sir  John,  heaven  blefs  you,  and  profper  your 
affairs,,  and  fend  us  peace.  As  you  return,  vifit  my 
houfe.  Let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed :  perad- 
venture,  I  wiM  with  you  to  the  Court. 

Fal,.  i  would  yoa  vvould^  inaller  Shallcm. 
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Shal.  Go  to  :  I  have  fpoke  at  a  word.  Fare  yoo 
well.  \^Exit. 

Tal.  Fare  you  well,  gentle  gentlemen.  On,  Bar- 
^olph,  lead  the  men  away.  '*  As  I  return,  I  will  fetch 
'*  ofFthefe  Juliices  :  I  do  fee  the  bottom  of  Jaftice 
'*  ShalLnv.  How  fubjeft  we  old  men  are  to  this  Vice 
**  of  lying  I  this  fame  flsrv'd  Juftice  hath  done  no- 
'•  thing  but  prated  to  me  of  the  wi'dnefs  of  his  youth, 
*'  and  the  feats  he  hath  cone  about  Turfihal'jireet  ; 
"  and  every  third  word  a  lie,  more  duly  paid  to  the 
**  hearer  than  the  Turk\  tribute.  I  do  remember  him 
*•  at  Clement's  Inn,  like  a  man  made  after  fupper  of  a 
**  cheefe- paring.  When  he  was  naked,  he  was  for  all 
**  the  world  like  a  forked  radifh,  with  a  head  fantafti- 
'*  cally  carv'd  upon  it  with  a  knife.  He  was  fo  for- 
**  lorn,  that  his  dimenfions  to  any  thick  fight  were 
**  invifible."  He  was  the  very  Genius  of  famine,  yet 
leachcrous  as  a  Monkey,*  and  the  whores  call'd  him 
Mandrake  :  he  came  ever  in  the  rere-ward  of  the  fa- 
fhion  ;  and  fung  thofe  tunes  to  the  *  over-fcutcht  huf- 
wives  that  he  heard  the  carmen  whiftle,  and  fware  they 
were  his  Fancies,  or  his  Good-nights,  And  now  is  this 
Vice's  dagger  become  a  Squire,  and  talks  as  fami- 
liarly of  John  of  Gaunt  as  if  he  had  been  fworn  brother 
to  him.:  and  I'll  be  fworn,  he  never  faw  him  but  once 
in  the  Tilt-yard,  and  then  he  broke  his  head  for 
crouding  among  the  Marfhal's  men.  I  faw  it,  and  told 
John  oi  Gaunt  he  beat  his  own  name  ;  for  you  might 
have  trufs'd  him  and  all  his  apparel  into  an  Eel-/kin  : 
the  cafe  of  a  treble  hoboy  was  a  Manfion  for  him.,  a 
Court  ;  and  now  hath  he  land  and  beeves.  Well,  I 
will  be  acquainted  with  him,  if  I  return  ;  and  it  fhall  go 
hard  but  I  v/ill  make  him  a  ?  philofopher's  two  flones 
to  me.  If  the  young  Dace  be  a  bai,t  for  the  old  Pike,  I 
fee  no  reafon  in  the  law  of  nature  but  I  may  fnap  at  him» 
Let  time  fl-iape,  and  there's  an  end,  [Exeunf. 

a  O-uer-fcutcht,']  7.  e.  whipt,  carted.  Mr.  Pope. 

3  Phr/ofcpbcr's  nuo  J^o?ies.]     One   of  which   was  an  univerfal 
medicincj  and  the  other  a  tranfmuter  of  bafer  metals  into  gold. 

AC  T 
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A  C  T     IV.       S  C  E  N  E     L 

Changes  to  a  Foreji  in  Yorkfhire. 

I.nUr  the  Archhijhop  o/'York,  Mowbray,  Haftings,  an4 
Colevile. 

York.  T  T  7  H  A  T   is  this  foreft  call'd  ? 
VV     Haji.  'Ti3  Gaultree  foreft. 

York.  Here  ftand,  my  lords,   and  fend  difcoverers 
forth, 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 

Hafi,  We  have  fent  forth  already. 

York.   'Tis  well  done. 
My  friends  and  brethren  in  thefe  great  affairs, 
I  muft  acquaint  you,   that  I  have  receiv'd 
New-dated  letters  from  JNorthumberland ; 
Their  cold  intent,    tenour  and  fubftance  thus : 
Here  doth  he  wifti  his  perfon,   with  (uch  Powers 
As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  quality, 
The  which  he  could  not  \t\y  ;   whereupon 
He  is  retirM,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes. 
To  Scotland ;  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers. 
That  your  attempts  may  over-live  the  hazard 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  oppofite. 

Monjub.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  'touck 
ground. 
And  dafli  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Haft,  Now,   what  news  ? 

Mejf.  Weft  of  this  foreft,   fcarcely  off  a  mile. 
In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy  : 
And  by  the  ground  they  hide,   I  judge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,   the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Moivh.  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out,' 
5  Let  us  way  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

1  Let  us  fway  en,       i       ]  We   fliould  read    -zvay   on,  i.  e. 
march  ojir 

SCENE 
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SCENE    ir. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 

Tork.  What  well-appointed  leader  fronts  us  here  ? 

Mouob.    I  think,  it  is  my  lord  of  Wejlmorland. 

Wejl.   Health  and  fair  Greeting  from  our  General,  , 
The  Prince,    Lord  Johriy  and  Duke  of  Lancajler. 

York.  Say  on,   my  lord  of  Weftmorland,  in  peace  : 
What  doth  concern  your  coming  ? 

Weji.    Then,  my  lord. 
Unto  your  Grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  fubftance  of  my  fpeech.     If  that  Rebellion 
Came  like  it  felf,   in  bafe  and  abjetl  routs, 

2  Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  goaded  with  rage. 
And  countenanc'd  by  boys  and  beggary  ; 

I  fay,  if  damn'd  Commotion  fo  appear'd 

In  his  true,   native,  and  moft  proper  fliape, 

You,   reverend  Father,  and  thefe  noble  lords. 

Had  not  been  here  to  drefs  the  ugly  form 

Of  bafe  and  bloody  infurredion  . 

With  your  fair  honours.     You,   my  lord  Arch-bilhop, 

WJiofe  See  is  by  a  eivil  peace  maintain'd, 

Whofe  beard  the  filver  hand  of  peace  hath  touch'd, 

Whofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd, 

Whofe  white  inveftments  fgure  innocence. 

The  Dove  and  every  bleffed  Spirit  of  Peace  ; 

Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  tranflate  your  (qK, 

Out  of  the  fpeech  of  peace,    that  bears  fuch  grace. 

Into  the  harfh  and  boift'rous  tongue  of  war  ? 

3  Turning  your  books  to  glaves,  your  ink  to  blood. 
Your  pens  to  launces,  and  *  your  tongue  divine 
To  a  loud  trumpet  and  -a  point  of  war  ? 

I'ork.   5  Wherefore  do  I  this  ?  fo  the  queftion  (lands. 
Briefly,  to  this  end :  we  are  all  difeas'd, 

a.  Led  on  by  hloo^y^ycutby  ]  I  believe  Shakefpear  wrote, 

beady  youth.    . 

3  Turning  your  boohs  to  GRAVES.]    We  .fhoijld  certainly  read, 
CLAVES,  i.  e.   fwords. 

4  —    -  your  tongue  di'uiae'].  /'.  e,  Preachiog  in  the  mceknefs ,  of 
the  gofpel. 

5  FFhe/efgrsJo  J  tbii  .^——2  Moft  of  this  fpccch  inferted  fince 
the  fir  ft  edition,  Mr,  Pope. 

And, 
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And  with  our  furfeiting  and  wanton  hours. 

Have  brought  our  felves  into  a  burning  fever^ 

And  we  muft  bleed  for  it :  of  which  difeafe 

Our  late  King  Richard  he'mg  infefled,  dy'd. 

But,  my  moft  noble  lord  of  WeJ}morland, 

I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  phyfician : 

Nor  do  I,  as  an  enemy  to  peace. 

Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men  : 

But  rather  Ihcw  a  while  like  fearful  war. 

To  diet  rank  minds,  fick  of  happinefe; 

And  purge  th'  obftruftions,  which  begin  to  ftop 

Our  very  veins  of  life.     Hear  me  more  plainly, 

I  have  in  equal  balance  juftly  weigh'd 

What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we  fuffer ; 

And  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  offences. 

We  fee,  which  way  the  ftream  of  time  doth  run, 

^  And  are  inforc'd  from  our  moft  quiet  Sphere, 

By  the  rough  torrent  of  occafion  ; 

And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  griefs. 

When  time  Ihall  ferve,  to  ftiew  in  articles  i 

Which  long  ere  this  we  offer'd  to  the  King, 

And  might  by  no  fuit  gain  our  audience. 

When  we  are  wrong'd  and  would  unfold  our  griefe. 

We  are  deny'd  accefs  unto  his  perfon, 

Ev'n  by  thofe  men  that  moft  have  done  us  wrong. 

The  danger  of  the  days  but  newly  gone, 

(Whofe  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 

With  yet-appearing  blood)  and  the  Examples 

Of  every  minute's  inftance,  prefent  now. 

Have  put  us  in  thefe  iU-befeeming  arms : 

Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it ; 

But  to  eftablifh  here  a  peace,  indeed. 

Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

fVeJi.  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  deny'd  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  King  ? 

6  Andare  infer c'^d from  our  mofi  quiet  there.]  This  is  faid  in 
anfwer  to  Wejimorland\  upbraiding  the  Archbiiiiop  for  engaging  ia 
a,  courfe  which  fo  ill  became  his  profeiTioa, 
Tou^    my  lotd  Archbifhopy 
Whofe  See  is  by  a  ci'vtl  peace  maintaiTCd,  &c. 
So  that  the  reply  muft  be  this, 

^d  are  inf^rs'dfrQm  our  mofi  quiet  Sphere, 

What 
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What  Peer  hath  been  fuborn'd  to  grate  on  yon,  . 
That  you  ftiould  feal  this  lavvlels  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  Rebellion  with  a  Seal  divine, 
7  And  confecrate  Commotion's  Civil  Edge  ? 

Tork,  ^  My  brother  general,  the  Common-wealth, 
To  Brother  born  an  houfehold  Cruelty, 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular. 

Weji.  There  is  no  need  of  any  fuch  redrefs  i 
Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Moivb.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  us  all. 
That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  days  before  ; 
And  fuffer  the  condition  of  thefe  times 
To  lay  an  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours  ? 

WeJi.   9  O  my  good  lord  Moiviraj, 
Conftrue  the  times  to  their  necelTities, 
And  you  ihallfay,  indeed,  it  is  the  time. 
And  not  the  King,   that  doth  you  injuries. 

•J  And  ccnfecrate  CowmcticrCi  Ci'vllY.^^t}']  So  the  old  books 
read.  But  Mr.  Theobald  ch.zngt%  edgs  to  page,  out  of  regard  to 
the  urrfonnity  (as  he  calls  it)  of  the  tvetapkor.  But  he  did  not 
underftand  what  was  meant  bj-edge.  It  was  an  old  cuftom,  con- 
tinued from  the  time  of  the  firft  croifades,  for  the  pope  to  confecrate 
the  general's  fword,  which  was  empioy'd  in  the  fervice  of  the 
church.  To  this  cuftom  the  Lne  in  queilion  alludes.  As  to  the  cant 
of  unifcrnilty  of  metaphor  in  writing,  this  is  to  be  obferved.  tha* 
changing  the  aliuficn  in  the  fame  fentence  is  indeed  vicious,  and 
■what  Q^iintilian  condemns,  Multi  quum  imtium  a  ten-peftate  fum- 
feritit ,  inccndio  aut  ruina  Jiniunt,  But  when  one  comcarifon  or 
allufion  is  fairly  feparated  from  another,  by  ciftin£l  fentence;,  the 
cafe  is  different.  So  it  is  here  ;  in  one  fentence  we  fee  the  b(,ok  of 
rebellion  ftarnpt  ivith  a  feal  divine  ;  in  the  other,  the  fivord  cf 
cifil  d'fcord  conjecrated.  But  this  change  of  the  metaphor  is  not 
only  allowable,  but  fit.  For  the  dwelling  overlong  upon  tneocci' 
fions  thcdifcourfe  to  degenerate  into  a  dull  kind  of  allegcrifm.    . 

8   My  brother  general,  Sec— 

J  make  my  quarrel  in  particular.']  Thefenfeis  this.  My  brother  ■ 
general,  the  Common -ivealth,  ivhich  ought  to  dijlributs  its  benefits 
equally,  is  become  an  entt.rj  to  thofe  cf  his  oivn  houfe,  to  brothers- 
born,  by  gifirg  feme  all,  and  others  none  j  and  this  (fays  he)  / 
tnake  nv  quarrel  or  gric'vance  that  honctrrs  are  unequally  difiri. 
buted-j  the  conftant  birth  of  male-contents,  and  fource  of  civil 
commotions. 

^Omy  good  lord  Mowbray,  ©"rj  The  t^'O  or  three  next  fpeech- 
es  were  aUb  of  thofe  inferted.  Mr.  Pope. 

Yet, 


King  Henry  IV.  241 

Yet,  for  your  part^  it  not  appears  to  me. 
Or  from  the  King,  or  in  the  prefent  time. 
That  you  fhould  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on.     Were  you  not  reilor'd 
To  all  the  Duke  of  NorfoWs  Seigniories, 
Your  noble  and  right-wellremember'd  father's  ? 

Mo^b.  What  thing,   in  honour,  had  my  father  lofl. 
That  need  to  be  reviv'd  and  breath'd  in  me  ? 
The  King,   that  lov'd  him,   as  the  State  ftood  then. 
Was,   force  perforce,    compeird  to  banifn  him. 
And  then,  when  Harry  Bolingbroke  and  he 
Being  mounted  and  both  rowfed  in  their  feats. 
Their  neighing  Courfers  daring  of  the  fpur. 
Their  armed  ftaves  in  charge,   their  beavers  down, 
Their  eyes  of  fire  fparkling  through  fights  of  fteel. 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together  ; 
Then,   then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  ftaid 
My  father  from  the  breaft  of  Bolingbroke  j 
O,   v,/hen  the  King  did  throw  his  warder  down. 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  ilaff  he  threw  ; 
Then  threw  he  down  himfelf,   and  ail  their  lives. 
That  by  indi£lment,  or  by  dint  of  fword. 
Have  fince  mifcarried  under  Bolhigbroke, 

Weji.  You  fpeak,    lord  Mowbray,  now,  you  know 
not  what. 
The  Earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  thea 
In  England  the  moft  valiant  gentleman. 
Who  knows,  on  whom  fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd  ? 
But  if  your  father  had  been  victor  there, 
He  ne'er  had  borne  it  out  of  Co'ventry  ; 
For  all  the  country  in  a  general  voice 
Cry'd  hate  upon  him  ;  all  their  prayers  and  love 
Were  fet  on  Hereford,    whom  they  doted  on. 
And  blefsM,  and  grac'd,  (a)  indeed,  more  than,  the 

King. 
But  this  is  mere  digrefiion  from  my  purpofe.— 
Here  come  I  from  oi;r  princely  General, 
To  know  your  griefs ;   to  tell  you  from  his  Grace, 
That  he  will  give  you  audience  ;   and  wherein 

[  (a)  indeed^     Dr.  77^/>%.— Vulg.  and  did.  ] 
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It  (hall  appear  that  your  demands  are  juft, 
You  {hall  enjoy  them  ;  every  thing  fet  off, 
That  might  fo  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

Moyjb.  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  offer,. 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

Weft.  Mo'wbray,  you  over-ween  to  take  it  fo  : 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear. 
For,  lo  !  within  a  ken,  our  army  lies ;. 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours. 
Our  men  more  perfed  in  the  ufe  of  arms, 
Our  armour  all  as  ftrong,    our  caufe  the  beft  ; 
Then  reafon  wills,   our  hearts  fhould  be  as  good. 
Say  you  not  then,  our  offer  is  compell'd. 

Monvb.  Well ',  by  my  will,  we  (hall  admit  no  parley. 

Weft,  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  offence  : 
A  rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Haft.  Hath  the  Prince  John  a  full  commiffioD, 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father. 
To  hear  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  (hall  (land  upon  ? 

Weft.  That  is  intended  in  the  Generars  name  : 
Imufe,    you  make  fo  flight  a  queftion. 

Tork.  Then   take,    my  lord    of  Weftmorland,    this 
fchedule. 
For  this  contains  our  general  grievances : 
Each  feveral  article  herein  redrefs'd. 
All  members  of  our  caufe,    both  here  and  hence, . 
That  are  infmewed  to  this  adtion, 
Acquitted  »  by  a  true  fubftantial  form  ;. 
And  prefent  executions  of  our  wills 
*  To  us  and  to  our  properties,  confin'd  1 

3We 

I h  ^  f''"^  fubftantial  form  ;]  This  feems  to  be  intended 

only  as  a  quibbling  joke  upon  a  fchool  term  j  as  much  as  to  fay, 
fubjhntial forms  can  do  every  thing  in  the  fchools  j  but  out  of  them, 
the  true  fubftantial  form  is  a  pardon  under  the  broad  feal. 

2  To  us,  and  to  oz/r  p  ur poses,  confined -j]  This  fchedule  we  fee 
confifts  of  three  parts,  i.  A  redrefs  of  general  grievances.  2.  A 
pardon  for  thofe  in  arms.  3.  Some  demands  of  advantage  for 
them.     But  this  third  part  is  very  ftrangely  exprefled. 

And  prefent  execution  of  our  nvitls 

To  us  and  to  our  vvuvoses  confitCd^  The 
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3  We  come  within  our  lawful  banks  again. 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

Weft.  This  will  I  fhew  the  General.     Plcafe  you, 
lords. 
In  fight  of  both  our  battles,  we  may  meet ; 
(a)  And  either  end  in  peace,  (which  heav'n  fo  frame !) 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  fwords. 
Which  muft  decide  it. 

Tork.  My  lord,  we  will  do  fo.  \_Exit  Wefi;. 

SCENE     III. 

Mowob.  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bofom  tells  mc. 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  ftand. 

Haft.  Fear  you  not  that :  if  we  can  make  our  peace 
Upon  fuch  large  terms  and  fo  abfolute. 
As  our  conditions  fhall  infift  upon, 
Our  peace  fhall  ftand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains. 

Monvb.  Ay,  but  our  valuation  (hall  be  fuch. 
That  evVy  flight  and  falfe- derived  caufe. 
Yea,  ev'ry  idle,  nice  and  wanton  reafon. 
Shall  to  the  King  tafte  of  this  adion. 
That,  were  our  royal  faiths  martyrs  in  love. 
We  (hall  be  winnow'd  with  fo  rough  a  wind. 
That  ev'n  our  corn  fliall  feem  as  light  as  chaff. 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

2^^ri.  No,  no,  my  lord,  note  this;  the  King  is  weary 
Of  dainty  and  fuch  picking  grievances  : 
For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  death. 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 

The  firft  line  Hiews  they  had  fomething  to  demand,  and  the  fecond 
exprefles  the  modefty  of  that  demand.  The  demand,  fays-  the 
fpeaker,  is  confined  to  u%  and  to  our  purpofes.  A  very  modeft  kind 
of  reltriftion  truly  !  only  as  extenfive  as  their  appetites  and  paflions. 
Without  queftion  Shake/pear  wrote, 

To  us  and  to  our  properties  confin''d  ; 
7.  e.  we  defire  no  more  than  fecurity  for  our  liberties  and  proper- 
ties ;  and  this  was  no  unreafonable  demand. 

3  We  come  ivitbin  our  awful  banks  again y\  We  ihould  read 

i  AWFUL.  ',j 

1(a)  and.     Dr.  rhirlby.—Yn]^,    at.\ 

And 
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And  therefore  will  he  4  wipe  his  tables  clean, 

And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory. 

That  may  repeat  and  hiftory  his  lofs 

To  new  remembrance.     For  full  well  he  knows. 

He  cannot  fo  precifely  weed  this  land. 

As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion  ; 

His  foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  friends. 

That,  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy. 

He  doth  unfaften  io  and  (hake  a  friend. 

So  that  this  Land,  like  an  ofFenfive  wife. 

That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  ftrokes, 

As  he  is  rtriking,   holds  his  infant  up, 

And  hangs  refoiv'd  correction  in  the  arm 

That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Haft,  ^t{iAt%,  the  king  hath  wafled  all  his  rods- 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  inf^ruments  of  chaftifement  : 
So  that  his  powV,  like  to  a  fanglefs  Lion, 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Tork.  'Tis  very  true  : 
And  therefore  be  affur'd,  my  good  lord  Marfhal, 
If  we  do  now  make  our  atonement  well, 
Our  peace  will,  like  a  broken  limb  united. 
Grow  ftronger  for  the  breaking. 

hlonjob.  Be  it  fo. 
Here  is  return'd  my  lord  of  Weflmorland. 
Enter  Weflmorland. 

Wejl.  The  Prince  is   here  at  hand  :  pleafeth  your 
lordfhip 
To  meet  his  Grace,  juft  diftance  'tween  our  armies  ? 

Momjb.  Your  Grace  of  York  in  God's  name  then  fet 
forward. 

3^ri.  Before,  and  greet  his  Grace  ;  my  lord,  wecome^ 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Prince  John   of  Lancafler. 
Lan.    You're  well    encounter'd    here,    my   coufin 

Mo^wbray. 

4  —  tvipe  his  tables  clean,}   Alluding  to    a  table  book  of  flate,  , 

ivory,  &'c. 

Good 
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Good  day  to  you,  my  gentle  lord  Arch-bifhop, 

And  (o  to  you,  lord  HaftingSy  and  to  all. 

My  lord  oiTorky  it  better  (hevv'd  with  you, 

When  that  your  flock,  afTembled  by  the  bell. 

Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 

Your  expofition  on  the  holy  text  ; 

Than  now  to  fee  you  here  an  iron  man. 

Cheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum. 

Turning  the  word  to  fword,  and  life  to  death. 

That  man,  that  fits  within  a  monarch's  heart. 

And  ripens  in  the  fun-fhine  of  his  favour, 

Would  heabufethe  count'nance  of  the  King, 

Alack,  what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 

In  ihadow  of  fuch  Greatnefs  ?    With  you,  lord  BIfhop, 

It  is  ev'n  fo.     Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 

How  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  heav'n  ? 

To  us,  the  Speaker  in  his  Parliament  : 

To  us,  th'  imagined  voice  of  heav'n  it  k\i'. 

The  very  opener,  and  intelligencer 

Between  the  grace,  the  fandlities  of  heav'n, 

And  our  dull  workings.     O,  who  fhall  believe 

But  you  mifufe  the  rev'rence  of  your  place. 

Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heav'n. 

As  a  fa4fe  favourite  doth  his  Prince's  name 

In. deed's  difhon'rable  ?  you've  taken  up. 

Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  God, 

The  fubjedis  of  his  fubftitute,  my  father; 

And  both  againft  the  peace  of  heav'n  and  him 

Have  here  up-fwarm'd  them. 

Tork.  Good  my  lora  of  Lancajier, 
I  am  not  here  againft  your  father's  peace  : 
But,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  Wejimorland^ 
5  The  time  mif-order'd  doth  in  common  fenfe 
Crowd  us  and  crufh  us  to  this  monftrous  form. 
To  hold  our  fafcty  up.     I  fent  your  Grace 
The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief. 
The  which   hath  been  with   fcorn   fliov'd  from   the 
Court  : 

5  The  time  fnif-order''d doth  if  common  sense]   I  believe  Shake- 
fpear viVQiei     common  fence,  /.  e,  drove  by  fclf-defence. 

Wiiereon 
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Whereon  this  Hydra  {on  of  war  is  born, 
Whofe  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charmM  aflcep 
With  Grant  of  our  moft  juft  and  right  defire  ; 
And  true  Obedience,  of  this  madnefs  cur'd. 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  Majefty. 

Moivh,  If  not,  we  ready  arc  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  laft  man. 

Haji.  And  though  wc  here  fall  down. 
We  have  Supplies  to  fecond  our  attempt : 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  fhall  fecond  them. 
^  And  fo  fucccfs  of  mifchief  (hall  be  born. 
And  heir  from  heir  Qiall  hold  his  quarrel  up. 
While  England  ihzW  have  generation. 

Lan.    You  are  too   (hallow.    Raftings,    much  too 
(hallow. 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

Weft.  Pleafeth  your  Grace,  to  anfwer  them  direaiy. 
How  far- forth  you  do  like  their  articles  ? 

Lan,  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well : 
And  fwear  here,  by  the  honour  of  my  blood. 
My  father's  purpofes  have  been  miftook  ; 
And  Some  about  him  have  too  lavilhly 
Wrefted  his  meaning  and  authority. 
My  lord,  thefe  griefs  (hall  be  with  fpeed  redreft  ; 
Upon  my  life,  they  (hall.     If  this  may  pleafe  you, 
Difcharge  your  Pow'rs  unto  their  feveral  Counties, 
As  we  will  ours  j  and  here,  between  the  armies, 
Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace  ,- 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  thofe  tokens  home. 
Of  our  reftored  love  and  amity. 

York.  I  take  your  princely  word  for  thefe  Redre(res. 

Lan.  I  give  it  you  j  and  will  maintain  my  word  ; 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  Grace. 

Haft.  Go,  captain,  and  deliver  to  the  army 
This  news  of  peace  ;  let  them  have  pay,  and  part : 
I  know,  it  will  well  pleafe  them.     Hie  thee,  captain, 

[£a-//  Cole  vile. 

York.  To  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Weftmorland, 

6  And  fo  Succefs  of  mifchief ^1     Succefs,  for  fucce/Tion. 


King  Henry  IV.  247 

Wefi.  I  pledge  your  Grace  ;  and  if  you  knew  what 
pains 
I  have  beftow'd,  to  breed  this  prefent  peace. 
You  would  drink  freely  ;  but  my  love  to  ye 
Shall  ihew  itfelfmore  openly  hereafter. 

Tork.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Weji.  I  am  glad  of  it. 
Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  coufin  Mcrwhray, 

Monub.  You  wifh  me  health  in  very  happy  feafon. 
For  I  am  on  the  fudden  fomething  ill. 

Tork.  Againft  ill  chances  men  are  ever  merry. 
But  heavinefs  fore -runs  the  good  event, 

WeJi.  Therefore  be  merry,  Coz,  fmce  fudden  forrow 
Serves  to  fay  thus ;  fome  good  thing  comes  to  morrow. 

Tork.  Believe  me,  I  am  pafling  light  in  fpirit. 

Movjb.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own   rule   be 
true.  [Shouts, 

Lan.  The  word  of  peace  is  render'd  ;  hark!  they 
fhout. 

MohmI.  This  had  been  chearful  after  vidlory. 

Tork.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conqucft  ; 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  fubdu'd. 
And  neither  party  lofer. 

Lan.  Go,  my  lord. 
And  let  our  army  be  difcharged  too.  [Exit  Weft. 

And,  good  my  lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  let  our  trains 
March  by  us,  that  we  may  perufe  the  men 
We  fhould  have  cop'd  withal. 

Tork.  Go,  good  lord  Hajiings  : 
And,  ere  they  be  difmifs'd,  let  them  march  by. 

[£;c//Haftings. 

Lan.  I  truft,  lords,  we  ihall  lie  to  night  together. 

SCENE     V. 

Reenter  Weftmorland. 
Now,  coufin,  wherefore  ftands  our  army  ftill  ? 

Weft.  The  Leaders,  having  charge  from  you  to  ftand. 
Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  fpeak. 
Lan,  They  know  their  duties. 

Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Haflings. 
Haji  My  lord,  our  army  is  difpers'd  already  : 
Like  youthful  Steers  unyoak'd,  they  took  their  courfc 
Eaft,  weft,  north,  fouth  :  or  like  a  fchool  broke  up. 
Each  hurries  towards  his  home  and  fporting  place. 
Weft,  Good  tidings,  my  lord   Haflings ;    for   the 
which 
I  do  arreft  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treafon  : 
And  you,  lord  Arch-bi(hop,  and  you,  lord  Motjubray, 
Of  capital  treafon  I  attach  you  both. 

Moixib.  Is  this  proceeding juft and  honourable? 
Wefl.  Is  your  affembly  fo  ? 
Tork.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  ? 
Lan.  I  pawn'd  you  none  : 
I  promised  you  Redrefs  of  thefe  fame  grievances, 
Whereof  you  did  complain  ;  which,  by  mine  honour, 
I  will  perform  with  a  moft  chriftian  care. 
But  for  you.  Rebels,  look  to  tafte  the  due 
Meet  for  rebellion  and  fuch  afts  as  yours.  | 

Moil  (hallowly  did  you  thefe  arms  commence,  1 

Fondly  brought  here,  and  foolifhly  fent  hence. 
Strike  up  our  drums,  purfue  the  fcatter'd  ftray, 
Heav'n,  and  not  we,  hath  fafely  fought  to  day.  vj 

Some  guard  thefe  traitors  to  the  block  of  death,  « 

Treafon's  true  bed  and  y  ielder  up  of  breath .       [  Exeunt. 

I J /arm.  Excurftons. 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Enter  FalftafF  and  Colevile. 
Eal.  What's  your  name.  Sir  ?  of  what  condition  are 
you?  and  of  what  place,  I  pray  ?  .    ^  ;     ., 

Cole.  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir :  and  my  name  is  Colevile 

of  the  dale.  rr  •  i.    • 

fal  Well  then,  Colevile  is  your  name,  a  Knight  is 
your  degree,  and  yo'.ir  place,  the  dale.  Colevile  ftiall 
ftiUbe  your  name,  a  traitor  your  degree,  and  the  dun- 
geon  your  place,  a  place  deep  enough  :  fo  fhall  you 
llill  be  Colevile  of  the  dale. 

Cole,  Are  not  you  Sir  John  FalflaJ. 

Fal, 
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Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  Sir,  who  e'er  I  am :  d^ 
ye  yield,  Sir,  or  (hall  I  fweat  for  you  ?  if  I  do  fweat, 
they  are  the  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy 
death  ;  therefore  rowze  up  fear  and  trembling,  and  do 
obfervance  to  my  mercy. 

Cole,  I  think,  you  are  Sir  Johtt  Faljiaff^  and  in  that 
thought  yield  me. 

Fal.  I  have  a  whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this  belly 
of  mine,  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any 
other  word  but  my  name  :  an  I  had  but  a  belly  of  an/ 
indifferency,  I  were  fimply  the  moft  adlive  fellow  in 
Europe:  my  womb,  my  womb,  my  womb  undoes 
me.     Here  comes  our  General. 

Enter  Prince  John  of  Lancafter,  and  Weftmorland. 

Lan.  The  heat  is  paft,  follow  no  farther  now. 
Call  in  the  Powers,  good  coufin  Wejimorland. 

{Exit  Well. 
Now,  Faiftaff,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  ? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,   then  you  come. 
Thefe  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,   on  my  life. 
One  time  or  other  break  fome  Gallows'  back. 

Fal.  I  would  be  forry,  my  lord,  but  it  fnould  be  thus : 
I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward 
of  valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  Iwallow,  an  arrow,  or 
a  bullet?  have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old  motion,  the  ex- 
pedition of  thought?  I  fpecded  hither  7  vvith  the  very 
extreameft  inch  of  pofiibility.  I  have  founder'd  nine- 
fcore  and  odd  pods  :  and  here,  travel  tainted  as  I  am, 
have  in  my  pare  and  immaculate  valour  taken  Sir 
John  Cclenjtle  of  the  dale,  a  moft  furious  Knight  and 
valorous  enemy:  but  what  of  that?  he  faw  me  and 
yielded  ;  that  I  may  juftly  fay  with  the  hook-ros'd  fel- 
low of  Rome  there,  Cafar^ 1  came,  faw,  and 

overcame. 

Lan.  It  was  more  of  his  courtefie  than  your  de- 
ferving. 

7  iJUitb  the  very  exireameji  inch  of  poJjlhUity.  ]  /.  e,  jt  was 
not  poffible,  in  the  nature  of  things,  to  have  got  one  inch  further 
in  the  fpace  of  time  allowed  me. 

Vol.  IV.  N  FaL 
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Fal.  I  know  not;  here  he  is,  and  here  lyieW  him  ; 
and  I  befeech  your  Grace,  let  it  be  book'd  wich  the  reft 
of  this  dtyh  deeds  j  or,  by  the  lord,  I  will  have  it  in  a 
particular  ballad  elfe,  with  mine  own  pidlure  on  the  top 
of  it,  Coh'vile  kifling  my  foot :  to  the  which  courfe  if  I 
be  enforc'd,  if  you  do  not  all  fhew  like  gilt  two-pences 
to  me  ;  and  I,  in  the  clear  Iky  of  fame,  o'erfhine  you 
as  much  as  the  full  Moon  doth  the  cinders  of  the  ele- 
ment, which  fhew  like  pins'  heads  to  her ;  believe  not 
the  word  of  the  noble.  Therefore  let  me  have  Right, 
and  let  defert  mount. 

Lan.  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

Fal.  Let  it  lliine  then. 

Lan.  Thine's  too  thick  to  (hine. 

Tal.  Let  it  do  fomething,  my  good  lord,  that  may 
do  me  good,   and  call  it  what  you  will. 

Lan.  Is  thy  name  CoU'vile  ? 

Cole.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Lan.  A  famous  Rebel  art  thou,  CoU'vile. 

Fal.  And  a  famous  true  Subjed  took  him. 

Cole.  I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are, 
That  led  me  hither  j  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me. 
You  fhould  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves  j  but  thou, 
like  a  kind  fellow,  gav'ft  thy  feif  away  gratis ;  and  I 
thank  thee  for  thee. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Weftmorland. 
Lan.  Novv,  have  you  left  purfuit? 
Weft.  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  ftay'd. 
Lan   Send  CoU'vile  then  with  his  Confederates 
To  Tork,  to  prefent  execution. 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence  ;  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure. 

[Ex.  '•joith  Colevile. 
And  now  difpatch  me  tow'rd  the  Court,  my  lords; 
I  hear,  the  King,  my  father,  is  fore  fick  : 
Our  news  lliall  go  before  Ub  to  his  iVJ;  jefty,  * 

Which,  coufin,    you  fhall  bear  to  comfort  him  :  pj 

And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  foUov.'  you, 

Tal. 
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Fal.  My  lord,  I  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go 
through  GWfterJhire'y  and  when  you  come  to  Court, 
'pray,  ftand  my  good  Lord  in  your  good  report. 

Lan.  Fare  you  well,  Ta]jiaff\  I,  in  my  condition. 
Shall  better  fpeak  of  you  than  you  deferve.         {^Exit, 

fal  I  would,  you  had  but  the  wit ;  'twere  better 
than  your  dukedom.  Good  faith,  this  fame  young  fo- 
ber-blooded  Boy  doth  not  love  me  j  nor  a  man  cannot 
make  him  laugh  ;  but  that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks  no 
wine.  There's  never  any  of  thefe  demure  boys  come  to 
any  proof;  for  thin  drink  doth  fo  over- cool  their  blood, 
and  making  many  filh-meals,  that  they  fall  into  a  kind 
of  male  green-ficknefs  -,  and  then,  when  they  marry, 
they  get  wenches.  They  are  generally  fools  and  cowards; 
which  fome  of  us  fhould  be  too,  but  for  inflam- 
mation. A  good  Sherris-Sack  hath  a  two- fold  operation 
in  it ;  it  afcends  me  into  the  brain,  dries  me  there  all 
the  foolilh,  dull  and  crudy  vapours  which  environ  it ; 
makes  it  apprchenfive,  quick,  forgetive,  full  of  nimble, 
fiery,  and  deledtablc  fliapes  j  which  deliver'd  o'er  to  the 
voice,  the  tongue,  which  is  the  birth,  becomes  excellent 
wit.  The  fccond  property  of  your  excellent  Sherris,  is, 
the  warming  of  the  blood  ;  which  before  cold  and  fet- 
tled, left  the  liver  white  and  pale;  which  is  the  badge 
of  pufillanimity  and  cowardife  ;  but  the  Sherris  warms 
it,  and  makes  it  courfe  from  the  inwards,  to  the  parts 
extreme  ;  it  illuminateth  the  face,  which,  as  a  beacon, 
gives  warning  to  all  the  rell  of  this  little  Kingdom,  Man, 
to  arm  ;  and  then  the  vital  commoners  and  inland  petty 
fpirits  mufter  me  all  to  their  captain,  the  heart ;  who 
great,  and  puft  up  with  this  retinue,  doth  any  deed  of 
courage  ;  and  this  valour  comes  of  Sherris.  So  that 
fkill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing  without  fack,  for  that 
fets  it  a-work ;  and  learning  a  meer  hoard  of  gold 
kept  by  a  devil,  'till  Sack  commences  it,  and  fets  it 
in  adl  and  ufe.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  Prince  Harry  is 
valiant ;  for  the  cold  blocd  he  did  naturally  inherit  of 
his  father,  he  hath,  like  lean,  fterij,  and  bare  land, 
manured,  hufbanded,  and  till'd,  wirh  excellent  endea- 
vour of  drinking  good  and  good  rtore  of  fertil  Sherris, 
that  he  is  become  very  hot  and  valiant,  li  1  had  a 
N  2  thoufand 
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thoufand  Tons,  the  firfl  humane  principle  I  would  teach 
them  (hould  be  to  forfwear  thin  potations,  and  to  ad- 
di6l  themfelves  to  Sack. 

Enter  Bardolph. 
How  now,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 

fal.  Let  them  go  ;  I'll  through  Gloucefterjhire,  and 
there  will  I  vifit  mafter  Robert  Shallo'w,  Efquire  ,  ^  I 
have  him  already  tempering  between  my  finger  and  my 
thumb,  and  ihortly  will  I  feal  with  him.     Come  away. 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Changes  to  the  Palace  at  Weflminfter. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Warwick,  Clarence,  and  Glouceller. 

K.  H^»o'.  "VTOW,  lords,  if  heav'n  doth  give  fuc- 

1^  cefsfulend 

To  this  Debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors. 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields. 
And  draw  no  fwords  but  what  are  fandify'd. 
Our  Navy  is  addrefs'd,  our  Pow'r  collefted. 
Our  Subtlitutes  in  abfence  well  inverted. 
And  every  thing  lyes  level  to  our  wifh: 
Only  we  want  a  little  perfonal  ftrength  : 
And  paufe  us,   'till  thefe  Rebels,   now  a-foot. 
Come  underneath  the  yoke  of  Government. 

War.  Both  which,  we  doubt  not,  but  your  Majefiy 
Shall  foon  enjoy. 

K.  Henry.  Humphry,  my  fon  of  Ghucefier^ 
Where  is  the  Prince  your  brother  ? 

Qlou.   I  think,    he's  gone   to  hunt,    my  lord,   at 
Wind/or. 

K.  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Glou.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

K.  Henry.  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence, 
with  him? 

Glou.  No,  my  good  lord,  he  is  in  prefence  here. 

%  I  have  bim  already  tempering  Sec]  A  very  pleafant  allu- 
€011  to  the  old  ufeof  fealing  with  foft  wax. 

Cla. 
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C7a.  What  would  my  lord  and  father  ? 

K.  Hefiry.   Nothing  but  well  to  thee,    Thomas  of 
C/ar£Ttce. 
How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  Prince  thy  brother  ? 
He  loves  thee,  and  thou  doft  neglcft  him,  Thomas  ; 
Thou  haft  a  better  place  in  his  afFedlion, 
Than  all  thy  brothers  :  cherilh  it,  my  boy  i 
And  noble  offices  thou  may'ft  efFed 
Of  mediation,  after  I  am  dead. 
Between  his  greatnefs  and  thy  other  brethren-. 
Therefore  omit  him  not ;  blunt  not  his  love  j 
Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace. 
By  feeming  cold,  orcarelefs  of  his  will. 
"  For  he  is  gracious,  if  he  be  obferv'd  : 
**  He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 
**  Open  as  day,  for  melcing  charity  ; 
**  Yet  notwithftanding,  being  incens'd,  he*s  flint; 
•*  As  humourous  as  winter,  and  as  fudden 
**  As  flaws  9  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day. 
**  His  temper  therefore  muft  be  well  obfcrvM: 
"  Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently, 
**  When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclin'd  to  mirth  : 
**  But  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fcope, 
**  'Till  that  his  pafllons,  like  a  Whale  on  ground, 
**  Confound   themfelves  with  working.     Learn   this, 

Thomas, 
And  thou  ftialt  prove  a  flielter  to  thy  friends: 
A  hoop  of  gold  to  bind  thy  brothers  in,- 
That  the  united  veflel  of  their  bloodj 
(Mingled  with  venom  of  fuggeftion. 
As,  force  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  in  :) 
Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  ftrong 
As  Aconitum^  or  *  rafti  gun-powder. 

Cla.  I  (hall  obferve  him  with  all  care  and  love. 

9  — '—  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day.'\  Alluding  to  the  opi- 
nion of  fome  philofophers,  that  the  vapours  being  congealed  in  the 
air  by  cold^  (which  is  moft  intenfe  towards  the  morning)  and 
being  afterwards  rarified  and  let  loofe  by  the  warmth  of  the  fun, 
occalion  thofe  fudden  impetuous  gufts  of  wind  which  are  called 
¥la  IV I .  Oxfo  rd  Editor . 

t       ■■       Rafh  gutt-f>oiuder.]  i.  e.  dry. 
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K.  Henry.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Wind/or  with  him, 
Ihomai  ? 

Cla.  He  is  not  thee  to  di;/  ;  he  dines  in  London. 

X.    Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ?  canft  thou  tell 
That  ? 

Cla.  With  Poinsy  and  other  his  continual  followers. 

K.  Henry.  Mod  fubjed  is  the  fatteft  foil  to  weeds : 
And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth, 
Is  over-fpread  with  them ;  therefore  my  grief 
Stretches  itfelf  beyond  the  hour  of  death. 
The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  ihape. 
In  forms  imaginaiy,  th'  unguided  days 
And  rotten  times  that  you  (hall  look  upon. 
When  I  am  fleeping  with  my  anceftors. 
For  when  his  hcadllrong  riot  hath  no  curb. 
When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counfellors. 
When  means  and  lavilh  manners   meet  together. 
Oh,  with  what  wings  ftiall  his  afFedlion  fly 
Tow'rd  fronting  peril  and  oppos'd  degay  ? 

War.  My  gracious  lord,  you  look  beyond  him  quite  : 
The  Prince  but  ftudies  his  companions. 
Like  a  (Irange  tongue  ;  wherein  to  gain  the  language, 
^Tis  needful,  that  the  moft  immodeil  word 
Be  look'd  upon,  and  learn'd  ;  which  once  attained, 
Vour  highnefs  knows,  comes  to  no  farther  ufe. 
But  to  be  known  and  hated.     So,  like  grofs  terms. 
The  Prince  will  in  the  perfednefs  of  time 
Caft  off  his  followers ;  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  meafure  live, 
By  which  his  grace  muft  mete  the  lives  of  others  ; 
Turning  paft  evils  to  advantages. 

K.  Hetiry.  'Tis  feldom,  when  the  Bee  doth  leave 
her  comb 
In  the  dead  carrion. Who's  here  \  WefimorlandX 

SCENE     IX. 

"Enter  Weftmorland. 
Weft.  Health  to  my  Sovereign,  and  new  happlnefs 
Added  to  That,  which  I  am  to  deliver  ! 
Prince  John^  your  fon,  doth  kifs  your  Grace's  hand  : 

Mi'Vibray 


King  Henry  IV.  255 

Monvhray,  the  Bifhop  Scroop,  HapngSy  and  all. 
Are  brought  to  the  correilion  of  your  Law; 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  fword  unftieath'd, 
Bjt  Peace  pats  forth  hert)Iive  ev'ry  where. 
The  manner  how  this  adion  hath  been  borne. 
Here  at  more  leiiure  may  your  Highnefs  read. 
With  every  courfe,  in  his  particular. 

K.  Henry.  O  Weftmorland,  thou  art  a  fummer  bird. 
Which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  fmgs 
The  lifting  up  of  day. 

Enter  Harcourt. 
Look,  here's  more  news. 

Ear.  From  enemies  heav'n  keep  your  Majedy  r 
And,  when  they  ftand  againll  you.  may  they  fall 
As  thoie  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of! 
The  Earl  Northum^'erland,  and  the  lord  Bardolph,. 
With  a  great  Pow'r  of  'inglHo  aud  cf  '^cotSy 
Are  by  the  Sh'riffof  YorWire  overthrown  : 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight. 
This  packet,  pleafe  it  you,    contains  at  large. 

K.    Henry.  And  wherefore  (hould  thefe  good  news 
make  me  fick  .? 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full. 
But  write  her  fair  words  ftill  in  fouleft  letters  ? 
She  either  gives  a  ftomach,  and  no  food  ; 
(Such  are  the  poor,  in  health    or  elfe  a  feaft. 
And  takes  away  the  (lomach  ;    (fuch  the  rich. 
That  have  abundance  and  enjoy  it  not.) 
I  (hould  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news. 
And  now  my  fight  fails,  and  my   brain  is  giddy, 
O  me,  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  ill  ! 
Glou.  Comfort  your  Majefty  ! 
Cla.  Oh,   ray  royal  father  ! 

Weft.  My  fovereign  lord,  chear  up  your  felf,  look  up. 
War.  Be  patient.  Princes ;  you  do  know,  thefe  fits 
Arc  with  his  Highnefs  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  air,  he'll  ftraight  be  well. 

Cla.  No,  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out  thefe  pangs ; 
Th'  inceflant  care  and  labour  of  his  mmd 
*  Hath  wrought  the  mure,  that  (hould  confine  it  in, 
2  Uatb  wrought  the  mure,  -  ]  /.  e.  the  v.-all,  Mr.  Pope, 

N  4  So 
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So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  oat. 

Glou.   3  The  people  fear  me  ;  for  they  do  obferve 
Unfathered  heirs  and  loathly  births  of  Nature  : 
*  The  feafons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 
Had  found  feme  months  afleep,  and  leap'd  them  over. 

Cla.  The  rirer  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between  ; 
And  the  old  folk  (time's  doting  chronicles) 
Si.y,  it  did  fo  a  1  ttle  lime  before 
That  our  giear  Grandfue  Edivard  fjck'd  and  dy'd. 

War.  Speak  lower,  Princes,  for  the  King  recovers. 

Glou.  Thisapoplex  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 

K.  Henry.  1  pray  you,  take   me   up,,  and  bear  me 
hence 
Into  fome  other  chamber  :  foftly,   'pray. 
I,et  there  be  no  noife  made,  my  gentle  friends, 
J  Unlefs  fome  doleing,    favourable  hand 
Will   whiCper  mufick  to  my  weary  fpirit. 

fVar.  Call  for  the  mufick  in  tJie  other  room. 

K.  Henry.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here. 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much- 

War.  ht{s  noife,  lefs  noife. 

SCENE     X. 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 
P.  Henry.  Who  faw  the  Duke  of  Clarence  F 
Cla     I  am  here,  brother,   full  of  heavinefs. 
P.  Henry.  How  now  !   rain  within  doors,  and  none 
abroad  ? 
How  doth  the  King  ? 
Glou.  Exceeding  ill. 

P.  Hetny.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  f 
Tell  it  him. 

3  Ttc  people  fear  me  ;  — —  ]  /.  e.  make  me  afraid  j  which 
fenie  the  Oxford  Editor  not  taking,  alters  it  to  fear  it. 

4  Ths  feafons  char.ge  their  rmiintrs,—  "  J  This  is  finely  ex- 
prefled  5  alluding  to  the  terms  of  rough  and  harfp,  and  nu/d  and 
foft,  applied  to  weather. 

5  Unlefs  fo>ve  vvLL  avd  fa'vcurahlc  band."]  Tlius  the  old  edi- 
tions read  it.  Evidently  corrupt.  Shakefpear  leems  to  have  wrote,. 

Un'efs  fome  doleing  fanjcurable  hatid.^ 
Dcleirigf  i.  e.  a  hand  ufing  fcft  melancholy  airs, 

Glau, 
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Glou.  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 

P.  Henry.  If  he  be  fick  with  joy. 
He'll  recover  without  phyfick. 

War.  Not  fo  much  noife,  my  lords ;    fweet  Prince, 
fpeak  low  ; 
The  King,  your  father,   is  difpos'd  to  ileep. 

Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

tFar.  Will't  pleafe  your  grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 

P.  Henry.  No  ;  I  will  fit,  and  watch  here  by  the  King, 
{Exeunt  all  but  P.  Henry. 
Why  doth  the  Crown  lye  there  upon  his  pillow, 
Being  fo  troublefome  a  bed- fellow  ? 
*'  O  polilh'd  perturbation  !  golden  care  ! 
«•  That  keep'ft  the  ports  of  flumber  open  wide 
**  To  many  a  watchful  night  :  fieep  with  it  now  f 
**  Yet  not  fo  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fweet, 
"  As  he,  whofe  brow,  with  homely  biggen  bound, 
*•  Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.     O  Majelly  ! 
"  When  thou  doft  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  doft  fit 
•'  Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day, 
*'  That  fcalds  with  fafety."     By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lyes  a  downy  feather,  which  ftirsnot  : 
Did  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightlefs  Down 
Perforce  mull  move.  My  gracious  lord  !  my  father ! 
This  fieep  is  found,  indeed  ;  this  is  a  fieep, 
6  That  from  thi^  golden  Rigol  hath  divorc'd 
So  many  Englijh  Kings.     Thy  due  from  me 
Is  tears,  and  heavy  forrows  of  the  blood  j 
Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tendernefs 
Shall,  O  dear  father,  pay  thee  pknteoufly. 
My  due  from  thee  is  this  imperial  Crown, 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  bi    A, 
Derives  it  felf  to  me.     Lo,  here  it  fits, 
Which  hcav'n  fiiall  guard  :   and  pat  the  world's  wholi 

ftrength 
Into  one  gyant  arm,  it  fhall  not  force 
This  lineal  Honour  from  me.     This  from  thee 
Will  1  to  miiie  leave,  as  'tis  Left  to  me,  \Extt» 

6  That  from  this  goJdin  Bigol]  Rigol  ox   circle;   meaning  the 
C^owtt,  .  Ml-.  Pope, 

N    ^;  S-C  E  N  E. 
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SCENE     XI. 
£»fer  Warwick,  Gloucefler,  a»J  Clarence, 

K.  Hfnry     JVarivick  /   Gloucejler  I   Clarence  t 

Cla.  Doth  the  King  call  ? 

War.   What  would  your  Majefty  ?  how  fares  your 

Grace  ? 
K.   Henry.   '^\iy  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my 

lords  ? 
Cla.   We  left  the  Prince  my  brother  here,  my  Liege, 
Who  urdertook  to  fit  and  watch  by  you. 

K.  Hemy.  The  Prince  of  Wales  !    where  is  he  ?  let 
3ne  fee  him. 

War.  This  door  is  open  ,  he  i'  gone  this  way. 
Glou.  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where  we 

ftay'd. 
X.  Henry.  Where  is  the  Crown  ?  who  took  it  from 

Tny  pillow  ? 
War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  Liege,  we  left  it  here. 
K.  Henry.   The  Prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence  ;,  go  feek 
him  out. 
Js  he  fo  hafly,  that  he  doth  fuppofe 
My  fleep  my  death  ?  find  him,  my  lord  of  Warivick^ 
And  chide  him  hither  flraighjt  ;  this  part  of  his 
Conjoins  with  my  difeafe,  and  helps  to  end  rae. 
See,  fons,  what  things  you  are  !  how  quickly  nature 
Falls  to  revolt,  when  geld  becomes  her  objed  ? 
For  this,  the  foolifh  over  careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  fleeps  with  thought,   their  braiiis  with 

care^. 
Their  bones  with  induftry  :  for  this,  engroiTcd 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  ftrange-atchieved  gold  : 
For  this,   they  have  been  thoughtful  to  inveft 
Their  fons  v/ith  arts  and  martial  exercifes  : 
When,  like  the  Bee,   culling  from  ev'ry  flcwV, 
Our  thighs  are  packt  with  wax,  our  mouths  withhoaey-^ 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive ;  and,  like  the  Bees^ 
Are  murdered  for  our  pains  I  this  bitter  tafte 
Yield  his  engrofsaosjita  to. the  dying  father. 
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Enter  Warwick. 
Kow,  where  is  he,  that  will  not  (lay  fo  long, 
'Till  his  friend,  Sicknefs,   hath  determin'd  me  ? 

War,   My  lord,  I  found  the  Prince  in  the  next  room, 
Wafning  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks  ; 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  forrow, 
That  Tyranny,  which  never  quaft  but  blood. 
Would  by  beholding  him  have  waQi'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye  drops.     He  is  coming  hither. 

K.  Henry.    But  wherefore  did  he   take  away   the 
Grown  ? 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 
Lo,  where  he  comes.    Come  hither  to  me,  Harry  ; 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone.     \_Exe.  Lords, 

P.  Henry.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  again. 

K..  Henry,   Thy   wifh  was   father,  Harry,  to  that 
thought : 
J  (lay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Doft  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  Chair, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  inveft  thee  with  my  Honours, 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?  O  foolilh  youth  ! 
Thou  feek'ft  the  Greatnefs,  that  will  overwhelm  thee. 
Stay  but  a  little  ;  for  my  cloud  of  Dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  fo  weak  a  wind. 
That  it  will  quickly  drop  ;   my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  haft  ftol'n  That,  which,  after  fome  few  hours^. 
Were  thine  without  offence  ;  and  at  my  death 
Thou  haft  feal'd  up  my  expeiTtation  ; 
Thy  life  did  manifeft,  thou  lov'dft  me  not ; 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  aflur'd  of  it. 
Thou  hid'ft  a  thoufand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts. 
Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart. 
To  ftab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  frail  life.. 
What !  canft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 
Then  get  thee  gone,    and  dig  my  Grave  thy  felf. 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring. to  thy  ear 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 
Let  all  the  tears,  that  fhould  bedew  my  herfe,. 
Be  drops  of  balm  to  fandlifis  thy  head  ; 
Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  duft,. 
Give  That,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  worms. 

Pluck 
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Pluek  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees  ; 

For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form  ; 

Henry  the  Fifth  is  crcwn'd  :   up.  Vanity  ! 

X)own,  royal  State  !  All  you  fage  Counsellors,  hence  ; 

**  And  to  the  Englijh  Court  aflemble  now, 

•'  From  cv'ry  region,  apes  of  Idlenefs  : 

**  Now,  neighbour  confines,    purge  you  of  your  feum  ; 

•♦  Have  you  a  ruffian  that  will  fwear  ?   drink  ?  dance  ?■ 

•'  Revel  the  nighr  ?  rob  ?  murde?  ?  and  commit 

**  The  oldeft  fms  the  neweit  kind  of  ways  ? 

**  Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more  : 

7    \  England  ^?i\\  double  gild  his  treble  Guilt  ;] 

**  England  fhall  give  him  office,  honour,  might  : 

"  For  the  Fifth  Ha^ry  from  curb'd  licence  plucks 

*'  The  muzzle  of  reflraint  ;  and  the  wild  doer 

*'  Shall  ficfh  his  tooth  on.  every  innocent. 

O  my  poor  kingdom,  fick  with  civil  blows  ! 

When  that  my  cire  could  not  vvith-hold  thy  riots. 

What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wildernefs  again, 

Peopled  wi:h  Wolves,    thy  old  inhabitants. 

P.  Henry    O  pardon   me,  my  Liege  !  but   for   my 
tears,  [Kneeling,. 

(The  moift  impediments  unto  my  fpeech,) 
1  had  fore-f^aird  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke. 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  courfc  of  it  fo  far.     There  is  your  Crown  j. 
And  he  that  wears  the  Crown  immortally,. 
Lono;  guard  it  yours  !   If  i  affed  it  more. 
Than  as  your  Honour,  and  as  your  Renown, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rife, 
"Which  my  mcft  true  and  invv'ard  duteous  fpirit 
Teacheth  this  proilrate  and  exterior  bending. 

7  "EnilzRApall  dot'Me  gi/d  hh  treble  Guih  •^']  Evidently  the' 
jjonfenfe  of  Tome  foolifh  Player  :  For  we  muft  make  a  diiTeience 
iSetween  what  ^hakLfpe.tr  might  be  ftpposM  to  have  written  of? 
hand,  acd  what  hs  h^d  cciTe£ted.  Thefe  Icenes  are  of  the  latter 
kind  ;  therefore  fucii  lines  are  by  no  means  to  be  efteemed  his.  But 
except  Mr,  Pope,  (v.ho  juditioufly  threw  out  this  line)  not  one 
ef  Sbckejpear\  Ec-'tcrs  feem  ever  to  have  had  fo  reafonable  and 
neccfT.iry  a  rule  ia  their  heads,  when  they  fet  upon  copredting 
this  aulfeor, 

Heav'n 
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Heav'n  witnefs  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in, 
And  found  nocourfe  of  breath  within  your  iMajefty, 
How  cold  it  ftruck  my  heart !  If  1  do  feign, 

0  let  me  in  my  prelent  wildnefs  die, 

And  never  live  to  fhew  th'  incredulous  world 
The  noble  Change  that  I  have  purpofed. 
Coming  to  look  on  you,    thinking  you  dead, 
(And  dead  almoft,    my  Liege,  to  think  you  were) 

1  fpake  unto  the  Crown,    as  having  fenfe. 

And  thus  upbraided  it.     The  care  on  thee  depending 

Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father. 

Therefore  thou  bcft  of  gold  art  worft  of  gold  ; 

0:iier,  lefs  finein  carrat,  is  more  precious. 

Prefer ving  life  in  med'cine  potable  : 

But  thou,  moil  fine,   moft  honour'd,  moH  renovvn'd^ 

Haft  eat  thy  bearer  up.     Thus,  Royal  Liege, 

Accufmg  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head. 

To  try  with  it  (as  with  an  enemy. 

That  had  before  my  face  murder'd  my  father) 

The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infedl  my  blood  with  joy. 

Or  fvvell  my  thoughts  to  any  ftrainof  pride^ 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  fpirit  of  mine 

Did  with  the  leaft  afFedion  of  a  welcome 

Give  entertainment  to  the  Might  of  it  i 

Let  heav'n  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  head,. 

And  make  me  as  the  pooreil  vallal  is. 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it  ! 

K.  Henry.  O  my  fon  ! 
H«av'n  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence. 
That  thou  might'ft  win  the  more  thy  father's  love. 
Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither,   Harry y  fit  thou  by  my  bed  ; 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  lateft  counfel. 
That  ever  I  (hall  breathe.     Heav'n  knows,  my  fon. 
By  what  by-paths    and   indi'-cil  crook'd  ways 
X  met  this  crown  ;  and  I  ray  felf  know  well. 
How  troablefome  it  fate  upon  my  head. 
To  thee  it  (halldefcend  with  better  quiet, 
Better  opinion,  better  confirmation  : 
For  all  the- foil  of  the  atchievement  goes 

With 
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With  me  into  the  earth.     It  feem'd  in  me 

But  as  an  Honour  fnatch'd  with  boift'rous  hand^ 

And  I  had  many  living  to  upbraid 

My  gain  of  it  by  their  afTjPcances  ; 

^'hich  daily  grew  to  quarrel  and  to  blood-fhed, 

^  Wounding  luppofed  peace.     9  All  their  bold  feat*. 

Thou  feeft,  with  peril  I  haveanfwered. 

For  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  Scene, 

A(5\ing  that  Argument :  And  now  my  death 

•Changes  the  mode  ;    for  what  in  me  was  purchas'd^ 

Falls  upon  thee  in  a  much  fairer  fort  ; 

*  For  thou  the  garland  wear'll  fuccefnvely. 

Yet  though  thou  ftand'il  more  fure  than  I  could  do. 

Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  fmce  griefs  are  ?reen  y 

And  all  thy  friends,   which  thou  muft  make  thy  friends. 

Have  but  their  flings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out; 

By  whofe  fell  working  I  was  firfl  advanc'd. 

And  by  whofe  pow'r  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear,. 

To  be  again  difplac'd  :   which  to  avoid 

I  cut  them  off,   and  had  a  purpofe  now 

3  To  lead  our  many  to  the  Holy  Land  ; 

LeftRefl  and  lying  iiill  might  make  them  lock 

Too  near  into  my  State.     Therefore,  my  Harry, 

Be  it  thy  courle  to  bufy  giddy  minds 

With  foreign  Quarrels ;  that  adion,   hence,  borne  out^ 

May  wafte  the  memory  of  former  days. 

More  would  J,   but  my  Lungs  are  wafted  ioy 

8  Wounding  fuppofed /e^ftf. ]    Suppcfed^  for  undermined. 

9  --— —  -^V/  THESE  bold  FEARS  J  We  fhould  certainly  read, 

— — —     All  T  H  1 1  R  bold  T  E  A  T  S, 

/.  e.  plots,  commotions  of  confpirators. 

1  Changes  the  mode  ;]  Mode^  here,  does  not  fignify  fc^ffiion, 
but  thne  and  measure  in  finging,  or  the  pitch  in  fpeaking  :  Modus, 
a  word  peculiar  to  the  antient  Drama  :  Fcr  the  metaphor  is  con- 
tinued from  the  words  immediately  preceding, 

-•■    —    as  a  Scene, 
yScfing  that  Argument. 

2  So    thou  the  garland ]    We  fhould   read,   for  thou  the 

garland • 

3  To  lead  OUT  many  to  the  Holy  Land {\  As  plaufible  as  this 
reading  is,  i^is  corrupt.     Shakefpear,  I  think,  wrote. 

To  lead  ci.  r  many  eur  many  or  meiny,  i,  e.  our 

|20plc*  *  ' 

Thatc 
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That  ftrength  of  fpeech  is  utterly  deny*d  me. 
How  I  came  by  the  Crown,  O  God,  forgive  i 
And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live. 

P.  Henry.  My  gracious  Liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me ; 
Then  plain  and  right  muft  my  PofTefiion  be  ; 
Which  I  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain, 
*Gainftall  the  world,  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  and  Warwick. 

K.  Henry.    Look,   look,   here  comes  my  John  of 
Lancafier. 

Lan,  Health,  peace  and  happinefs  to  my  royal  fatherl 

K.  Henry.    Thou  bring'll  me  happinefs  and  pcace^ 
fon  fohn  V 
But  health,   alack,  with  youthful  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  withered  Trunk.     Upon  thy  fight 
My  worldly  bufinefs  makes  a  period. 
Where  is  my  lord  of  Wartjoick  ? 

P.  Henry.   My  lord  of  Warnvick.- ► 

K.  Henry.  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  firft  did  fwoon  ? 

War.  Tis  call'd  Jerufalem,  my  noble  lord. 

K.  Henry.   Laud  be   to  God  \    even  there  my  life 
muft  end. 
It  hath  been  prophefy'd  to  me  many  years, 
I  fhould  not  die  but  in  Jerufalem  : 
Which  vainly  I  fuppos'd  the  Holy  Land. 
But  bear  me  to  that  chamber,  there  I'll  lye  : 
In  that  ^Jerufalem^2^  Harry  die.  {ExeunK 
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Shallow*!  Seat  In  Glo'flerflaire. 

Enter  Shallow,  Silence,  FalftafF,  Bardolph,  andTage.. 

ShaI/oav,TyY  cock  and  pye,   Sir,  you  fliall  not  away 

13  to  night.     What !  Da^y,    I  fay . 

^oL  You  muft  excufe  me,  mafter  Rohrt  S^a/Zo^v. 

SaaL. 
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Shal.  '  I  will  not  excufe  you  ;  you  fhall  not  be  ex. 
cufed.  Excufcs  fhall  not  be  admicted  :  there  is  na 
excufe  fhall  ferve  :  you  fhall  not  be  excus'd.  Why, 
Davj/y  -  — — 

Ent£r  Davy. 

Davy.   Here,  Sir. 

Sha/.  Da'vy,  Davy,  Da'vy,  let  me  fee,  Davy,  let  me 
fee  ;    yea,  marry,  JVilliam  Cook,  bid  him  come  hither, 
..  Sir  Jahn,   you  Oiall  not  be  excus'd. 

Danjy.  Marry,  Sir,  thus:  thofe  precepts  cannot  be 
ferv'd  ;  and,  again.  Sir,  fliall  we  fovv  the  head-land 
with  wheat  ? 

Shal.  With  red  v/heat,  Da'vy.  But,  for  William 
Cook, are  there  no  young  Pidgeons  ? 

Davy.  Yea,  Sir Here  is  now  the  Smith's  note 

for  (hoomg,  and  plow  irons. 

Shal.    Let   it  be  ca(t  and  paid Sir  John^  you 

fhall  not  b;  excus'd. 

Davy.  Now,  Sir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  ma-fl 
needs  be  had.  And,  Sir,  do  you  mean  to  Hop  any  of 
WiHiam^  wages  about  the  fack  he  loll  the  other  day  at 
Hinckly  Fair  ? 

Shal.  He  (hall  anfwer  it.  Some  Pidgeons,  Davy^  a 
couple  of  Ihort-legg'd  Hens,  a  joint  of  mutton,  and 
any  pretty  little  tiny  kicklhaws  :   tell  William  Cook. 

Davy.  Doth  the  man  of  war  (lay  all  nignt.    Sir  ? 

Shal.  Yes,  Davy.  I  will  ufe  him  well.  A  friend 
i'  th'  Court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  purfe.  Ufe  his 
men  well,  Davy,  for  they  are  arrant  knaves,  and  wiU 
backbite. 

Davy.  No  worfe  than  they  are  back-bitten.  Sir;, 
for  they  have  marvellous  foal  linnen. 

Shal.  Well  conceited,  Davy.  About  thy  bufmefs,, 
Davy. 

Davy.  I  befeech  you.  Sir,  to  countenaace  William 
Vifar  of  WancQt  againil  Clement  Perkes  of  the  hill. 

I  I  ivill  not  excufe  you,  &c,]  The  fterillty  of  Juftice  Shallow^s 
Vf'it  is  a^tjiirably  defcribed,  in  thus  making  him^  by  one  of  the 
iiheft  ftrokes  of  nature,  fo  often  vary  his  phrafe,  to  exprefs  one 
and  the  fame  thing,  and  that  the  commoneft. 
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Shal.  There  are  many  complaints,  Da'vy,  againft 
that  Vi/or  j  that  Vifor  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my  know- 
ledge. 

Davy.  **  I  grant  your  Worfhip,  that  he  is  a  knave, 
"  Sir  ;  but  yet  God  forbid.  Sir,  but  a  knave  ihould 
"  have  fome  countenance  at  his  friend's  requell.  An 
**  honeft  man.  Sir,  is  able  to  fpeak  for  himfelf,  when 
**  a  knave  is  not.  I  have  ferv'd  your  Worfliip  truly, 
"  Sir,  thefe  eight  years :  and  if  I  cannot  once  or 
".  twice  in  a  quarter  bear  ouc  a  knave  againft  an  ho- 
**  neft  man,  I  have  but  very  little  credit  with  your 
"  Worlhip.  The  knave  is  mine  honeft  friend.  Sir, 
"  therefore,  I  befeech  your  Worfliip,  let  him  be  coun- 
"  tenanc'd. 

Sha/.  Go  to,  I  fay,  he  fhall  have  no  wrong  :  look 
about,  Da'vy.  Where  arc  you.  Sir  yohn  ?  come,  off 
with  your  boots.  Give  me  your  hand,  mafter  Bar- 
dolph. 

Bard,  f  am  glad  to  fee  your  Worfliip. 

ZhaL  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heart,  kind  mafler 
Bardolph  ;  and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow  j  \JIo  the?age.'\ 
Come,   Sir  John. 

Fal.  ril  follow  you,  good  mafter  B.obert  Shalloiv, 
[Exeunt  Shallow,  Silence,  t3c.'\   Eardolph,  look  to  our 

horfes. If  I  were  faw'd  into  quantities,  I  fiiould 

make  four  dozen  of  fuch  bearded -hermites-ftaves  as. 
mafter  Shallonx.  **  It  is  a  wonderful  thii.g  to  fee  the 
*'  feroblabie  coherence  of  his  men's  fpirits  and  his :  they, 
•'  by  obferving  ofhim,  do  bear  themfelves  like  foolifli 
**  jufrices  j  he,  by  conveiiing  with  them,  is  turn'd  into. 
*'  a  juftice-like  fervingman.  Their  fpirits  are  fo  mar- 
♦*  ried  in  conjundion,  with  the  participation  of  fociety,, 
"  that  they  flock  together  in  confent,  like  fo  many  wild 
*'■  Geefe.  If  I  had  a  fuit  to  mafter  5" /^<2//(?at;,  I  would  hu- 
**  mour  his  men  with  the  imputation  of  being  near 
*'  their  mafter  :  if  to  his  men,  I.  would  curry  with 
*•  mafter  Shallo^j^  that  no  man  could  better  command 
*'  his  fervants.  It  is  certain,  that  either  wife  Bearing 
*'  or  ignorant  Carriage  is  caught,  as  m.en  take  difeafes,^ 
*'  one  of  another  :  therefore  let  men  take  heed  of  their 
"  company."     I  will  devife  matter  enough  out  of  this 

Sbal^ 
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Shalioiu  to  keep  Prince  Henry  in  continual  laughter  the 
wearing  out  of  fix  fafhions,  which  is  four  terms  or 
two  adions,  and  he  ftiall  laugh  without /«/*,i;a//«/»i. 
•*  O,  it  is  much,  that  a  lie  with  a  flight  oath,  anci  a 
**  jert  with  a  fad  brow,  will  do  with  a  fellow  that  never 
**  had  the  ache  in  his  ftioulders."  O,  you  (hall  fee 
him  laugh,   till  his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloak  ill  laid  up. 

ShaL    [^nvithin]  Sir  yohn 

Fal.  I  come,  mafter  Shalloiv  j  I  come,  mafter  Shal' 
/oiv.  [Exit  FalflafF. 

SCENE     II. 

Changes  to  the  Courts    in  London. 

Enter  the  Earl  0/ Warwick  and  the  Lord  Chief  Jujiict, 

War.  TTO  W  now,  my  lord  Chief  Juftice,  whither 
jr~l     away  ? 

Ch.  Juji.  How  doth  the  King  ? 

War.  Exceeding  well :  his  cares  are  now  all  ended* 

Ch,  Jufl.  I  hope,  not  dead  ? 

War.   He's  walk'd  the  way  of  Nature ; 
And  to  our  purpofes  he  lives  no  more. 

Ch.  Juft.  I  would,  his  Majefty  had  caU'd  me  with 
him. 
The  fervice,   that  I  truly  did  his  life, 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed,  I  think,  the  young  King  loves  you  not. 

Ch.  Juji.  I  know,  he  doth  not ;  and  do  arm  mylclf. 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time  : 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideoufly  on  me. 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantafie. 

Enter  Lord  ]ohn  of  Lancafter,  Gloucefter  «W  Clarence* 

War.  Here  come  the  heavy  iffue  of  dead  Harry  ; 
O,  that  the  living  Ham  had  the  temper 
Of  him,    the  worft  of  thefe  three  gentlemen  : 
How  many  Nobles  then  (hould  hold  their  places. 
That  mufl:  ftrike  fail  to  fpirits  of  vile  fort  ! 

Ch.  Juft.  Alas,  I  fear,    all  will  be  overturned. 

han.  Good  morrow,   co\ifm  WarivicA* 

G/ou. 
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Glou.   Cla.  Good-morrow,  coufin. 

Lan,  We  meet,  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak. 

War.  We  do  remember  ;  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  he  vy  to  admit  much  talk. 

Lan.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us 
heavy  ! 

Ch.  Juft.  Peace  be  with  us,  left  we  be  heavier  f 

Glou.  O,  good  my  lord,  you've  loft  a  friend,  indeed  ; 
And  I  dare  fwear,   you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  feeming  forrovv  ;  it  is,  fure,  your  own. 

Lan.  Tho'  no  man  be  aflur'd  what  grace  to  find. 
You  ftand  in  coldeft  expectation. 
I  am  the  forrier ;  'would,  'twere  otherwife. 

Cla.  Well,  you  muft  now  fpeak  Sir  John  Faljlaff(?i\r^ 
Which  fwims  againft  your  ftream  of  quality. 

Ch.  Juft.  Sweet  Princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  Honour, 
Led  by  th'  impartial  condudl  of  my  foul  i 
And  never  ftiall  you  fee,  that  I  will  beg 
*  A  rated  and  foreftalPd  remiffion. 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  King  my  mafter  that  is  dead. 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  hira. 

IVar.  Here  comes  the  Prince. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

Ch.  Juft.  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefty  f 

P.  Henry.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  Majefty, 
Sits  not  fo  eafy  on  me,  as  you  think. 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  fadnefs  with  fome  fear  : 
This  is  the  Englijh,   not  the  Turkijb  Court ; 
Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  fucceeds. 
But  Harry ^  Harry.     Yet  be  fad,  good  brothers. 
For,  to  fpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you  : 
Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appears. 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  faftiion  on, 

2  ^  RAGGED  and  foreftaird  remijjlon.^     Ragged  hzs  no  fenfe 
here.     We  fhould  read, 

A  X3itt^  and  foreJiaWd  remijjton.     i.  e.  a  remiffion  that 
muft  be  fought  for,  and  bought  with  fupplication. 

And 
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And  wear  it  in  my  heart.     Why  then,  be  fad  ; 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers. 
Than  a  joint  burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me,  by  heav'n,  I  bid  you  be  affur'd, 
I'll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too  : 
Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  I'll  bear  your  cares : 
Yet  weep,  that  Harrf%  dead  ;  and  fo  will  I. 
But  Harry  live5,  that  (hall  convert  thofe  tears 
By  number  into  hours  of  happinefs. 

Lan.  iffc.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  Majedy. 

P.  Henry.   You  all  look  ftrangely  on  me  ;  and  yoa 
moft, 
You  are,  I  think,  affur'd,   I  love  you  not. 

[To  ihe  Ch.  Jujl. 

Ch,  Juft.  I  am  affur'd,  if  I  be  meafurM  rightly, 
Your  Majefty  hath  no  juft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

P.  Henry.  No !  might  a  Prince  of  my  great  hopes 
forget 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me? 
What !  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  fend  to  prifon 
Th'   immediate  heir  of  England  I  was  this  ealie  ? 
May  this  be  wafh'd  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch,  Juji.  I  then  did  ufe  the  perfon  of  your  father  j 
The  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me  : 
And  in  th'  adminiftration  of  his  Law, 
While  I  was  bufie  for  the  Common-wealth, 
Your  Highnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  Place, 
The  Majefty  and  Pow^  of  Law  and  Juftice, 
The  im^ge  of  the  King  whom  I  prefented  ; 
And  ftruck  me  in  my  very  feat  of  Judgment  : 
Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  father, 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority, 
And  did  commit  you.     If  the  deed  were  illi 
Ee  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  Garland, 
To  have  a  Son  fet  your  decrees  at  naught  : 
To  pluck  down  juftice  from  your  awful  bench  ; 
To  trip  the  courfe  of  law,  and  blunt  the  fword 
That  guards  the  peace  and  fafety  of  your  perfon  : 
Nay  more,  to  fpurn  at  your  moft  royal  image. 
And  mock  your  working  in  a  fecond  body. 
Queftion  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours ; ; 

Be 
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Be  now  the  father,  and  propofe  a  fon ; 
Hear  your  own  dignity  fo  much  prophan'd  ; 
See  your  moil  dreadful  laws  foloofely  flighted  ; 
Behold  your  felf  fo  by  a  fon  difdain'd  : 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part. 
And  in  yourpow'r  fo  filencing  your  fon. 
After  this  cold  confid'rance,  Sntencc  me  ; 
And,  as  you  are  a  King,  fpeak  in  your  State, 
What  I  have  done  that  mifbecame  my  place. 
My  perfon,  or  my  Liege's  Sovereignty. 

P.  Henry.  You  are  right  Juftice,'  and  you  weigh  this 
well. 
Therefore  ftill  bear  the  balance  and  the  fword  : 
And  I  do  wifh,  your  Honours  may  increafc, 
*Till  you  do  live  to  fee  a  fon  of  mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did  : 
So  (hall  I  live  to  fpeak  my  father's  words; 
Happy  am  I,  that  have  a  man  fo  bold, 
That  dares  do  juftice  on  my  proper  fon  ; 
And  no  lefs  happy,  having  fuch  a  fon. 
That  would  deliver  up  his  Greatnefs  fo 
Into  the  hand  of  juftice.— You  committed  me  ; 
For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 
Th*  unftained  fword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear ; 
With  this  remembrance,  that  you  ufe  the  fame 
With  a  like  bold,  juft,  and  impartial  fpirir. 
As  you  have  done  'gainft  me.     There  is  my  hand. 
You  fhall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth  : 
My  voice  (hall  found,  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear  5 
Ar*d  I  will  ftoop  and  humble  my  intents 
To  your  well  praftis'd  wife  diredions. 
And,  Princes  all,  believe  me,  I  befeech  you  j 
My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  Grave, 
For  in  his  tomb  lye  my  aiFedlions  ; 
And  with  his  fpirit  fadly  1  furvive. 
To  mock  the  expeflations  of  the  world  ; 
To  fruftrate  prophecies,  and  to  raze  out 
Rotten  opinion,  which  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  feeming.     Tho'  my  tide  of  blood 
Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  vanity  'till  now  ; 
Now  doth  it  turn  and  ebb  back  to  the  fca. 

Where 
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Where  it  (hall  mingle  with  ?  the  ftate  of  floods. 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  Majefty. 
Now  call  we  our  high  Court  of  Parliament ; 
And  \tt  us  chufe  fuch  limbs  of  noble  counfel. 
That  the  great  body  of  our  State  may  go 
In  equal  rank  with  the  beft  govern'd  nation  j 
That  War  or  Peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 
As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us. 
In  which  you,  father,  fhall  have  foremoft  hand. 

[To  the  Lord  Chief  Juftice. 
Our  Coronation  done,  we  will  accite 
(As  I  before  remember'd)  all  our  State, 
And  (Heav'n  configning  to  my  good  intents) 
No  Prince,  nor  Peer,  ftiall  have  juft  caufeto  fay, 
Heav'n  (horten  Harry's  happy  life  one  day.     [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV. 

Changes  to  Shallow'^  Seat  in  Glouceflerfliire. 

Enter  FalftafF,    Shallow,   Silence,  Bardolph,  the  Page, 
and   Davy. 

Shal.  "^TAY,  you  (hall  fee  mine  orchard,  where  in 
^^    an  arbour  we  will  eat  a  laft  year's  pippin 
of  my  own   grafting,  with  +  a  difti  of  carraways,  and 
fo  forth  ;  come,  coufm  Silence ;  and  then  to  bed. 

3»-'"  the  ftate  offloads,']  i.  e.  the  ajfembly,  or  general  meet- 
ing of  the  floods.  For  all  rivers,  running  to  the  fea,  arc  there 
reprefented  as  holding  their  fejjtons.  This  thought  naturally  intro- 
duced the  following. 

Now  call  nve  our  high  Court   of  Parliament. 
But  the  Oxford  Editor  much  a  ftranger  to  the  phrafeology  of  that 
time  in  general,  and  to  his  author's  in  particular,  out  of  mere  lofs 
for  his  meaning  reads  it  backwards, 

— -  '  -  the  floods  of  ftate. 

4  a  dip  of  carraiuays,']  A  ccmf  c  or  confeftion  (o  called  in  our 
author's  time.  A  paiTage  in  De  Vigncul  Mar'vilWs.  Melanges  d' 
Hiftoire  et  de  Litt.  w  ill  explain  tiiis  cdd  treat,  Dans  le  dernier 
Jiecl"  ou  Pop  a'uoit  le  goiJt  delicat,  on  ne  croi^it  tas  powvoir  njivre 
fans  Dragees.  //  n'^etoit  fih  de  bonne  mere,  qui  neut  fon  Dragier  : 
et  il  eft  rapcrte  dans  Vkiftoirt  dv  due  de  Guife,  que  ^uand il  fut  tue 
a  Blois  //  a'uoit  Jon  Dragier  a  la  main, 

FaL 
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Fal.  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich. 

Shal.  Barren,  barren,  barren  :  beggars  all,  beggars 
all.  Sir  John ;  marry,  good  air.  Spread,  Davy, 
fprcad,  Damy  ;  well  faid,  Davy. 

Fai  This  Davy  ferves  you  for  good  ufes ;  he  is  your 
fervingman,  and  your  hufbandman. 

Shal.  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  var- 
let.  Sir  John,     By  th*  Mafs,  I  have  drank  too  much 

Sack  at  Supper. A  good  varlet.     Now  fit  down, 

now  fit  down  :  come,  coufin. 

Si/.  Ah,  iirrah,  quoth-a,  [Singing. 

Tf^e  Jhall  u3  nothing   but    eaty   and  make  good  cheer. 
And  praife  hea'v'n  for  the  merry  year  ; 
When  fiejh  is  cheap  and  females  dear. 
And  lujiy  lads  roam  here  and  there  ; 
So  merrily,  and  ever  among,  fo  merrily.   Sec. 

Fal.  There's  a  merry  heart,  good  mafter  Silence. 
I'll  give  you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

Shal.  Give  Mr.  Bardolph  fome  wine,  Davy. 

Davy.  Sweet  Sir,  fit ;  I'll  be  with  you  anon ;  moft 
fweet  Sir,  fit.  Mafter  Page,  fit :  good  mafter  Page, 
fit  :  proface.  What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in 
drink  ;  but  you  muft  bear  ;  the  heart's  all.  [Exit, 

Shal.  Be  merry,  mafter  Bardolph,  and,  my  little 
foldier  there,  be  merry. 

Sil.   [Singing]  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  ivife  has  all. 
For  vjomen  are  Shreivs,  both  Jhort  and  tall; 
"'TIS  merry  in  hall,  vohen  beards  vjag  all. 
And  ^ivelcome  merry  Shrovetide. 
Be  merry,  be  merry. 

Fal.  I  did  not  think,  mafter  Silence  had  been  a  man 
of  this  mettle. 

Sil.  Who  I  ?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once  ere 
now. 

Re-enter  Davy. 

Davy.  There  is  a  dilh  of  leather-coats  for  you; 

Shal.  Davy,     

Davy.  Your  Worftiip—  I'll  be  with  you  ftraight.  A 
cup  of  wine.  Sir  ? 

Sil.   [Singing.]  A  cup  ofvjine, 
Thais  hrijk  and  fine. 

And 
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And  drink  unto  the  leman  mine  ; 
And  a  merry  heart  li'ves  long -a. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  mafter  Silence. 

Si  I.  If  we  fhall  be  merry,  now  comes  in  the  fweet 
of  the  night. 

FaL  Health  and  long  life  to  you,  mafter  Silence. 

Si/.  Fill  the  cup,  and  let  it  come.  I'll  pledge  you, 
were't  a  mile  to  the  bottom. 

Shal.  Honeft  Bardolph,  welcome  ;  if  thou  want'ft 
any  thing  and  wilt  not  call,  befhrew  thy  heart.  Wel- 
come, my  little  tiny  thief,  and  welcome,  indeed,  too  : 
I'll  drink  to  matter  Bardolph,  and  s  to  all  the  cavileroes 
about  London. 

Davy.  I  hope  to  fee  London^  ere  I  die. 

Bard.  If  I  might  fee  you  there,  Da'vy^  — — 

Shal.  You'll  crack  a  quart  together  ?  ha,  will  you 
not,  ma.\\er  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Shal.  By  God's  liggens,  I  thank  thee  ;  the  knave 
will  ftick  by  thee,  I  can  affure  thee  that.  He  will  not 
out,  he  is  true-bred. 

Bard.  And  I'll  ftick  by  him,  Sir. 

[  One  knocks  at  the  Door, 

Shal.  Why,  there  fpoke  a  King  :  lack  nothing,  be 
merry.    Look,  who's  at  door  there,  ho  :  who  knocks  ? 

Fal.  Why,  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

Sil.  [Singing.]  Do  me  right,  and  dub  me  Knight, 
^  Samingo.     Is't  not  fo  ? 

Fal.  'Tisfo. 

Sil.  Is't  fo  ?  why,  then  fay,  an  old  man  can  do 
fomewhat. 

5  to  ell  the  cavlleroes  about  London.  ]  Les  Cavalieri  Ita- 
liens,  que  nous  de'vom  apeller,  et  que  tjos  apellons  effeSiivt- 
tnent  Cavaliers,  ne  font  pas  des  Chevaliers  d"  Ordre,  mais  Jeule. 
ment  des  perfonnes  de  diJiinSlion  dans  les  Lettns  ou  dans  les 
Arts.  Par  example^  nous  dijons  le  cavalier  Marin,  qui  etoit 
un  excellent  poite,  le  Cavalier  Bcrnin,  qui  etoit  un  excellent  ar~ 
chiteBe.  Melanges  d'  Hift.  et  Litt.  par  de  Vig.  Marville. 
vol.   3. 

6  Samingo.]  He  means  to  fay,  San  Domingo.     Oxford  Editor. 

Davy, 
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Da^vy.  If  it  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  there's  one  Piftol 
come  from  the  Court  with  news. 

FaL  From  the  Court?  let  him  come  in. 

S  C  E  N  E     V, 

Enter  Piftol. 

How  now,  Pijioi? 

Piji.  Sir  John^  'fave  you.  Sir. 

Tal.   What  wind  blew  you  hither,  Pijiel? 

Pifi.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  godd, 
fweet  Knight :  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greateil  men  ia 
the  Realm. 

Sil.  Indeed,  I  think  he  be,  but  goodman  Puff  of 
Barf  on. 

Pifl.  Pvff? 
Puff  in  thy  teeth,  moft  recreant  coward  bafe ! 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  PiJioL  and  thy  friend; 
And  helter  fkelter  have  I  rode  to  thee  ; 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,   and  lucky  joys. 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 

FaL  I  pr'ythee  now,  deliver  them  like  a  man  of  thk 
world. 

Pift,  A  foutra  for  the  wo'-ld  and  worldlings  bafe  f 
I  fpeak  of  Africa  and  golden  joys. 

Fal.  O  bafe  Affyrian  Knight y  ivhat  is  thy  news? 
7  Let  King  Cophetua  knouu  the  truth  thereof. 

Sil.  Aad  Rohin-hood,  Scarlet^  and  John. 

PiJi.  Shall  dunghil  curs  confront  the  Helicons? 
And  fhall  good  news  be  baffled  ? 
Then  PiJiol  lay  thy  head  in  fury's  lap. 

Shai.  Honeft  gentleman,  I  know  not  your  breeding, 

Fiji.  Why  then,  lament  therefore. 

Shai.  Give  me  pardon.  Sir.  *•  U^  Sir,  you  come 
"  with  news  from  the  Court,  I  take  it,  there  is  but 
•'  two  ways ;  feither  to  utter  them,  or  to  conceal  them." 
I  am,  Sir,  under  the  King,  in  fome  authority. 

'TL.rA'-;.^  Cophetua  &f..]   Lines  taken  from  an  old  bombaft 
Vo^.  IV.  O  p:j^ 
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Pifi.  Under  which  King?  ^  Bezonian^  fpeak  or  die. 

Shal.  Under  King  Harry. 

Pijl.  Harry  the  Fourth  ?  or  Fifth  ? 

Shal.  Harry  the  Fourth  ? 

Piji.  A  foutra  for  thine  office  ! 
Sir  john^  thy  tender  Lamb- kin  now  is  King. 
Harry  the  Fifth's  the  man.     I  fpeak  the  truth. 
When  Pi/foi  lies,  do  this,  and  fig  me  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

Fal.  What,  is  the  old  King  dead  ? 

Fiji.  As  nail  in  door  :  the  things  I  fpeak  are  juft. 

Fal.  Away,  Bardolph,  faddle  my  horfe.  Mafter 
Jtohert  Shallonv,  chufe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the 
Land,  'tis  thine.  Pijlol^  I  will  double  charge  thee  with 
^Dignities. 

Ba>d.  O  joyful  day!  I  would  not  take  a  Knight- 
hood for  my  fortune. 

Fiji.  What  ?  I  do  bring  good  news  ? 

Fal.  Carry  m after  Silence  to  bed  :  mafler  Shallow, 
my  lord  Shallonv,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  fortune's 
Steward.  Get  on  thy  boots,  we'll  ride  all  night.  Oh, 
iwttt  Piftol!  away,  Bardolph:  come,  Pijlol,  utter  more 
to  me  ;  and  withal  devife  fomething  to  do  thy  felf 
good.  Boot,  boot,  mafter  Shallow.  I  know,  the 
young  King  is  fick  to  fee  me.  Let  us  take  any  man's 
horfes :  the  Laws  of  England  are  at  my  command- 
ment. Happy  are  they  which  have  been  my  friends; 
and  wo  to  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice  ! 

Fiji.  Let  vultures  vile  feize  on  his  lungs  alfo ! 
9  Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led,  fay  they  ? 
Why,  here  it  is,  welcome  this  pleafant  day.    {^Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI. 

Changes  to  a  Street  /«  Lo  n  d  o n . 

£nter  HoJIefs  Quickly,  Doll  Tear-fheet  and  Beadles, 

Boji.  "V  TO,  thou  arrant  knave,  I  would  I  might  die, 
JL^    that  I  might  have  thee  hang'dj  thou  haft 
drawn  my  ftioulder  out  of  joint. 

S  Bez.cnicxn,']  A  vile  or  needy  perfon.  Mr.  Theobald. 

a  Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led, — J  Words  of  an  old  ballad. 

Bead, 
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Bead.  The  conftables  have  deliver'd  her  over  to 
me;  and  fhe  (hall  have  whipping  cheer  enough,  I  war- 
rant her.  There  hath  been  a  man  or  two  kili'd  about 
her. 

Dol.  Nut  hook,  nut-hook,  you  lie :  come  on,  I'll 
tell  thee  what,  thou  damn'd  tripe  vifag'd  rafcal,  .if  the 
child,  I  go  with,  do  mifcarry,  thou  hadft  better  thou 
hadft  ftruck  thy  mother,  thou  paper  fac'd  villain. 

Hoji.  O  the  Lord,  that  Sir  John  were  come,  he 
v/ould  make  this  a  bloody  day  to  fome  body.  Bat  I 
pray  God,  the  fruit  of  her  womb  mifcarry. 

Bead.  If  it  do,  you  (hall  have  a  dozen  of  cufhions 
again,  you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  1  charge  you 
both  go  with  me  ;  for  the  man  is  dead,  that  you  and 
Pijiol  beat  among  you. 

Dol.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  *  thou  thin  man  in  a  Cenfer  ! 
I  will  have  you  as  foundly  fwindg'd  for  this,  you  blue- 
bottle rogue  !  you  filthy  familh'd  corredioner !  if  you 
be  not  fwindg'd,  I'll  forfwear  half-kirtles. 

Bead.  Come,  come,  you  (he-Knight-arrant,  come. 

HoJi.O,  that  Right  ihould  thus  o'ercomef' Might ! 
Well,  of  fufferance  comes  eafe. 

Dol.  Come,  you  rogue,  comej  bring  me  to  a  Juftice. 

HoJi.  Yes,  come,  you  ftarv'd  blood  hound. 

Dol.  Goodman  death,  goodman  bones ! • 

HoJi,  Thou  Atomy,  thou  ! 

Dol.  Come,  you  thin  thing  :  come,  you  rascal ! 

Bead.  Very  \vell.  \_Exeu?it. 

SCENE     VII. 

A  publick  place  near  WQ^imn^ei- Jlbbey. 

Enter  /wo  Grooms,  JlreitJing  rujhes. 
1  G/wOT.1%  yrORE  rulhes,  more  rufhes. 

J.VJL   2  Groom.  The  trumpets  have  founded 
twice. 

1  thou  thin  man  in  a  Cenfer  /]  Thefe  old  Cenfers  of  thin  metal 
had  generally  at  the  bottom  the  figure  of  fome  faint  raifed  up  with 
the  hammer,  in  a  barbarous  kind  of  imbofied  or  chafed  w^rJc. 
The  hunger-ftarved  Beadle  is  com.pared,  in  fjbftance,  to  one  of 
thtfe  thin  raifed  figures,  by  the  fame  kind  of  humour  that  Piflol, 
in  the  Merry  Wives,  calls  SlcrMr,  a  latcn  bi^boe. 

O  2  .  I  Groim. 
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1  Groom.  It  will  be  two  of  the  clock  ere  they  come 
from  the  Coronation:  difpatch,  difpatch. 

\^Exeunt  Grooms » 
£«/^r  FalftafF,  Shallow,  Piftol,  Bardolph,  and  the  Boy, 

Fal.  Stand  here  by  me,  mafter  Robert  Sbailonv,  I 
will  make  the  King  do  you  grace  :  I  will  leer  upon  him 
as  he  comes  by,  and  do  but  mark  the  countenance 
that  he  will  give  me. 

Pi/i.  Blefs  thy  lungs,  good  Knight. 

Fal.  Come  here,  Pijoly  ftand  behind  me.  O.  if  I 
had  had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I  would  have 
beftow'd  the  thoufand  pound  I  borrow'd  of  you.  But 
it  is  no  matter,  this  poor  fhew  doth  better  ;  this  doth 
infer  the  zeal  I  had  to  fee  him. 

Shal.  It  doth  fo. 

Fal   It  fhews  my  earneftnefs  of  afTedion. 

Fiji.  It  doth  fo. 

Fal.  My  devotion. 

Fiji.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

Fal  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  night,  and  not  to 
deliberate,  not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience  to 
fhift  me. 

Shal.  It  is  moil  certain. 

Fal.  But  to  ftand  ftained  with  travel,  and  fweating 
with  defire  to  fee  him,  thinking  of  nothing  elfe,  put- 
ting all  affairs  elfe  in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing 
elfe  to  be  done  but  to  fee  him. 

Pijf,  'Tis  femp£r  idem  ;  for  ahfyue  hoc  nihil  ejl.  *  'Tis 
all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  part. 

Shal.  'Tis  fo,  indeed. 

Fiji.  My  Knight,  I  will  enflame  thy  noble  liver, 
and  make  thee  rage. 

Thy  DJand  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts 
Is  in  bafe  durance  and  contagious  prifon  ; 

2  'I'is  all  in  every  part. 1  The  fentence  alluded  to  is, 

'T/s  all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  part. 
And  fo  doubtlefs  it  fho'jid  be  read.  'Tis  a  common  way  of  ex- 
prefiing  one's  approbation  of  a  right  meafure,  to  fay,  ''tis  all !»  all. 
To  which  this  phantp.ftic  charadter  adds,  with  fome  humour,  afid 
fill  in  every  part  :  whicn,  both  together,  make  up  the  philofophic 
fentence,  and  compleat  the  abfurdity  cf  Pijlers  phiafeology. 

Haul'd 
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Haal'd  thither  by  mechanick  dirty  hands. 

Rowze  up  Revenge  from  Ebon  den,  with  fell  /IeSl9*% 

fnake. 
For  Dol  is  in.     PiJ}oI  (peaks  nought  but  truth. 
Fai.   I  will  deliver  her. 

Fiji.  There  roar'd    the  fea  ;  and  trumpet- clangour 
founds. 

SCENE     VIII. 

7/;e  Trumpets  founJ.   Enter  the  King^  and  his  train. 

Fal.  God  fave  thy  Grace,  King  Hal,  my  royaj  Halt 

Fiji.  The  heav'ns  thee  guard  and  keep,  moft  royal 
imp  of  fame  ! 

Fal  God  fave  thee,  my  fweet  boy  ! 

King.  My  Lord  Chief  Juftice,  fpeak  to  that  vain  man. 

Ch,  Jujl.    Have  you  your   wits  ?   knew  you,   what 
'cjs  you  rpeak  ? 

Fal.  My  King,  my  Jove^  I  fpeak  to  thee,  my  heart ! 

King.  I  know  thee  nor,  old  man :  fall  to  thy  prayers : 
How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool  and  jefter  I 
I  have  long  drcamM  of  fuch  a  kind  of  man. 
So  furfeit-fweird,  fo  old,  and  fo  profane  ; 
But,  being  awake,  I  do  defpife  my  dream. 
Make  lefs  thy  body,   (hence  !)  and  more  thy  grace  ; 
Leave  gormandizing.     3  Know,  the  Grave  doth  gape 

3  — — —  Knoiv^   the  Grave  doth  gape 

Tor  thee,  thrice  ividir  than  for  other  men. 

Reply  not  to  me  ivith  a  fool-born  jeji  5  ]  Nature  is  highly 
touched  in  thic  paffage.  The  king,  having  fhaken  off  his  vanities, 
fchools  his  old  companion  for  his  follies  with  great  feverity  :  he 
alTumes  the  air  of  a  preacher  j  bids  him  fall  to  his  prayers,  feek 
grace,  and  leave  gormandizing.  But  that  word  unluckily  pre- 
fenting  him  with  a  pleafant  idea,  he  cannot  forbear  piirfuing  it, 
Knoiv,  the  Gra-je  doth  gape  for  thee  thrice  ivider.  Sec.  and  is  juft 
falling  back  into  Hal,  by  an  humourous  allulion  to  FalJiaff^shuWi.  ; 
but  he  perceives  it  immediately,  and  fearing  Sir  John  Ihould  take 
the  advantage  of  it,  checks  both  himfelf  and  the  knight,  w^ith 

Reply  not  to  me  ivirh  a  fool-born  jeji  j 
and  fo  refumes  the  thread  of  his  difcourfe,  and  goes  moralizing  en 
to  the  end  of  the  chapter.  Thus  the  poet  copies  nature  v>  ith  great 
fkill,  and  fhews  us  how  apt  men  are  to  fall  back  into  their  old 
cuftoms,  when  the  change  is  not  made  by  degrees,  and  brought 
into  a  habit,  but  determined  of  at  once  on  the  motives  of  honour, 
intereft  or  reafon, 

O  X  For 
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For  thee,  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men. 

Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool  born  je ft  ; 

Prefume  not,  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was  : 

For  heav'n  doth  know,  fo  (hall  the  world  perceive. 

That  I  have  turn'daway  my  former  felf. 

So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  company. 

When  thou  doll  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been, 

Approach  me,  and  thou  fhalt  be  as  thou  waft, 

The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots  ; 

'Till  then  I  banifti  thee,  on  pain  of  death, 

As  I  have  done  the  reft  of  my  mif  leaders. 

Not  to  come  near  our  perfon  by  ten  miles. 

For  competence  of  life,  I  will  allow  you. 

That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  Evil : 

And  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  your  felves, 

We  will  according  to  your  ftrengths  and  qualities 

Q'wt  you  advancement.     Be't  your  cha-ge,  my  lord. 

To  fee  perform'd  the  tenour  of  our  word. 

Set  on.  [Ex.  King^  &c. 

SCENE     IX. 

Fa!  Mafter  Shallctv^  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound. 

thai.  Ay,  marry,  ^'irjohn,  which  I  befeech  you  to 
let  me  have  home  with  me. 

Fal.  That  can  hardly  be,  Mr.  Shalloiv.  Do  not  you 
grieve  at  thfs  ;  I  fliall  be  fent  for  in  private  to  hira  : 
iook  you,  he  muft  feem  thus  to  the  world.  Fear  not 
your  advancement,  1  will  be  the  man  yet  that  ftiall 
make  you  great. 

ShaL  I  cannot  perceive  how,  unlefs  you  give  me 
your  doublet,  and  fluff  me  out  with  Itraw.  I  befeech 
you,  good  Sir  'JolHi  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my 
thoufand. 

Fal.  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word.  Thh,  that 
you  heard,  was  but  a  colour, — - — 

^hal.  A  colour,  I  it^av^  that  you  will  die  in,  Sir 
John, 

Fal.  Fear  no  colours  :  go  with  me  to  dinner :  come, 
lieutenant  Pijioli  come,  Bardolph,  I  ftiall  be  fent  for 
foon  at  night. 

Entir 
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Enter  Chief  Jujiice  and  Prince  John. 

Ch.  Juji.  Go,    carry  Sir  John  Faljiaff  to  the  fleet. 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him. 

Fal.  My  lord,  my  lord, 

Ch.  JuJi.  I  cannot  now  fpeak,  I  will  hear  you  foonJ 
Take  them  away. 

Pi^,  Sifortuna  me  [a]  tormenta^  ilfperare  me  coatenta. 

\Exeunt. 
Manent  Lancafter,  and  Chief  Jujiice. 

Lan.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  King's. 
He  hath  intent,  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for  ; 
But  they  are  banifh'd,  'till  their  converfations 
Appear  more  wife  and  modeft  to  the  world. 

Ch.  JuJi.   And  fo  they  are. 

Lan.  The  King  hath  call'd  his  Parliament,  my  lord. 

Ch.  JuJi.  He  hath. 

Lan,  I  will  lay  odds,  that  ere  this  year  expire. 
We  bear  our  civil  fwords  and  native  fire 
As  far  as  France.     I   heard  a  bird  fo  fing, 
Whofe  mufick,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'd  the  King. 
Come,  will  you  hence  ?  {^Exeunt. 

[  C^)  — tormenta,  il  fperare  me  conteuta,  Oxford  Editor — Vulg, 

torvienta  fpcra  n:e  eonteiito.']^ 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  a  Dancer. 

FIRST,  my /ear  ;  then,  my  court* fie  ;  lajl,  my  fpeech. 
My  fear  is  your  difpleafure  \  my  court  fie,  my  duty  ; 
»nd  my  fpeech,  to  beg  your  pardons.  If  you  look  for  a 
good  fpeech  no~ju,  you  undo  me  ;  for  njchat  I  ha-ve  to  fay 
is  of  mine  onvn  making,  and  n,'jhat,  indeed,  IJhouldfay, 
ivill,  1  doubt^  prO've  mine  oivn  marring.  But  to  the 
furpofe,  and  fo  to  the  venture.  Be  it  knoivu  to  you, 
(as  it  is  'very  'well)  1  ivas  lately  here  in  the  end  of 
a  dijp/eafinz  Play,  to  pray  your  patience  for  it,  and 
to  pcmile  you  a  better,  I  did  mean,  indeed,  to  pay 
you  iKiith  this  ;  ijohich  if,  like  an  ill  fuenture,  it  come 
vnluckily  home^  I  break  ;  and  you,  my  gentle  creditors, 
iofe.  Here,  Ipromifed  you,  I  'v.-ould  be,  and  here  I 
con.mit  my  body  to  your  mercic  :  bate  me  fame,  and  I 
nvill  pay  you  fome,  and,  as  mofi  debtors  do,  promife  you 
infinitely. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  sntreat you  to  acquit  me,  nvill  you 
command  me  to  ufe  my  legs  ?  and  yet  that  ivere  but  light 
payment,  to  dance  out  of  your  debt :  but  a  good  confidence 
nvili  make  any  pofjible  fiat isfiaSi ion,  and  fio  ivill  I.  All 
the  gentle<vjc?nen  here  karve  fiorgi'veri  me  ;  ifi  the  gentle- 
men ixjill  not,  then  the  gentlemen  do  not  agree  ivith  the 
gentlen-Komen,  njuhich  ivas  never  fieen  befiore  in  fiuch  an 
cififembly. 

One  'word  more,  1  lefieech  you  ;  ifi  you  he  not  too  much 
cloyed  'with  fiat  meaty  our  humble  author  'ojill  continue 
the  fiory  'with  Sir  John  in  it,  and  make  you  merry  'with 
fair  Catharine  ofi  France  -,  'where,  for  any  thing  Ikno'w, 
FalftafF  pall  die  ofi  a  fi'weat,  unlefs  already  he  he  kiltd 
nvith  your  hard  opinions  :  '  fo^  Oldcaftle  died  a  martyr, 
and  this  is  not  the  man.  IV'^y  tongue  is  'weary  :  ivhen 
my  legs  are  too,  1  'will  bid  you  good  night,  and  fio  kneel 
do'wn  befiore  you  ;  but,  indeed,   to  pray  fior  the  ^een. 

I  for  Oldcaftle  died  a  martyr^  This  alludes  to  a  play  in  which 
§ir  John  Oldcajile  was  put  for  Falftaff,  Mr.  Pope. 
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tcith  other  Attendants. 

The  SCENEj  at  the  beginning  of  the  Play,  lies  in  England  j  hkt 

fifterivardsj   'ivtc'ly  in  France 
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PROLOGUE. 

«  I  /^  For  a  Mufe  of  fire,    that  ^^ould  afcend 

KJ  **    The  brightefi  heanjen  of  indention  I 
«   A  kingdom  for  a  f  age,    Frinces  to  aSi, 
«  And  Monarch^  to  behold  the  f'weUing  fcene  ! 
«   Then  fjouid  the  m^ar like  M^rry,   like  him felf 
**   A  fume  the  port  of  Mars  ;    and,    at  his  heels, 
"  fLeafht  in,  like  hounds,)  fhould  famine,  f-:ord  andfire^ 
"   Crow  h  for  employment.      Pardon,   gentles  all, 
The  flat  unraifedfpirit,  that  hath  dard. 
On  this  unworthy  fcaffold,  to  bring  forth 
So  great  anobjeSl.      Can  this  Cock-pit  hold 
The  'vafty  field  of  France  ?   or  may  nve  cram. 
Within  tLisn.KOodtn  O,   ''the  'very  cajkes 
"   That  did  af right  the  air,  at  Agincourt  ? 
G,  pardon  ;  fince  a  crooked  figure  may 
Attefi  in  little  place  a  million  ; 
And  let  us,    cyphers  to  this  great  accompt. 
On  your  imaginary  forces  ivork, 
Suppofe  ivithin  the  girdle  of  thefe  'walls 
Are  noiv  confin  d  in^:o  mighty  monarchies  ; 
'*   ^  Who/e  high  up-reared,    and  abutting  fonts 
"  Perillous,    the  narro'W  ocean  parts  afunder. 

1  0  for  a  Mufe  of  fire,  &c.l  This  gees  upcn  the  notion  of  the 
Peripatetic  Syftem,  which  imagines  leveral  Heavens  one  above  ano- 
ther ;  the  hft  and  higheft  of  which  was  one  of  fire. 
4   TVhofe  high  tip-reared,  and  abuttir.g  fnrrti. 

The  perillous   narrow  ueai7  pa.ti  afunder.'}    Without- 
doubt  the  author  wrote, 

TVhofe  high  up-reared,   and  ahvtting  fronts 
Perillous,    the  narrow  ocean partz  afutider  j 
for- his  purpofe  is  to  <h°w,   that  the  h'ghe.'l  danj-,.i  a'    as  hom  the' 
fhock   of  their  meeting  5  and  that  it  is  but  a  little   ;'-ing  which 
keeps  them  afunder.     This  fenfe  my  emendation  gives   us,  as^the- 
common  reading  gives  us  a  contrary  5  for  thofe  whom  a  perillous 
*cean  parti  afunder^  are  in  aa  danger  of  meeting, 
*  FiiC9^ 


PROLOGUE. 

Piece  out  our  imperfe^iom  njuith  your   thoughts  : 

Into  a  thouf and  parts  dtnjtde  one  man. 

And  ?nuke  imaginary  puijfance: 

Think y  nxjhen  ive  talk  of  horfes,   that  you  fee  them 

Printing  their  proud  hoofs  i    th""  reeei'viftg  earth. 

For  "'tis  your  thoughts  that  nonjo  muft  deck  our  Kings ^ 

Carry  them  here^  and  there  ;  jumping  o' er  times  ; 

Turning  th""  accompUJhment  of  fr:any  \ears 

Into  a?!  hour  gUfs  :  for  the  nvhich  fnpply. 

Admit  ms  Chorus  to  this  hiJio>y  ; 

Whoy  prolague-like,  your  humble  patience  fray^ 

Gently  to  b£ari  kindly  to  judge,  our  Play, 


Tk; 
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'The  LIFE  of 

King  HE NRrV. 

A  C  T    I.      SCENE    I. 

jfn  Antechamber   in  the  Englifli  Gffurty^   at 
Kenilworth*, 

Enter  tht  Jrch-ii^op  of  Ca.ntcihury,  andBiQiop  of  Ely,, 
*  Arch'bijhop  ^Canterbury. 

MY  lord,  rU  tell  you  ;  that  felf  bill  is  urg'd. 
Which,  in  th'  eleventh  year  o'  th'   M  King's, 
reign. 
Was  like,   and  had,  indeed  againft  us  paft,^ 
But  that  the  fcambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  pufh  it  out  of  further  queftion. 

Ely.  But  how,  my  lord,  fhall  we  refift  itnow  ? 
Cant.   It  muft  be  thought  on  :  if  it  pafs  againft  us^. 
We  lofe  the  better  half  of  our  poffeflion : ; 

1  ^he  life  of  Henry  V.J     This  play  was  writ  (as  appears  from 
a  pallage  in  the  chorus  to  the  fifth  aft)  at  the  time  of  the  Earl  of ' 
Effex\  comnaanding    the   forces  in    Ireland  \n  the  reign  of  Queen 
Elizabeth,  and  not  till  after  Henry  the  Vlth  had  been  playe^  as 
may  be  feen  by  the  conclufion  of  this  play, .  Mr.  Pope 

2  Arch-bijhop  of  Canterbury.]     This  firft  fcene  was  addid  fince  • 
the  edition  of  1608,  which  is  much  fhort  of  the  prefent  editions, 
wherein   the   fpeeches  are   generally  enlarg'd  and  raifed  :  Several 
who  e  fcenes  belides,  aad  all  the  chorus's  alfo,  were  fmce  added  by 
^hakefpcar,  Ua,  Fope,_  ' 
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For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 

By  tertament  have  given  to  the  Church, 

Would  they  Orip  from  us ;    being  valuM  thus, 

As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  the  King's  honour^ 

Full  fifteen  Earls  and  fifteen  hundred  Knights, 

Six  thouland  and  two  hundred  good  Efquires  ; 

And  to  relief  of  lazars,  and  weak  age 

Of  indigent  faint  fouls,   paft  corporal  toil, 

A  hundred  alms  houfes,  right  well  ftipply'd; 

And  to  the  coffers  of  the  King,  befide, 

A  thoufand  pounds  by  th'  year.     Thus  runs  the  bill".- 

Ely.  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant,  'Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all. 

Ely.  But  what  prevention  ? 

Cant.  The  King  is  full  of  grace  and  fair  regard.. 

Ely.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  Church. 

Cant.  The  courfes  of  his  youth  promis'd  it  not  ;■, 
The  breath  no  fooner  left  his  father's  body.. 
But  that  his  wildnefs,   mortify'd  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  die  too;    yea,  at  that  very  moment,, 
•*  Confideration,  like  an  angel,  came, 
**  And  whipt  th'  offending  Jdam  out  of  him;, 
•*  Leaving  his  Body  as  a  Paradife, 
**  T'invelope  and  contain  celeflial  fpirits.. 
Never  was  fuch  a  fuddcn  fchclar  made: 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood 
With  fuch  a  heady  current,   fcow'ring  faults:.. 
Nor  ever  /:fy^rii- headed  wilfulnefs 
So  foon  did  lofe  his  feat,  and  all  at  once,. 
As  in  this  King. 

Ely.  We're  blefTed  in  the  change. 

Cant.   5  Hear  him  but  rcafoiv  in  divinity-j . 

3  Hear  him  lut  reafon  in  di'vinhy,  &c.]  This  fpeech  feems  t6' 
have  been  copied  from  King  yames^  prelates,  fpeaking  of  their 
Solomon  }  when  Archbifhop  Wbirgift,  who,  as  an  eminent  writer 
favs,  died  foon  afterivards,  and  prohcbly  doated  then,  at  the 
Hampton-Court  conference;,  declared  hrmfelf  'uerily  perfuaded, 
that  his  facred  Majejiy  fpakr  hy  the  Spirit  of  God.  And,  in  efFedl,. 
this  fcene  was  added  after  King  James'"?,  accelTion  to  the  crown  •  . 
So  that  we  have  no  way  of  avoiding  its  being  efteemed  a  compli-- 
aaeptto  bim^  but  by  fuppofing  it  was  a  fatire  on  bii  tipops. 

And* 


King   Henry    V.  287 

And,  all-admiring,  with  an   inward  wi(h 

You  would  defire,  the  Kin^y  were  made  a  Prelate. 

Hear  him  debate  of  common  weaich  aiTairs, 

You'd  fay,   it  hath  been  aJl  in  all  his  ftudy. 

Lift  his  difcourfe  of  war,   and  you  fhalL  hear 

A  fearful  battle  render'd  you  in  mufick.. 

Turrr  him  to  any  caufe  of  policy, 

The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe. 

Familiar  as  his  garter.      When  he  fpeaks,. 

The  air,   a  charcer'd  libertine,  is  ftill ; 

And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears. 

To  fteal  hia  fweet  and  honied  fentences : 

So  that  the  (a)  Ad,    and  pradic  part  of  life, 

Muft  be  themiftrefs  to  this  theorique; 

Which  is  a  wonder  how  his  Grace  (hould  glean  it^ 

Since  his  addidlion  was  to  courfes  vain  ; 

His  companies  unletter'd,  rude  and  (hallow  ; 

His  hours  fillM  up  with   riots,   banquets,  iports;: 

And  never  noted  in  him  any  ftudy. 

Any  retirement,    any  fequeilration 

From  open  haunts  and  popularity. 

Ely.  The  Strawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle. 
And  wholfom  berries  thrive,   and  ripen  beft, 
Nsighbour'd  by  fruit  of  bafer  quality  : 
And  fo  the  Prince  obfcur'd  his  contemplation 
Under  the  veil  of  wildnefs  ;  which,  no  doubtj 
Grew  like  the  fummergrafs,  fafteft  by  night, 
Unfeen,   yet  crefcive  in  his  faculty. 

Cant.    It  muft  be  fo  ;  for  miracles  are  ceas'd  • 
And  therefore  we  mjift  needs  admit  the  means. 
How  things  are  perfeded. 

Ely.  But,   my  good  lord. 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill, 
Urg'd  by  the  Commons  ?    doth  his  Majefty 
Incline  to  it,   or  no  ? 

Cant,   He  feems  indifferent  ; 
Or  rather  fwaying  more  upon  our  part. 
Than  cheri(hing  th'  exhibiters  againft  us. 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  Majefty, 

[  (a)  Aa,  Mr  Theobalds      ■    Vulg,  Art.^ 

Upor 
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Upon  our  fpiritual  Convocation  ; 
And  in  regard  of  caufes  now  in  hand. 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  Grace  at  large. 
As  touching  France,  to  give  a  greater  Sum, 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  Clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  predecefTors  part  withal. 

Ely,  How  did  this  offer  feem  receiv'd,   my  lord  ? 

Cant.   With  good  acceptance  of  his  Majefty  : 
Save  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear 
(As,  I  perceiv'd,   his  Grace  would  fain  have  done) 
The  feverals,   and  unhidden  paifages 
Of  his  true  titles  to  fome  certain  Dukedoms,. 
And,  generally,  to  the  Crown  of  France, 
Deriv'd  from  Edivard  his  great  grandfather. 

-£/y.  What  was  th'  impediment,  that  broke  this  off?; 

Cant.  The  French  Amh^L^Ador  upon  that  inftant 
Crav'd  audience;  and  the  hour,  I  think,  is  coma- 
To  give  him  hearing.     Is  it  four  o'clock  ? 

Ely.    It  is. 

Cant.  Then  go  we  in  to  know  his  embaffie :: 
Which  I  could  with  a  ready  guefs  declare. 
Before  tiie  Frenchman  fpeaks  a  word  of  it. 

Ely..  I'll  wait  upon  you,   and  I  long  to  hear  it. 

[Exeunt;. 
SCENE     II. 

Opens  to  the  Prefence. 

Enter  King  Henry     Gloucefter,    Bedford     Clarence,. 

Warwick,   Weftmorland,  ^»^  Exeter. 
K.  Henry.  TX  7HERE  is  my  gracious  lord  of  Can- 
VV         terbury? 
Exe.   Not  here  in  prefence.- 
K.  Henry,  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. . 
We/i.   4  Shall  we  call  in  th'  ambaffador,    my  Liege  ? 
K.  Henry.    Not  yet,  my  coufm ;  we  would  be  rc-- 
folv'd. 
Before  we  hear  hin>, ,  of;  fome  things  of  weight, 
/  That  talk  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France, 

4.  Shall  ive  call  in,  &c.]  Here  began  the  old  plav.     Mr.  Pope'' 

5,  Tbat  taik  our  thi^^bts,^.,^,^}  7aJk,iQi  employ  fiinply. 

'     ,.  BttOh- 
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Enfgr  the  Archbijhop  of  Canterbury,  and  Bi/hop  of  Ely. 
Cant    God  and  his  angels  guard  your  facred  throne. 
And  make  you  long  become  it  ! 

K.  Henry.  Sure,  we  thank  you. 
My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed  ; 
And  juftly  and   religioufly  unfold. 
Why  the  law  Salike,    that  they  have  in  France, 
Or  ihould,  or  lliould  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And,  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithfuiJord, 
That  you  (hould  fafhion,  wreft,  or  bow  your  reading; 
Or  nicely  charge  your  underftanding  foul 
With  opening  titles  mifcreate,    whofe  right 
Sutes  not   in  native  colours  with  the  truth. 
For,  God  doth  know,  how  many  now  in  health 

Shall  drop  their  blood,  in  approbation 

Of  what  your  reverence  (hall  incite  qs  to. 

Therefore  take  heed,  ^  how  you  impawn  our  perfon  j 

How  you  awake  our  fleeping  fword  of  war  : 

We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God,    take  heed. 

For  never  two  fuch  kingdoms  did  contend 

Without  much  fall  of  blood  ;  whofe  guiltlefs  drops 

Are  every  one  a  v;oe,   a  fore  complaint, 

'Gainft  him,   whofe  wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  fwordfr. 

That  make  fuch  wafte  in  brief  mortality. 

Under  this  conjuration,  fpeak,   my  lord  ; 

For  we  will  hear,   note,   and  believe  in  heart, 

That  what  you  fpeak  is  in  your  confcience  wafht. 

As  pure  as  fm  with  baptifm. 

Cant.  Then  hear  me,   gracious  Sovereign,   and  yoa 
Peers, 

That  owe  your  lives,  your  faith,  and  fervices. 

To  this  imperial  throne.     7  There  is  no  bar 

6  ^  hoivyou  impawn  our  perfon  ;]  hipaivtiy  for  engage 

fimply.  ,    . 

y There  is  no  bar,   &c.]    This  whole  fpeech  is  copied 

(in  a  manner  wrbatiin)  from  HaWs  Chronicle,  Henry  V,  year 
the  fecond,  folio  4.  xx,  xxx,  xl,  &c.  In  the  firft  edition  it  is 
very  impeifeft,  and  the  whole  hiftory  and  names  of  the  princes 
are  confounded  ;  but  this  was  afterwards  fet  right,  and  correfted 
from  his  original,  Hail'i  Cloromde,  Mr.  Pope. 

Ta 
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To  make  againft  your  Highnefs'  claim  to  France, 

But  this  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond  i 

In  t  err  am  Salicam  Mu/ieres  ne  fuccedant  ; 

"No  Woman  Jhall  fucceed  in  Salike  land  : 

Which  Sa/ih  land  the  French  unjuftly  gloze 

To  be  the  realm  of  France,   and  Pharamond 

The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  bar. 

Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  affirm. 

That  the  land  Salike  lies  in  Germany, 

Between  the  floods  of  Sala  and  of  Ehe : 

Where  Charles  the  great,  having  fubdu'd  the  Saxon:, 

There  left  behind  and  fettled  certain  French  : 

Who,  holding  in  difdain  the  German  women. 

For  fome  dilhoneft  manners  of  their  life, 

Eilablilht  then  this  law  ;  to  wit,   no  female 

Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salike  land  : 

Which  Salike,   as  I  faid,    'twixt  Elaie  and  Sala, 

Is  at  this  day  in  Gerfnafjy  call'd  Meifen, 

Thus  doth  it  well  appear,   the  Salike  law 

Was  not  devifed  for  the  realm  of  France  ; 

Nor  did  the  French  pofTefs  the  Salike  land. 

Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 

After  defundion  of  King  Pharamond, 

(Idly  fuppos'd  the  founder  of  this  law  ;) 

Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 

Four  hundred  twenty  fix  ;   and  Charles  the  great 

Subdu'd  the  Saxons,   and  did  feat  the  French 

Beyond  the  river  Sala  in  the  year 

Eight  hundred  five.     Eefides,  their  writers  fay. 

King  Petin,  which  depofed  Childerick, 

Did  as  heir  general  (being  defcended 

Of  Blithild,    which  was  daughter  to  King  Clothair) 

Make  claim  and  title  to  the  Crown  of  France. 

Hugh  Capet  alfo,    who  ufurp'd  the  Crown 

Of  Charles  the  Duke  of   Lorain,  fole  heir  male 

Of  the  true  line  and  ftock  of    Charles  the  great, 

*  To  fine  his  title  with  fome  (hews  of  truth, 

(Though,   in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  naught) 

Convey 'd  himfelf  as  heir  to  th'  lady  Lingare, 

%  Todae  bis  title^-mm^J  i,e,  refine,  purify. 

Daugfe- 
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Daughter  to  Charlemain^  who  was  the  fon 

To  Lenvii  th'  Emperor,  which  was  the  fon 

Of  Charles  the  Great.     Alfo  King  9  Lenuis  the  ninth. 

Who  was  fole  heir  to  the  ufurper  Capet, 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  confcience, 

Wearing  the  Crown  of  Trance^  'till  fatisfy'd 

That  fair  Queen  Ifabel,  his  grandmother. 

Was  lineal  of  the  lady  Ermengere, 

Daughter  to  Charles  the  forefaid  Duke  of  Lorain  : 

By  the  which  match  the  Vmcoi  Charles  the  great 

Was  re-united  to  the  Crown  oi  France. 

So  that,  as  clear  as  is  the  fummer's  fun. 

King  Pepin^s  title,  and  Hugh  Capet''s  claim, 

'  King  Lett  is  his  Pofieffion,   all  appear 

To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female. 

So  do  the  Kings  of  France  until  this  day  : 

Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salike  law, 

To  bar  your  Highnefs  claiming  from  the  female  5 

And  rather  chufe  to  hide  them  in  a  net, 

*  Than  amply  to  imbare  their  crooked  tit'es, 

Ufurpt  from  you  and  your  progenitors. 

K.  Hemy.  May  I  with  right  and  confcience  make  this 

claim  .? 
Cant.  The  fin  upon  my  head,  dread  Sovereign  { 
For  in  the  book  of  Numbers  it  is  writ, 
J   When  the  fon  dies,  let  the  inheritance 
Defcend  unto  the  Daughter.  Gracious  lord. 
Stand  for  your  own,  unwind  your  bloody  flag  : 
Look  back  into  your  mighty  anceftors  ; 
Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  your  great  grandfire's  tomb. 
From  whom  you  claim  ;  invoke  his  warlike  fpirit, 
And  your  great  uncle  Edward  iht  black  Prince  ; 
Who  on  the  French  ground  play'd  a  Tragedy, 


9—  Lewis  the  ninth,']  tenth.     See  Hali,  he.  cit. 

Mr.  Pope, 

I  King  Lewis  his  Poffeflion.- ]    Satisfaftlon.     See  Hall, 

he.  cit.  Mr.  Pope. 

z  Than  openly  to  imbrace, ]   The  two  ©Id  Folios  read.  Than 

ar  -ly  to  imbarre.     Hence   it  appears  we  fliould  read.  Than   amply 
to    IMBARE,  /.e.   lay  open,  make  naked,  expofe  to  view. 

3  When  the  fon  dies.]  Man.     See  Hall,  loc.  cit.         Mr.  Popt, 

Making 


2  92  King  Henry  V. 

Making  defeat  on  the  full  ^avj^r  oi  France  ; 
While  his  moft  mighty  Father,  on  a  hill. 
Stood  fmiling,  to  behold  his  Lion'i,  whelp 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  Nobility. 
O  noble  Englijh,   that  could  entertain 
With  iialf  iiiei'-  forces  the  full  pow'r  of  France  -, 
And  let  another  half  Hand  laughing  by. 
All  out  of  work,  +  and  cold  for  adtion  ! 

Ely.  Awake  remembrance  of  thefe  valiant  dead. 
And  with  your  puiifant  arm  renew  their  feats  ! 
You  are  their  heir,  you  fit  upon  their  throne  ; 
The  blood  and  courage,  that  renowned  them. 
Runs  in  your  veins  ;  and  my  thrice  puiffant  Liege 
Is  in  the  very    May  morn  of  his  youth, 
Ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprifes. 

Exe,    Your   brother    Kings  and   Ivlonarchs  of  the 
earth 
Do  all  expea  that  you  fliould  rouze  your  felf ; 
As  did  the  former  Lions  of  your  blood. 

Wejl,    s  They  know,  your  Race  had    caofe,  and 
means,  and  might  : 
So  hath  your  Highnefs  ;  never  King  of  England 
Had  Nobles  riche--,  and  more  loyal  -^ubjedts  ; 
Whofe  he;ir:s  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  EngJan^, 
And  lie  pavilion'd  in  the  field  of  France, 
^  O  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  Liege, 
With  blood  and  Iword,  and  hre,   to  win  your  right. 

Cant.   In  aid  v/hereof,  we  of  the  Spiritualty 
Will  raife  )our  Highnefs  fuch  a  mighty  fura. 
As  never  did  the  Clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  anceftors. 

4 and  cold  for  aflion  !  ]  Not  indifterent  to  the  work,  but 

cold  for  want  of  being  employed  in  it. 

5  They  know  your  Grace  hath  caufe,  andmcans^  and  mighty 
So  hath  your  Highnefs,       -  ]  We  fhould  read, 

— '-'     your  Kacz  had  canfe,  - 

which  is  carrying  on  the  fenfe  of  the  concluding  words  of  Exeter,. 

Ai  did  the  former  Lions  of  your  blood. 
meaning  Ed-juard  III,   and   the  Black  Prince. 

6  0,  let  their  bodies  folloiv,  &c.]  Thefe  two  lines,  with  a 
high  indecorum,  are  given  to  the  Archbifhop  :  but  they  belong 
to  Wefimorland  ,  and  Canterbury  begins. 

In  aid  ivhereofy  %ve  of  the  Spiritualty,  &c. 

K.  Henry » 
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K.  Henry. V^e  muft  not  on]yarm  t'invade  the  French, 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Againil  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us 
With  all  advantages. 

Cant.  They  of  thofe  Marches,  gracious  Sovereign^ 
Shall  be  a  wall  fufficient  to  defend 
Our  Inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K.  Henry.  We  do  not  mean  the  couifing  fnatchers 
only,  ^ 
But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  dill  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us : 
For,  you  (hall  read,  that  my  great  grandfather 
7  Ne'er  went  with  his  full  forces  into  France, 
But  that  the  Scot  on  his  uhfurnifht  kingdom 
Came  pouring,  like  a  tide  into  a  breach. 
With  ample  and  brim  fulnefs  of  his  force  ; 
Galling  the  gleaned  land  with  hot  affays  ; 
Girding  with  grievous  fiege  caftles  and  towns  ; 
That  England y  being  empty  of  defence, 
Hath  fhook,  and  trembled,  at  th'  ill  neighbourhood. 

Cant,  *She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  than  harm'd, 
my  Liege ; 
^  For  hear  her  beft  exampled  by  her  felf ; 
When  all  her  chivalry    hath  been  in  France, 
And  fhe  a  mourning  widow  of  her  Nobles, 
She  hath  her  felf  not  only  well  defended. 
But  taken  and  impounded  as  a  ftray 
The  King  of  Scots  ;  whom  Ihe  did  fend  to  France, 
To  fill  King  Edivard's  fame  with  prifoner  Kings  ; 
9  And  make  his  chronicle  as  rich  with  prize. 

As 

7  Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France. J  Shake/pear  wrote 
the  line  thus, 

Ne''er   ivent   loith  his    FULL    forces  into   France. 
The    following  expreflions  of  unfurnijht    kingdom ^    gleaned    land, 
and  empty  of  defence  fhew  this. 

8  For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  herflf  •^'\     We  ihould  read. 

For  hear  her  best    exampled 

;".  e.  her  own  hiftory  will  be  our  bt-ft  inftruftion  in  this  pcint. 

9  And  make  his  chronicle  as  rich  with  praise,]  He  is  fneak- 
ing  of  King  Edivard's  prifoners }  fo  that  it  appears  Shalfpear 
wrote. 
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As  is  the  ouzy  bottom  of  the  Sea 

Vith  funken  wreck  and  fumlefs  treafuries. 

*  Exe.  But  there's  a  faying  very  old  and  true, 
*  1/  that  you  iviJJ  FrsLuce  <wia,  then  ivith  Scotland /r/ 

begin. 
For  once  the  Eagle  England  being  in  prey. 
To  her  unguarded  neft  the  Weazel,    Scot, 
Comes  fneaking,  and  fo  fucks  her  princely  eggs  j 
Playing  the  Moufe  in  abfence  of  the  Cat, 
To  (a)  taint,  and  havock,  more  than  fhe  can  eat. 

Ely.  It  follows  then,  the  Cat  mull  (lay  at  home, 
3  Yet  that  is  but  a  'scusM  neceffity  i 
Since  we  have  locks  to  fafegu.ard  neceflaries. 
And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 
Th'  advifed  head  defends  itfelf  at  home  : 
For  Government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower. 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  confent  ; 
Congreeing  in  a  full  and  natural  clofe. 
Like  mufick. 

Cant.  Therefore  heaven  doth  divide 
The  Hate  of  man  in  divers  fundlions, 

■  '»  ai  rich  ivith  prize, 

i.  e.  captures,  booty.     Without  this,  there  is  neither  beauty  nor 
likenefs  in  the  fimihtude. 

I  Ely.  But  there's  a  fayir.g^licc.']  This  fpeech,  which  is  dif- 
fuafive  of  the  war  with  France,  is  abfurdiy  given  to  one  of  the 
churchnnen  in  confederacy  to  pufh  the  King  upon  it,  as  appears  by 
the  firft  fcene  of  this  aft.  Befides  the  poet  had  here  an  eye  to 
Hall,  who  gives  this  obfervation  to  the  Duke  of  Exeter.  But  the 
editors  have  made  Ely  and  Exeter  change  fides,  and  fpeak  one 
another's  fpeeches  ;  for  this,  which  is  given  to  Ely,  is  Exeter's  j 
and  the  following  given  to  Exeter,  is  Ely's. 

2  If  that  you  -Will  France  ivifj.  Sec]  Hall's  Chronicle.  Her?,  V. 
year  2.  fol.  7.  p.  2.  x.  Mr,  Poj)e. 

3  Tet  that  is  but  a  curs'd  neccjjity  ;  ]  So  the  old  Quarto.  The 
Folios  read  crujh'd :  neither  of  the  words  are  pertinent,  'Tis 
Exeter's  bufinefs  to  fliew  there  is  no  unavoidable  ncctflity  of  ftay- 
ing  at  home.     We  muft  read  therefore, 

" a    'scus'd  nec-'JJity  ; 

i.e.  a  neceffity  that  may  be  excufed  j  but  a  feeming  neceflity,  not 
a  real  one. 

[  (a)  taint.  Mr.  TheobaU.^Yxx^^.     tear.] 

Setting 
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Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion  : 

To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt. 

Obedience  ;  for  fo  work  the  honey  Bees; 

+  Creatures,  that  by  a  ruling  nature  teach 

The  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 

They  have  a  King,  and  officers  of  fort ; 

«*  Where  fome,  like  magiftrates,  corred  at  home  : 

"  5  Others,  like  merchant-venturers,  trade  abroad; 

**  Others,  like  foldiers,  armed  in  their  ftings, 

**  Make  boot  upon  the  fummer's  velvet  buds : 

•*  Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 

•*  To  the  rent-royal  of  their  Emperor  : 

«*  Who,  bufied  in  his  majeily,  furveys 

**  The  finging  mafon  building  roofs  of  gold  ; 

«*  6  The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey  ; 

"  The  poor  mechanick  porters  crowding  in 

'*  Their  heavy  burthens  at  his  narrow  gate  : 

"  The  fad  ey'd  Juftice  with  his  furly  hum, 

*'  Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 

**  The  lazy  yawning  drone.     I  this  infer. 

That  many  things,  having  full  reference 

To  one  confent,  may  work  contrarioufiy  : 

As  many  arrows,  loofed  feveral  ways. 

Come  to  one  mark  :  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  town  ; 

4  Creatures,  that  by  a  kvi^s.  in  nature  teach^  The  ediA 
tors  have  made  the  poet  fay  the  direct  contrary  to  what  he  in- 
tended. He  would  fay,  that  the  bees  inJiinSi'vely  teach  j  they  fay, 
that  bees  aEi  by  a  rule  in  nature.      We  fhould  read. 

Creatures,   that    by  a   ruling    nature   teach 
i.e.  by  a  governing  nature.    And  this  the  argument  requires.    For 
if  bees  did   it  by  a   ruling  nature,  it  is  reafon  we   fhould  imitate 
them  ;   not  fo,  if  only  by  a  rule  in  nature  j  for  all  animals  are  not 
to  go  by  one  and  the  fame  rule. 

c^  Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad  -^  1  What 
is  the  venturing  trade  ?  I  am  perfuaded  we  fhould  read  and  point 
it  thui, 

Others,  like   merchant-venturers,  trade  abroad. 

6  The  ci'vil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey  j  J  This  may 
f'offibly  be  right ;  but  I  rather  think  that  Shakefpear  wrote 
HEADING  Up  the  honey -^  alluding  to  the  putting  up  merchandife 
in  cafks.  And  this  is  in  faft  the  cafe.  The  honey  being  headed 
up  in  feparate  and  diftindl  cells  by  a  thin  membrane  of  wax  drawn 
over  the  mouth  of  each  of  them,  to  hinder  the  liquid  matter  from 
running  out. 

As 
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As  many  frefh  ftreams  meet  in  one  fait  Tea  ; 
As  many  lines  clofe  in  the  dial's  center  j 
7  So  may  a  thoufand  adlions,  't  once  a- foot. 
End  in  one  purpofe,  and  be  all  well  borne 
Without  defeat.     Therefore  to  France,  my  Liege. 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four. 
Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France', 
And  you  withal  (hall  make  all  Gallia  fhake  : 
If  we,  with  thrice  fuch  powers  left  at  home. 
Cannot  defend  our  own  doors  from  the  dog. 
Let  us  be  worried ;  and  our  Nation  lofe 
The  name  of  hardinefs  and  policy. 

K.   Henry,    Call  in    the  meffengers  fent  from  the 
Dauphin. 
Now  are  we  well  refolv'd  ;  and  by  God's  help 
And  yours,  the  noble  finews  of  our  power, 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe. 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces.     There  we'll  fit, 
Ruling  in  large  and  ample  empery, 
O'er  France,  and  all  her  almoft  kingly  Dukedoms  ; 
Or  lay  thefe  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 
Tomblefs,  with  no  remembrance  over  them. 
Either  our  Hiftory  {hall  with  full  mouth 
Speak  freely  of  our  a6ls  ;  orelfe  our  grave, 
Like  7urkijh  mute,  Ihall  have  a  tonguelefs  mouth .; 
Not  worftiipt  with  a  waxen  epitaph. 

SCENE     IIL 

Enter    Jmbajfadors   of  France. 
Now  are  we  well  prepar'd  to  know  the  pleafure 
Of  our  fair  coufin  Dauphin  ;  for  we  hear, 
Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  King. 

Amb.  May't  pleafe  your  Majefly  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge  : 

7  So  may  a  thoufand  aBioni^  once  a-foot^  The  fpeaker  ig 
endeavouring  to  fhew,  that  the  ftate  is  able  to  execute  many  pro- 
je£led  a£lions  at  once,  and  conduft  them  all  to  their  completion, 
without  imper''r.g  or  joftling  one  another  in  their  courfe.  iihake. 
fpear^  therefore,  muft  have  wrote,  'f  once  a  foot^  i.  e,  at  once  : 
or,  oivfoot  together. 

Or 
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Or  (hall  we  fparingly  (hew  you  far  off 
The  Dauphins  meaning,  and  our  embafTie  ? 

K.  Henry.  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  chrillian  King, 

8  Unto  whofe  grace  our  paffion  is  as  fubjedl. 
As  are  our  wretches  fetter'd  in  our  prifons : 
Therefore,  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainnefs, 
Tell  us  the  Dauphin  s  mind. 

Jmb.  Thus  then,  in  few. 
Your  Highnefs,  lately  fending  into  France » 
Did  claim  fome  certain  Dukedoms  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predece(ror,  Ednjoard  the  third. 
In  anfwer  of  which  claim,  the  Prince  our  mafter 
Says,  that  you  favour  too  much  of  your  youth  ; 
And  bids  you  be  advis'd  :  there's  nought  in  France, 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galliard  won ; 
You  cannot  revel  into  Dukedoms  there  : 
He  therefore  fends  you  (meeter  for  your  fpirit) 
This  tun  of  treafure  ;  and  in  lieu  of  this, 
Defires  you,  let  the  Dukedoms,  that  you  claim. 
Hear  no  more  of  you.     This  the  Dauphin  fpeaks. 

K.  Henry.  What  treafure,  uncle  ? 

Exe.  Tennis-balls,  my  Liege. 

K.  Henry.   We're  glad,  the  Dauphin  is  fo  pleafaiit 
with  us. 
His  prefent,  and  your  pains,  we  thank  you  for. 
When  we  have  match'd  our  rackets  to  thefe  balls. 
We  will  in  France^  by  God's  grace,   play  a  fet. 
Shall  ftrikehis  father's  Crown  into  the  hazard. 
Tell  him,  h'ath  made  a  match  with  fuch  a  wrangler. 
That  all  the  Courts  of  France  wil^,  be  diiturb'd 
With  chaces.     And  we  underftand  him  well. 
How  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  vvilder  days ; 
Not  meafuring,  what  ufe  vi/e  made  of  them. 
We  never  valu'd  this  poor  feat  of  England, 

9  And  therefore,  living  hence,  did  give  our  felf 
To  barb'rous  licence  j  as  'tis  ever  common, 

8  Unto  whofe  grace ]  /•  e.  the  chriftian  grace. 

9  j4ni  therefore,  li'utng  hence,  --.--—.  ]  This  expreflion  has 
ftrength  and  energy :  He  never  valued  England,  and  therefore 
lived  hence,  i.  e.  as  if  abfent  from  it.  But  the  Oxford  Editor 
alters  hence  to  hen. 

Vol.  IV.  P  That 
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That  men  are  merrieft,  when  they  are  from  home. 

But  tell  the  Dauphin,  I  will  keep  my  State, 

Be  like  a  King,  and  fhew  my  fail  of  Greatnefs  ; 

When  I  do  rowze  me  in  m^  throne  of  France. 

For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  Majcfty, 

And  plodded  like  a  man  of  working  days ; 

But  1  will  rife  there  with  fo  full  a  glory. 

That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  France ; 

Yea,  ftrike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 

And  tell  the  pleafant  Prince,  this  mock  of  his 

Hath  turn'd  his  balls  to  gun-ftones  i  and  his  foul 

Shall  ftand  fore  charged  for  the  wafteful  vengeance 

That  (hall  fly  with  them  :   many  thoufand  widows. 

Shall  this  his  Mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  hufbands  j 

Mock  mothers  from  their  fons,  mock  caftlcs  down ; 

And  fome  are  yet  ungotten  and  unborn, 

That  (hall  have  caufe  to  curfe  the  Dauphin's  fcorn. 

But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 

To  whom  I  do  appeal ;  and  in  whofe  name. 

Tell  you  the  Dauphin,  I  am  coming  on 

To  venge  me  as  I  may  ;  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-ballow'd  caufe. 

So  get  you  hence  in  peace  ;  and  tell  the  Dauphin, 

His  jeft  will  favour  but  of  (hallow  wit. 

When  thoufands  weep,  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. 

Convey  them  with  fafe  condud.     Fare  ye  well. 

[Exeunt  Ambajfadors, 

Exe.  This  was  a  merry  me(rage. 

K.  Henry.  We  hope  to  make  the  fender  blu(h  at  it : 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hour. 
That  may  give  furth'rance  to  our  expedition  j 
For  we  have  now  no  thoughts  in  us  but  France, 
Save  thofe  to  God,  that  run  before  our  bufinefs. 
Therefore,  let  our  proportions  for  thefe  wars 
Be  foon  coUeded,  and  all  things  thought  upon. 
That  may  with  reafonabJe  fwifcrefs  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings :  for,  God  before, 
We'll  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore  let  every  man  now  ta(k  his  thought,  _ 

That  this  fair  adion  may  on  foot  be  brought.    [Exeunt 

SCENE 
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'  S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Before  Qjj  i  c  k  l  y'j  Eoufs  in  Eadcheap. 

Enter  Corporal  Nim,  and  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 

Bard.  1  T  r  E  L  L  met.   Corporal  Nim. 

V  V    A7w.  Good-morrow,  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 
Bard.   What,    are  /indent  PiJIol  and  you  friends 
yet  ? 

Nim.  For  my  part,  I  care  not :  I  fay  little ;  but 
when  time  fhall  ferve,  there  Ihall  be.  [_\fmiles'\  But  that 
(hall  be  as  it  may.  I  dare  not  fight,  but  I  will  wink 
and  hold  out  mine  iron  ;  it  is  a  fimple  one;  but  what 
though  ?  it  will  toaft  cheefe,  and  it  will  endure  cold  as 
another  man's  fword  will ;  and  there's  an  end. 

Bard.  I  will  beftow  a  breakfaft  to  make  you  friends, 
and  we'll  be  all  three  fworn  brothers  to  France :  let  it 
be  (o,  good  corporal  Nim. 

Nim.  Faith,  1  will  live  fo  long  as  1  may,  that's  the 
certain  of  it ;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  will 
do  as  I  may  j  that  is  my  reft,  that  is  the  rendezvous 
of  it. 

Bard.  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married  to 
Nel  ^ickly  J  and  certainly  (he  did  you  wrong,  for 
you  were  troth-plight  to  her. 

Nim.  I  cannot  tell,  things  muft  be  as  they  may  ; 
men  may  fleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about 
them  at  that  time  ;  and  fome  fay,  knives  have  edges : 

1  S  c  E  N  E  IV.]  Between  this  and  the  foregoing  fcene,  in  all 
the  editions  hitherto,  is  inferted  the  chorus  which  I  have  poft- 
poned.  That  chorus  manifeftly  is  intended  to  advertife  the  fpefta- 
tors  of  the  change  of  the  fcene  to  Southampton^  and  therefore 
ought  to  be  placed  juft  before  that  change,  and  not  here,  where 
the  fcene  is  ftill  continued  in  London.  Mr.  Pope, 

1  there  Jhcll  be  fmiles]  I  fufpe£l /»z//(?j  to  be  a  marginal  direction 
crept  into  the  text.  It  is  natural  for  a  man,  when  he  threatens, 
to  break  oft'  abruptly,  and  conclude.  But  that  fball  he  us  it  may. 
But  this  fantaftical  fellow  is  made  to  fmile  difdainfully,  while  he 
threatens ;  which  circumftance  was  marked  for  the  player's  direc- 
tion in  the  margin. 

P    2  iC 
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it  muft  be  as  it  may  ;  tho'  patience  be  a  tir'd  (a)  Dame, 
yet  ihe  will  plod  ;  there  muft  be  conclufions ;   well,  i 

cannot  tell, 

Enter  Piftol  and  Quickly. 

Bard.  Here  comes  ancient  Pijiol Siud  his  wife;  good 
corporal,  be  patient  here.  How  now,  mine  hoft  Pijiol? 

Piji.  Bale  tyke,  call'rt  thou  me  hoft  ?  now  by  this 
hand,  I  fvvear,  I  fcorn  the  term;  nor  fliall  my  Nel 
keep  lodgers.  * 

^ick.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  long:  for  we  cannot 
lodge  and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen,  that 
live  honellly  by  the  prick  of  their  needles,  but  it  will 
be  thought  we  keep  a  bawdy-houfe  ftraight.  O  welli- 
day  lady,  if  he  be  not  [b)  drawn !  Now  we  fhall  fee 
wilful  adultery,  and  murther  committed. 

Bard.  Good  lieutenant,  good  corporal,  offer  no- 
thing here. 

iV/«2.  PiHi! 

Fiji.  PiHi  for  thee,  Ij7and  dog;  thou  prick-car'd 
cur  of  IJJa7id. 

^ick.  Good  corporal  Nim,  (hew  thy  valour  and  put 
np  thy  fword. 

Nim.  Will  you  fhog  off?  I  would  have  you  folus. 

Fiji.  So/us,  egregious  dog !  O  viper  vile  ! 
The/olus  in  thy  moft  marvellous  face, 
l^he/a/us  in  thy  teeth,    and  in  thy  throat, 
And  in  thy  hateful  lungs ;  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy; 
And,  which  is  worfe,  within  thy  nally  mouth. 
I  do  retort  the  folus  in  thy  bowels  j 
For  I  can  take,  and  PiftoTs  cock  is  up. 
And  flafning  fire  will  follow. 

Nim.  I  am  not  Barhafon,  you  cannot  conjure  me :  I 
have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well ;  if 
you  grow  foul  with  me,  Pijiol^  I  will  fcour  you  with 
my  rapier  as  I  may,  in  fair  terms.  If  you  would  walk 
off,  I  would  prick  your  guts  a  little  in  good  terms  as 
I  may,  and  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

[(a)  Dame.     Oxford  Editor.— Vulg.  Katne.'] 
\{b)  drawn,  Mr  T^heobald.  — —  Vclg.  beivn,\ 

Fiji, 
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Pift.  O  braggard  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight ! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doating  death  is  near  j 
Therefore  exhale. 

Bard.  Hear  me,  hear  me,  what  I  fay  :  he  that 
ftrikes  the  firft  ftroke,  I'll  run  hirn  up  to  the  hilts  as  I 
ama  foldier. 

Piji.  An  Oath  of  mickle  might ;  and  fary  (hall  abate. 
Give  me  thy  fill,  thy  fore-foot  to  rns  give  : 
Thy  fpirits  are  ixioll  rail. 

Nim.  I  will  cut  thy  throat  one  time  or  other  in  fair 
terms,   that  is  the  humour  of  ic. 

PiJi.   Co!'pe  a  ^orge,    that  is  the  word.     I  defi;;  thee 
again, 

0  hound  of  Crete^  thirk'ft  tliou  my  fpoufe  toget  ? 
No,    to  the  fpittle  go. 

And  from  the  povvd'ring  tub  of  infamy 

Fetch  forth  the  lazar  Kite  of  Crejjui^  kind,  , 

Dol  Tear-Jheet,    (he  by  name,    asid  her  efpoufe. 

1  have,   and  I  will  hold  the  ^onda-m  ^ickly 
Forth'  only  fhe;    zxidipauca,   there's  enougii ;  goto. 

Enter  the  Boy. 

Boy.  Mine  hoft  PiJ}ol,  you  mull  come  to  my  mafter, 
and  your  hoftefs :  he  is  very  fick,  and  would  to  bed. 
Good  Bardolph,  put  thy  nofe  between  his  (heets,  and  do 
the  office  of  a  warming-pan:  faith,  he's  very  ill. 

Bard.  Away,  you  rogue. 

^ick.  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  Crow  a  pudding 
one  of  thefe  days ;  the  King  hat  kill'd  his  heart  Good 
hulband,    come  home  preiently.  [fv/V  Quick. 

Bard,  Come,  fhall  I  make  you  two  friends  ?  we  mull 
to  France  together  :  why  the  devil  (hould  we  keen 
knives  to  cut  one  another's  throats  ? 

Fiji.  Let  floods  o'erfwell,    and  fiends  for  food  howl 
on  !  — — 

l<lim.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  fhillings,  I  won  of 
you  at  betting? 

Piji.  Bafeis  the  flave,  that  pays. 

A7w.  That  now  I  will  have  ;  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Fiji.  As  manhood  fhall  compound,  puih  home. 

\_DraiJo. 
P  3  ^ard. 
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Bard.  By  this  fword,  he  that  makes  the  firilthruft, 
I'll  kill  him;    by  this  fword,  I  will. 

PiJI.  Sword  is  an  oath,  and  oaths  muft  have  their 
courfe. 

BarJ.  Corporal  Nim,  an  thou  wilt  be  friends,  be 
friends ;  an  thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with 
inetoo;    pr*ythee,  put  up. 

PiJI.  A  noble  fhalt  thou  have  and  prefentpay  ; 
And  liquor  likevvife  will  I  give  to  thee  ; 
And  friendfhip  (hall  combine  and  brotherhood. 
I'll  live  by  A7,v;,  and  N:m  (hall  live  by  me. 
Is  not  this  juit?  for  1  (hall  Suttler  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  iHiC  thy  hand. 

N:m.  I  (hall  have  my  noble  ? 

Fiji.  In  ca(h  moft  julUy  paid. 

Nim.  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  oft. 
Re-enter  Quickly. 

^ick.  As  ever  you  came  of  women,  come  In  quickly 
to  Sir  John:  ah,  poor  heart,  he  is  fo  (hak'd  of  a  burn- 
ing quotidian  tertian,  that  it  is  moft  lamentable  to  be- 
hold.    Sweet  men,  come  to  him. 

Nim.  The  King  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the 
Knight,  that's  the  even  of  it. 

PiJ}.  Nim,  thou  haft  fpoken  the  right,  his  heart  is 
fracted  and  corroborate. 

Nim.  The  King  is  a  good  King,  but  it  muft  be  as 
It  may  ,•    he  pafies  fome  humours  and  careers. 

Pi'ft.  Let  us  condole  the  Knight ;  for,  lambkins  ! 
v;e  v.'ill  live.  [Exeufit. 


s    i\ 


C  T     II.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 


Efi/er  Chorus. 
C/joruj.  '^T  O  W  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire, 
l3i    And  filken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies : 

Now 

I  Act  II.    Scene  I.]     I   have  diviiled  the  afts  of  this  play 
differently  from  all  the  editions,    by  beginning  here  the  fecond  aft, 

w  hereby 
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Now  thrive  the  armourers,    and  honour's  thought 

Reigns  folely  in  the  breaft  of  every  man. 

They  fell  the  pafture  now,   to  buy  the  horfe  ; 

Following  the  mirror  of  all  Chriilian  Kings, 

With  winged  heels,    as  Englijh  Mercuries. 

**  *  For  now  fits  Expedation  in  the  air, 

**  And  hides  a  fvvord  from  hilts  unto  the  point 

"  With  Crowns  imperial ;  Crowns,   and  Coronets, 

Promised  to  Harry  and  his  followers. 

The  French,  advis'd  by  good  intelligence  * 

Of  this  moft  dreadful  preparation. 

Shake  in  their  fear  ;    and  with  pale  policy 

Seek  to  divert  the  Englijh  purpofes. 

O  England!  model  to  thy  inward  greatnefs. 

Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart ; 

What  might^ft  thou  do,   that  honour  would  thee  do. 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 

But  fee,  thy  fault  France  hath  in  thee  found  out ; 

A  neft  of   hollow  bofoms,    which  he  fills 

With  treach'rous  crowns ;   and  three  corrupted  men. 

One,   Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge,  and  the  fecond, 

Idenry  Lord  Scroop  of  Ma/ham,  and  the  third, 

Sir  Thomas  Grey  Knight  of   Northumberland, 

Have  for  the  gilt  of  France  (O  guilt,    indeed  !) 

Confirm'd  Confpiracy  with  fearful  France  : 

And  by  their  hands  3  this  grace  of  Kings  mufl  die. 

If  hell  and  treafon  hold  their  promifes, 

whereby  each  throughout  the  play  begins  with  a  chorus  regularly  ; 
whereas  before,  this  chorus  was  ftuck  into  a  place  where  it  inter- 
rupted the  continuance  of  the  fcene,  and  for  want  of  this  divifion, 
they  were  forced  to  -fplit  the  one  day's  battle  at  Agincourt  into 
two  a6ts,  namely  the  third  and  fourth.  See  the  note  onAdllV. 
Scene  13. 

2  For  noivjits  ExpeSation  in  the  air, 

And  hides  a  fivordfrom  hilts  unto  the  point 

With  Croions  imperial  -^  &c.]The  imagery  is  wonderfully  fine, 
and  the  thought  exquiiite.  ExpeElation  fitting  in  the  air  defigns 
the  height  of  their  ambition  j  and  the  Sivord  hid  from  the  hilt  to 
the  point  ivith  Croivns  and  Coronets,  that  all  fentiments  of  danger 
were  loft  in  the  thoughts  of  glory. 

3  _—  this  grace  of  Kings— — ]  i.  e.  he  who  does  greateft  ho- 
nour to  the  title.  By  the  fame  kind  of  phrafeology  the  ufurpcff 
in  Hamlet  call'd  the  P'ice  of  Kings,  i,  e,  the  opprobrium  of  them. 

P  4.  Ere 
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Ere  he  take  fhip  for  France  ;  and  in  Southampton, 
Linger  your  patience  on,  and  well  digell 
Th*  abufe  of  diilarce,  +  while  we  force  a  play. 
The  fum  is  paid,   the  traitors  are  agreed, 
The  King  is  fet  from  London^  and  the  fcene 
Is  now  tranfported,  gentles,  to  Southampton: 
There  is  the  play-houfe  now,  there  muft  you  fit  ; 
And  thence  to  France  fhall  we  convey  you  fafe. 
And  bring  you  back  ;  charming  the  narrow  feas 
To  give  you  gentle  pafs :  for  if  we  may. 
We'll  not  offend  one  ftomach  with  our  play. 
But,  till  the  King  come  forth,  and  not  till  then, 
Unto  Southampton  do  we  ihifc  our  fcene.  \^Exit. 

SCENE    II. 

S0UTHJMP70N, 

Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  ««^  Weftmorland. 
Bed.  'l^ORE  God,  his  Grace  is  bold   to  truft  thefc 
JP       traitors. 
Exe.  They  fhall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 
Wefl.  H  ;w  fmooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themfelves. 
As  it  allegiance  in  their  bofoms  fate, 
Crov^-'ned  with  faith  and  conftant  loyalty  ! 

Bed.  The  King  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend. 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Exe.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow. 
Whom  he  hath  luU'd  andcloy'd  with  gracious  favours; 
That  he  (hould  for  a  foreign  purfe  fo  fell 
His  Sovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery  ! 

[Trumpets  found. 

4 — luhile  ■!•;£  FORCE  a  play.']  This  may  be  right  j  but  I  rather 
hehtvQ.  ^hakefpear  wrote,  farce  a  play,  i.e.  ftuff  it,  fwcll  it 
out  ;  as  the  word  farce  homfartum,  forccd-rncat  (now  applied  to 
theatrical  reprefentations)  then  fignified  ,  and  the  nnetaphor  agrees 
to  what  went  before,  of  ivell  digcjiing  th'  abufe  of  difiance.  Per- 
haps it  may  here  mean,  fluff  a  great  deal  in  a  little  compafs,  Icme- 
thing  like  the  apology  he  makes  in  the  prologue,  and  in  the  chorus 
to  the  fifth  a<fl.  Heufes  this  word  in  the  fame  fenfe.  Aft  IV. 
Scene  V.  Tht  farfed  title  running  ''fore   the  King, 

Enter 
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Enter  the  King,   Scroop,  Cambridge,  Grey,  and 
Attendants. 

K.  Henn.  Now  fits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  lord  of  Cambridge,  and  my  lord  of  Majham, 
And  you,  my  gentle  Knight,  give  me  your  thoughts : 
Think  you  not,  that  the  Pow'rs,  we  bear  with  us. 
Will  cut  their  paffage  through  the  force  of  France  ; 
Doing  the  execution  and  the  a£l 

5  For  which  we  have  in  aid  affembled  them  ? 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  Liege;  if  each  man  do  his  bed. 

Yi.  Henry.   I  doubt  not  that  j  fmce  we  are  well  per- 
fuaded. 
We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence, 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours  : 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wiih 
Succefs  and  conqueft  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam.  Never  was  monarch  better  fear'd,  and  lov'dj 
Than  is  your  Majefty  ;  there's  not  a  fubjeft. 
That  fits  in  heart  grief  and  uneafinefs 
Under  the  fweet  (hade  of  your  government. 

Grey.  True  ;  thofe,  that  were  your  father's  enemies. 
Have  fteept  their  galls  in  honey,  and  do  itisQ  you 
With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeal. 

K.  Henry.  We  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thank- 
fulnefs  ; 
AndTnall  forget  the  office  of  our  hand, 

6  Sooner  than  quittance  of  defert  and  merit, . 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthinefs. 

Scroop.    *'  So  fervice  fhall  with  fteeled  finews  toil; 
**  And  labour  (hall  refre(h  icfelf  with  hope. 
To  do  your  Grace  inceffant  fervices. 

K.  Henry.  We  judge  no  lefs.     Uncle  of  Exeter, 
Inlarge  the  man  committed  yefterday. 
That  rail'd  againft  our  perfon  :  we  confider. 
It  was  excefs  of  wine  that  fet  him  on. 
And  on  his  more  advice  we  pardon  him. 

5  For  ivhich  ive  have  IN   HEAD  affemhhd  them?']     This  Is 
not  znEngliJh  phrafeology.     I  am  perfuaded  S^akefpear  wrote. 

For  lohicb  ive  ha-ve    in   aid  ajjembled  themP 
alluding  to  the  tenures  of  thoie  times. 

6  Sisner  than  quittance—        ]  t.  e,  requital* 

P  ^  Scroop, 
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Scroop.  That's  mercy,  but  too  much  fecurity  : 
Let  him  be  puni(hM,  Sovereign,  left  example 
Breed  (by  his  fuff 'ranee)  more  of  fuch  a  kind. 

K.  Henry.  O,  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 

Cam.  So  may  your  Highnefs,  and  yet  punifti  too. 

Grey.  You  fhew  great  merry,  if  you  give  him  life. 
After  the  tafte  of  much  corredion. 

K.  Henry.  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me 
Are  heavy  orifons  'gainft  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  faults,  7  proceeding  on  diftemper. 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  fhall  we  ftretch  our  eye, 
When  capital  crimes,  chevv'd,  fwallow'd  and  digefted. 
Appear  before  us  ?  we'll  yet  enlarge  that  man, 
Though  Cambridge,  Scroop,  and  Grey,  in  their  dear  care 
And  tender  prefervation  of  our  perfon. 
Would  have  Lim  punifti'd.  Now  to  our  French  caufes ; 
Who  are  the  late  Commiffioners  ? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  lord. 
Your  Highnefs  bad  me  afk  for  it  to  day. 

Scroop.  So  did  you  me,  my  Liege. 

Grey.  And  I,  my  Sovereign. 

Y^.Henry.  Then  Richard,    Ezr\  of  Caffibridge,  there 
is  ycurs  : 
There  yours,  lord  Scroop  of  Ma/ham  ;  and  Sir  Knight, 
Grey  of  Northumberland,  this  fame  is  yours  j 
Read  them,  and  know,  I  know  your  worthinefs. 
My  lord  ofWeJi norland  and  uncle  Exeter, 
We  will  aboard  to  night.  Why,  how  now,  gentlemen  ? 
What  fee  you  in  thofe  papers,  that  you  lofe 
So  much  complexion  ?  look  ye,  how  they  change  ! 
Their  cheeks  are  paper.     "Why,  what  read  you  lhere> 
That  hath  fo  cowarded,  and  chas'd  your  blood 
Oat  of  appearance  ? 

Cam.  I  confefs  my  fault. 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  your  Highnefs'  mercy. 

Grey.  Scroop,  To  which  we  all  appeal. 

K..  Henry.  The  mercy,  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late^ 
By  your  own  counfel  is  fupprefs'd  and  kilPd  : 
You  muft  not  dare  for  fharae  to  talk  of  mercy  ; 

7  '- prcceeding  en  difternper,]  ;,  e,  fudden  paffions. 

For, 
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For  your  own  reafons  turn  into  your  bofoms. 
As  dogs  upon  their  mafters,  worrying  you. 
See  you,  my  Princes  and  my  noble  Peers, 
Thefe  Englijh  monfters !  my  lord  Cambridge  here,, 
You  know,  how  apt  our  love  was  to  accord 
To  furnifh  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  Honour  ;  and  this  man 
Hath  for  a  few  light  crowns  lightly  confpir'd. 
And  fworn  unto  the  pradlices  of  France 
To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton.     To  the  which. 
This  Knight,  no  lefsfor  bounty  bound  to  us 
Than  Cambridge  is,  hath  like  wife  fworn.     But  O ! 
What  (hall  I  fay  to  thee,  lord  S scroop,  thou  cruel, 
Ingrateful,  favage,  and  inhuman  creature  ! 
Thou,  that  didft  bear  the  key  of  all  my  counfels. 
That  knew'ft  the  very  bottom  of  my  foul. 
That  almoft  might'il  have  coin'd  me  into  gold,. 
Would'ft  thou  have  pradis'd  on  me  for  thy  ufe  : 
May  it  be  poffible,  that  foreign  hire 
Could  out  of  thee  extrad  one  fpark  of  evil. 
That  might  annoy  my  finger  ?  'tis  fo  ftrange 
That  though  the  truth  of  it  Hand  off  as  grofs 
^  As  black  and  white,  my  eye  will  fcarcely  fee  it.. 
9  Treafon  and  murder  ever  kept  together. 
As  two  yoak- devils  fworn  to  either'spurpofe  : 
'  Working  fo  grolly  in  a  natural  caufe, 
^  That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them. 
But  thou,  'gainft  all  proportion,  didft  bring  in 
Wonder  to  wait  on  treafon,  and  on  murther  : 
And  whatfoever  cunning  fiend  it  was. 
That  wrought  upon  thee  fo  prepolf  roufly. 
Hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence  : 
And  other  devils,  that  fuggeft  by-treafons,, 

8  As  black  AND  luhite^l  I- rather  think  Shakefpear  wrote,  at 
Hack  FROM  lohite, 

9  Treafon  and  murder ]    What  follows  tO  the  end  of  th's 

fpeech  Is  additional  fince  the  firfl:  edition.  Mr.  Pope. 

1  JVo:-king  fo  grojly ]     Grcjly  for  commonly,  which  the 

Oxford  Editor  not  underftanding,  alters  to  clofdy. 

2  Tho.t  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them.]      JVhiop,  of  which- 
the  author  naakes  a  vetb^  is  a  note  of  admit  at  iQn^ 

Do 
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Do.botch  and  bun-gle  up  damnition, 

Witli  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetcht 

From  olill'ring  femblances  of  piety  : 

But  he,  that  temperM  thee,    bad  thee  ftand  up  ; 

Gave  thee  no  inllance  why  thou  (houldfl:  do  treafon, 

Unlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 

If  that  fame  Daemon,  that  hath  gull'd  thee  thus. 

Should  with  his  Lion-gate  walk  the  whole  world. 

He  might  return  to  valiy  Tartar  back. 

And  teil  the  legions,  I  can  never  win 

A  foul  fo  eafy  as  that  Englijhman\. 

Oh.   how  haft  thou  with  jealoufy  infed^ed 

Thefweetners  of  affiance  !  Shew  men  dutiful  ? 

Why  fo  didft  thou  :  or  feem  they  grave  and  learned? 

Why  fo  didft  rhou  :  come  they  of  noble  faniily  ? 

Why  fo  didft  thou  :  feem  they  religious  ? 

Why  fo  didft  thou  :    or  are  they  fpare  in  diet, 

Free  f;om  grofs  palTion,   or  of  mirth,    or  anger, 

Conlhn:  in  fpirit,   not  fwerving  with  the  blood, 

G^rnifti'd  and  deck'd  3  in  modeft  compliment, 

*♦  Not  working  with  the  ear,  but  with  the  eye. 

And  bur  in  purgf.ci  judgment  tnifung  neither  ? 

Such    3  r.nd  fo  tine  ly  boulted  d'dft  thou  feem. 

Anu  thus  :.hy  fd:  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 

*  To  np.ark  iht  full  fraught  man,  the  beft  endu'd. 

With  fome  fufpicion.      I  will  weep  for  thee. 

For  this  revolt  of  thine,  methinks,  is  like 

Another  fall  of  man^ Their  faults  are  open  j 

3  —— ///K'o^^'?  compliment  J  ]   i.e.  fulnefs. 

4  Not  iL'orking  ivith  the  eye  without  the  ear,]  He  is  here  grving^ 
the  charaftsr  of  a  compleat  gentleman,  and  fays,  he  did  not  trufi 
his  eye  iinthout  the  confirmation  of  his  ear.  But  when  men  have 
eye-fight-proof,  they  think  they  have  fufficient  evidence,  and 
don't  ftay  for  the  confirmation  of  an  hear-fay.  Prudent  men,  on 
the  contrary,  won't  truft  the  credit  of  the  ear,  till  it  be  confirmed 
by  the  demonftration  of  the  eye.  And  this  is  that  condutt  for 
which  the  king  would  here  commend  him.     So  that  we  mult  read, 

N^t  working  ivith  the  ear,  but  with  the  eye. 

5  — -and  fo  finely  boulted  didfi  thoujeemj^  i..  e.  refined  or  purged 
from  a  11  fa  u Its .  Mr .  Pop e^ 

6  ToMAKZ  the fuli-frai/ght  man, —  ]  We  fhould  read, 

To   MARK  the f II U- fraught  man,     i.e.  marked  by  th^ 
Hot  he  fpeaks  of  in  the  preceding  line, 

Ar» 


I 
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Arreft  them  to  the  anfwer  of  the  law, 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  praftices  [ 

Exe.  I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,    by  the  name  ot 
Richar'j'Edirlof  CambrUge. 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Henry 
Lord  Scroop  of  Majham. 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Thomas 
Grev,  Knight  of  Northumberland. 

Scroop,  Our  purpofes  God  juftly  hath  difcover  d. 
And  1  repent  my  fault,    more  than  my  death  ; 
Which  I  befeech  yoar  Hlghnefs  to  forgive, 
Although  mv  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Camb.  For  me,  the  gold  of  France  did  not  feducc. 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive 
The  fooner  to  efFed  what  I  intended  ; 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention. 
Which  I  in  fuff'rance  heartily  rejoice  for, 
Befeeching  God  and  you  to  pardon  me. 

Grey.  Never  did  faithful  fubjea  more  rejoice 
At  the  difcovery  of  moft  dangerous  treafon,. 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  myfelf, 
Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprize  : 
My  fault,  but  not  my  body,  pardon,  Sovereign. 

K.  Henry.  God  quit  you  in  his  mercy  !  hear  your 
fentence  ; 
You  have  confpir'd  a2.ainft  oar  royal  perfcn, 
7  Join'd  with  an  enemy  proclaim'c,  and  from  his  eofters^ 
Received  the  golden  earneft  of  our  death  ; 
Wherein  you  would  have  fold  your  King  to  {laughter^. 
His  Princes  and  his  Peers  to  fervitude,. 
His  fubjefts  to  oppreflion  and  contenript. 
And  his  whole  kingdom  into  defolation. 
Touching  our  perfon,  feek  we  no  revenge  j 
But  we  our  kingdom's  fafety  muft  ib  tender, 
Whofe  ruin  you  three  fought,   that  to  her  laws 
We  do  deliver  you.     Go  therefore  hence, 
(Poor  miferable  wretches)   to  your  death  j 
The  tafte  whereof  God  of  his  mercy  give 

7  Join-divitb  an  enemy y  &c.]  This  fpeech  alfo  has  beenenlargM 
^v  the  author.  Ux.Pope. 

You 
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You  patience  to  endure,   and  true  Repentance 

Of  all  your  dear  offences !  Bear  them  hence.     lExeuht. 

Now.  lords,  for  France  j  the  enterprize  whereof 

Shall  be  to  you,   as  us,  like  glorious. 

We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war. 

Since  God  (o  graciouily  hath  brought  to  light 

This  dangerous  treafon  lurking  in  our  way, 

To  hinder  our  beginning.     Now  we  doubt  not. 

But  every  rub  is  fmoothed  in  our  way  ; 

Then  forth,   dear  countrymen  ;  let  us  deliver 

Our  puifTance  into  the  hand  of  God, 

Putting  it  rtraight  in  expedition. 

Chearly  to  fea  ;    the  figns  of  war  advance ; 

No  King  of  Engla7id,  if  not  King  of  France.    {^Exeunt,. 

SCENE     III. 

Changes  to  Quickly'/  Houfe  in  Eaftcheap. 

Enter  Piftol,   Nim,    Bardolph,   Boy  and  Quickly. 
^^^k.  TJR'ythee,  honey-fweet  hufband,  let  me  bring 
A      thee  to  Staines. 

Fiji.  No,  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yern. 
Bardolphy  be  blith  :  iV/w,  rouze  thy  vaunting  veins  : 
Boy,  briftle  thy  courage  up  ;  for  Falfiaf  he  is  dead,. 
And  we  muft  yern  therefore. 

Bard.  Would  I  were  with  him  wherefome^er  he  \%y 
either  in  heaven  or  in  hell. 

^ick.  Nay,  fure,  he's  not  in  hell  ;  he's  in  Arthurs 
bofom,  if  ever  man  went  to  Arthur  %  bofom.  He  made 
a  finer  end,  and  went  away,  an  it  had  been  any  chri- 
flom  child  ;  a  '  parted  even  juft  between  twelve  and  one, 
even  at  the  turning  o'  th'  tide  :  For  after  I  faw  him 
fumble  with  the  fheets,  and  play  with  flowers,  and 
fmile  upon  his  finger's  end,  I  knew  there  was  but  one 
way  j  9  for  his  nole  was  as  Iharp  as  a  pen.     How  now. 

Sir 

9  for  his  mfe  ivaz  asjharp  as  a  pen,  and  a  table  of  green-fields.] 
Thefe  words,  and  a  table  of  green-f  elds,  are  njt  to  be  found  in 
the  old  editions  of  j6oo  and  1608.  This  nonfenfe  got  into  all  the 
following  editions  by  a  pleafant  miftake  of  the  ftage-editors,  who 
printed  from  the  common  piece-meai-written  par4:s  in  the  plaj- 
houfe.     A  table  was  here  direded  to  be  brought  in  (it  being  a 

fcene 
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Sir  John  ?  quoth  I :  what,  man  ?  be  of  gocd  cheer  r 
fo  a' cried  out,  God,  God,  God,  three  or  four  times. 
Now  I  to  comfort  him,  bid  hira,  a'  (hou'd  not  thmk 
of  God;  I  hop'd,  there  was  no  need  to  trouble  him- 
felf  with  any  fuch  thoughts  yet :  fo  a'  bad  me  lay  more 
clothes  on  his  feet :  I  put  my  hand  mto  the  bed  and 
felt  them,  and  they  were  as  cold  as  a  ftone  :  then  1 
felt  to  his  knees,  and  fo  upward,  and  upward,  and  all 
was  cold  as*  any  ftone. 

Ntm.  They  fay,    he  cried  out  af  Sack. 

^kk.  Ay,  and  that  a'  did. 

Boy.  And  of  women, 

9uick.  Nay,   that  a*  did  not. 

Boy.   Yes,  that  he  did  ;    and   faid  they  were  devils 

incarnate.  . 

^ick.  A'  could  never  abide  carnation,    twas  a  co- 
lour he  never  lik'd. 

Boy.  He  faid  once,  the  dede  would  have  him  about 

women.  .    ,     ,    ,       ,1 

^icL  He  did  in  fome  fort,  indeed,  handle  women; 

but  then  he  was  rheumatick,   and  talk'd  of  the  whore 

of  Babylon. 

Boy.  Do  you  not  remember,  he  faw  a  Flea  ftick 

upon  Bardolph's  nofe,  and  faid,    it  was  a  black  foul 

burning  in  hell  ?  .      .  , ,     , 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone,  that  maintain  d  that 

fire  :  that's  all  the  riches  1  got  in  his  fervice. 

Nim.  Shall  we  (hogg  ?  the  King  will  be  gone  from 

Southampton.  . 

Pijl.  Come,  let's  away.     My  love,  give  me  thy  lips : 

Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables ; 

fcene  in  a  tavern  where  they  drink  at  parting)  and  tliis  direftlon 
crept  into  the  text  from  the  margin.  Greerfeld  was  the  name  of 
the  property-man  in  that  time  who  furnifli'd  implements,  &c.  for 
the  adors.     Atable  of  Greenfield'^.  Mr.  Pope, 

So  reafonable  an  account  of  this  blunder  Mr.  Theobald  would  not 
acquiefce  in.  He  thought  atable  of  Greenfield's  part  of  the  text, 
only  corrupted,  and  that  it  fhould  be  read,  he  babied  of  green- 
fields,  becaufe  men  do  fo  in  the  ravings  of  a  calenture.^  But  he 
did  not  confider  how  ill  this  agrees  with  the  nature  of  the  Knight's 
ilinefs,  who  was  now  in  no  babling  humour  :  and  fo  far  from 
wanting  cooling  in  green  fields,  that  his  feet  were  cold,  and  he 
jult  expiring.  ^^^ 
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Let  fenfes  rule  ;  the  word  is,  pitch  and  pay  j 

Trufl  none,  for   oaths  arc   ftraws  ;    men's  faiths  arc 

wafer- cakes. 
And  hold-fafl  is  the  only  dog,  my  Duck, 
Therefore  Cwveto  be  thy  counfellor. 
Go,  clear  thy  cryftals.     Yoke  fellows  in  arms. 
Let  us  to  France  i  like  Horfe-leeches,  my  boys  ; 
To  fuck,  to  fuck,    the  very  blood  to  fuck. 

Boy.  And  that's  but  unwholefome  food,  they  fay. 

Tiji.  Touch  her  foft  mouth  and  march. 

Bard.  Farewel,  hortefs. 

iV/w.  I  cannot  kifs,    that  is  the  humour  of  it  j  but 
idieu. 

Pift.  Let  houfewifery  appear  ;  keep  clofe,  I  thee 
command. 

^kk.  Farewel  i  adieu.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE     JV. 

Changes  to  the  French  Kings  Palace. 

Enter   the    French    King,  the    Dauphin,  the    Duke  of 
Burgundy,  and  the  Conftahle. 

^  fr.  King,  'T^HUS  come  the  Englijb  with  full  power 
X  upon  us, 

'  And  more  than  carelefly  it  us  concerns 
To  anfwer  royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  Dukes  of  Berry,  and  of  Britain, 
Of  Brabant  and  of  Orleans,   fnall  make  forth, 
And  you.  Prince  Dauphin,   with  all  (wift  difpatch  j 
To  line  and  new  repair  our  towns  of  war. 
With  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defendant : 
For  England  his  Approaches  makes  as  fierce, 

I  And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns. '\  This  v/as  a 
bufinefs  indeed^  that  required  more  than  care  to  difcharge  it.  I  aai 
perfuaded  Sbakefpear  wrote, 

rmre  than  carilesly. 
The  King  is  fuppofed  to  hint  here  at  the  Dauphin's  wanton  affront 
jn  fending  over  tennis-balls   to  Henry:  which,  arifing  from  over- 
gr:;at  confidence  of  their  own  power,  or  contempt  of  their  enemie?_, 
would  naturally  breed  carelejnejs. 
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As  waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  gulf. 

It  fits  us  then  to  be  as  provident 

As  fear  may  teach  us  out  of  late  examples. 

Left  by  the  fatal  and  negleded  Englijh 

Upon  our  fields. 

Dau.  My  mod  redoubted  father. 
It  is  moft  meet  we  arm  us  'gainft  the  foe  : 
For  peace  it  felf  fhould  not  io  dull  a  Kingdom, 
(Though  war,  nor  no  known  quarrel,  were  in  queftion) 
Bat  that  defences,  mufters,  preparations, 
Should  be  maintained,  afiembled,  and  colleded, 
As  were  a  war  in  expectation. 
Therefore,    I  fay,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth, 
To  view  the  fick  and  feeble  parts  of  France  : 
And  let  us  do  it  with  no  Ihew  of  fear  ; 
No,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  bufied  with  a  Whit/on  morris-dance  : 
For,  my  good  Liege,  fhe  is  fo  idly  king'd, 
Her  fcepter  fo  fantaftically  borne. 

By  a  vain,   giddy,  (hallow,  humorous  youth. 

That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  O  peace.  Prince  Dauphin  ! 

*  You  are  too  much  miftaken  in  this  King : 

Queftion  your  Grace  the  late  ambafladors, 

With  what  great  ftate  he  heard  their  embaffie^; 

How  well  fupply'd  with  noble  counfellors. 

How  modeil  in  exception,  and  withal 

How  terrible  in  conftant  refolution  : 

And  you  fhall  find,  his  vanities  fore^fpent 

3   Were  but  the  out  fide  of  the  Roman  Brutus, 

Covering 

a  You  are  too  much  miffaken  in  this  King  :  &c.]     This  part  much 
enkrg'd  fince  the  firft  writing,  Mr.  Pope. 

3  Were  but  the  out-Jide  of  the  Roman  Brutus.]  Shakefpear  net 
having  given  us,  in  the  firft  or  fecond  part  of  Henry  IV.  or  in  any- 
other  place  but  this,  the  remotefc  iiint  of  the  circumftance  here 
alluded  to,  the  ccmparifon  mull:  needs  be  a  little  obfcure  to  thofe 
who  don't  know  or  refle<fl  tiiat  feme  h;ftcrians  have  told  u',  that 
Henry  YV .  had  entertained  a  deep  jealoufy  of  his  fon's  afpiring 
fuperior  genius.  Therefore  to  prevent  ail  umbrage,  the  prince 
withdrew  from  publick  affairs,  and  amufed  himfelf  in  conforting  . 
.  with  a  dilTolute  crew  of  robbers.  It  fterns  to  m.e,  that  Shakefpear 
was  ignorant  of  this  circumftance  when  he  wrote  the  two  parts  of 

Henry 
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Covering  difcretion  with  a  coat  of  folly  ; 
**  As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  thofe  roots, 
**  That  fhall  firft  fpring  and  be  moft  delicate.*' 

Dau.  Well,  ^is  not  fo,  my  lord  high  conftable. 
But  tho'  we  think  it  fo,  it  is  no  matter  : 
In  caufes  of  defence,  'tis  bed  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  feems  ; 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd  ; 
Which  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  proje^ion, 
Both,   like  a  mifer,  fpoil  his  coat  with  fcanting 
A  little  cloth.  ^ 

Fr.  King.  Think  we  King  Hany  ftrong  ; 
And,  Princes,  look,   you  ftrongly  arm  to  meet  him. 
The  kmdred  of  him  hath  been  flefh'd  upon  us  j 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  ftrain, 
4  That  hunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths  : 
Witnefs  our  too  much  memorable  ihame. 
When  Crc^-battle  fatally  was  ftruck  ; 
And  all  our  princes  captiv'd  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  name,  Ed-ward  black  Prince  of  Wales : 
pfiTi^'^^  that  his  mounting  fire,  on  mountain  ftanding, 
[^  Up  in  the  air^  crown'd  with  the  golden  fun,] 
Saw  his  heroick  feed,  and  fmil'd  to  fee  him 
Mangle  the  work  of  nature  :  and  deface 
The  patterns,   that  by  God  and  by  French  fathers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.     This  is  a  ftem 
Of  that  vidorious  ftock  ;    and  Jet  us  fear 
The  native  mightinefs  7  and  fate  of  him. 

Enter 

Henry  IV.  for  it  might  have  been  fo  managed  as  to  have  given  new 
beauties  to  the  charader  oi  Hal,  and  great  improvements  to  the 
piot.  And  with  regard  to  thefe  matters,  Uakejp.ar  generallv 
tells  us  all  he  knew,  and  as  foon  as  he  knew  it.  ^  J 

^  j^rbat  HA  UK  TED  r/^.— ]  We /hould  affuredlyread  hunted: 
the  integrity  oi  the  metaphor  requires  it.  So,  ioon  after,  thekiu? 
lays  again,  '  * 

^^«  fee  thh  Chafe  is  hotly  followed. 

5  PVhile  that  ^.-5  MOUNTAIN  fire,  on  mountain  ftandinv,^  We 
iJiouId  resd,  mounting,   ambitious,  afpirinj^. 

6  Up  in  the  air,  croivnd  -with  the  golden" jun,-\  A  nonfenfic-1 
line  of  feme  player.  "^       -^ 

T  and  fate  of  him.]  \.  e.  fortune  and  condition  of  Jiis  houfe  or 
family.  The  Oxford  Editor  alters  it  to  force  j  not  confidering  its 
ufe  in  latin,  or  the  fenfe  of  this  line.  ~-  /f 
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Enter  a  Meffenger.  c  -r     1     j 

Mejr.  Ambaffadors  from  Harry.  King  of  England, 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  Majefty. 

Fr.  King.  We'll  give  them  prefent  audience.     Go, 
and  bring  them.  ,  ,     r  •     j 

You  fee,  this  chafe  is  hotly  follow'd,  friends.  . 

Z).«.  Turn  head,  and  flop  purfuit;  for  coward  dogs 
Moll  fpend  their  mouths,    when,  what  they  feem  to 

threaten. 
Runs  far  before  them.     Good  my  Sovereign 
Take  up  the  Englijh  ^oxt  ;   and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head  : 
Self-love,  my  Liege,  is  not  fo  vile  a  fin. 
As  felf-negleaing. 

SCENE    V. 
Enter  Exeter. 
Fr.  Kinz>  From  our  brother  England  ? 
Le.  pfomhim ;  and  thus  he  greets  your  M.jefly  : 
He  wills  you  in  the  name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  diveft  your  felf,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrowed  Glories,  that,  by  gift  of  heaven. 
By  law  of  nature  and  of  nations,  'long 
To  him  and  to  his  heirs ;  namely,  the  Crown; 
And  all  the  wide-flretch'd  honours,  that  pertam 
By  cullom  and  the  ordinance  of  tmies, 
Unto  the  Crown  of  France.     That  you  may  know, 
'Tis  no  fmifter  nor  no  aukward  claim, 
Pick'd  from  the  worm- holes  of  long-vanifh  d  days. 
Nor  from  the  dufi  of  old  oblivion  rakM  ; 
He  fends  you  this  moft  memorable  Line, 
In  every  branch  truly  demonfttative, 

^  IGives  the  French  King  a  Paper. 

Willing  you  over-look  this  pedigree  ; 
And  when  you  find  him  evenly  deriv'd 
From  his  moll  fam'd  of  famous  anceflors, 
Ednvard  the  Third  ;  he  bids  you  then  refign 
Your  Crown  and  Kingdom,  indiredly  held 
From  him  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

. —  ft  tnanifejia  phrenefti 

Ut  locupki  moriaris,  egenti  'vi-vere  fato. 
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Fr.  King.  Or  elfe  what  fellows  ? 
Exe.  Bloody  conftraint  j  for  if  you  hide  the  Crown 
^v  n  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it. 
And  therefore  in  herce  tempell  is  he  coming. 
In  thunder,  and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jocve  • 
That,  if  requiring  fiil,  he  may  compel. 
He  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
iJeliver  up  the  Crown,  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  fouls,  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  his  vafty  jaws  j  upon  your  head 
Turning  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans'  cries, 
1  we  dead  men's  blood,  the  pinirg  maidens'  groans, 
^or  huioands,  fathers,  and  betrothed  lovers, 
That  Ihall  be  fwai'ow'd  in  this  controverfie. 
This  IS  his  claim,  his  threatning,  and  my  mefiage  j 
Unlefs  the  Dauphin  be  in  prefence  here, 
To  whom  exprelly  I  bring  Greeting  too. 

Fr.  King.  For  us,  we  will  eonfider  of  this  further  : 
To  morrow  fhall  you  bear  our  full  intent 

Back  to  our  brother  England. 
Dau.   For  the  Dauphin, 

I  Hand  here  for  him  ;  what  to  him  from  England? 
Exe.  Scorn  and  defiance,  flight  regard,  contempt. 

And  any  thing  that  may  not  mif  become 

The  mighty  fender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 

Thus  fays  my  Kingj  and  if  your  father's  Highnefs 

Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  nt  large, 

Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  fent  his  IVJajefty ; 

He'll  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  anfwer  for  it. 

That  caves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 

^  Shall  chide  your  trefpafs,  and  return  your  mock 

In  fecond  accent  to  his  ordinance. 

Dau.  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  reply. 

It  IS  againll  my  will  ;  for  I  defire 

Nothing  but  odds  with  England  ;  to  that  end. 

As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 

I  did  prefent  him  with  thofe  Pa^is  balls. 

Fxe.  He'll  make  your  Paris  Lowvre  (hake  for  it. 

Were  it  the  miftrefs  court  of  mighty  Europe  : 

i  Shall  HI D K your  trefpafs,^]     Mr.  Pope  rightly  correfted  it. 

And, 
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And,  be  affur'd,  you'll  find  a  difference, 
(As  we  his  fubjeds  have  in  wonder  found,) 
Between  the  promife  of  his  greener  days. 
And  thefe  he  mailers  now  ;  now  he  weighs  time 
Even  to  the  utmoft  grain,  which  you  fhall  read 
In  your  own  loifes,  if  he  ftay  in  France, 

Fr.  King.  To  morrow  you  ihall  know  our  mind  at  fulL 

\_F.o.<riJh, 

Exe.  Difpatch  us  with  all  fpeed,  left  that  our  King 
Come  here  himfelf  to  queftion  our  delay  j 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Fr.  King.  You   (hall  be    foon  difpatch*d   with   fair 
conditions  : 
A  night  is  but  fmall  breath,  and  little  paufe. 
To  anfwer  matters  of  this  confequence.  [Exeunt. 


.ACT     III.        SCENE     I. 

Enter    Chorus. 

Chorus,  'nr^  H  U  S  with  imagined  wing  our  fwift  fcene 

1  flies. 

In  motion  of  no  lefs  celerity 

Than  that  of  thought.     Suppofe,  that  you  have  feen 
The  well-appointed  King  at  Hampton  Peer 
Embark  his  royalty  ;  and  his  brave  fleet 
With  filken  ftreamers  the  young  Phcsbus  fanning. 
Play  with  your  fancies ;  and  in  them  behold, 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle,  (hip-boys  climbing ; 
Hear  the  (hriil  whiftle,  which  doth  order  give 
To  founds  confus'd  ;  behold  the  threaden  fails. 
Borne  with  th'  invifible  and  creeping  wind. 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  furrow'd  fea, 
Breafting  the  lofty  furge.     O,  do  but  thsuk. 
You  ftand  upon  the  rivage,  and  behold 
A  city  on  th'  inconftant  billows  dancing  ; 

I  Act  III.  Scene  I.]  This  whole  a£l  (and  all  the  refl of  the 
play)  very  much  enlarged  and  improved  by  the  author,  Imce  the 
editions  of  1600,  and  1608.  Ux.  Pope, 

For 


3i8  King  Henry  V. 

For  ^0  appears  this  Fleet  majertical, 
Holding  due  courfe  to  Harjleur.     Follow,  follow. 
Grapple  your  minds  to  fternagc  of  this  navy, 
And  leave  your  England,  as  dead  midnight  ftill. 
Guarded  with  grandfires,  babies  and  old  women  ; 
Or  pad,  or  not  arriv'd,  to  pith  and  puiflance  : 
For  who  is  he,  vvhofe  chin  is  but  enrich'd 
With  one  appearing  hair,    that  will  not  follow " 
Thefe  cull'd  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  France  ? 
Work,  work  your  thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  fiege ; 
Behold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages 
With  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harjleur. 
Suppofe,  th'  ambaffador  from  France  comes  back  ; 
Tells  Harry,  that  the  King  doth  offer  him 
Catharine  his  daughter,  and  with  her  to  dowry 
Some  petty  and  unprofitable  Dukedoms  : 
The  offer  likes  not;  and  the  nimble  gunner 
With  lynftock  now  the  devilifh  cannon  touches, 

\_  Alarm,  and  Cannon  go  off. 
And  down  goes  all  before  him.     Still  be  kind. 
And  eke  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.    [^Exit, 

SCENE     II. 

Before  Harfleur. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Gloucefter  j 
Soldiers y  ^th  fcaling  ladders. 

K.  Henry. /'^^t^CE  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friendsj^ 

V^         once  more  ; 
Or  clofe  the  wall  up  with  the  Englip  dead. 
In  peace,  there's  nothing  fo  becomes  a  man 
As  modeft  ftillnefs  and  humility  : 
But  when  the  blaft  of  war  blows  in  our  ears. 
Then  imitate  the  aftion  of  the  Tyger  ; 
Stiffen  the  fmews,  fummon  up  the  blood, 
Difguife  fair  nature  with  hard-favour'd  rage  ; 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  afped  ; 
Let  it  pry  thro'  the  portage  of  the  head. 
Like  the  brafs  cannon  :  let  the  brow  o'erwhelm  it. 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  rock 

O'er- 
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O'er-hang  and  jutty  his  confounded  bafe, 

Swill'd  with  the  wild  and  vvafteful  ocean. 

Now  fet  the  teeth,  and  flretch  the  noflril  wide  ; 

Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  fpirit 

To  his  full  height.     Now  on,  you  noblell  Englijh^ 

Whofe  blood  is  fetcht  from  fathers  of  war- proof ; 

Fathers,  that,  like  fo  many  Alexanders^ 

Have  in  thefe  parts  from  morn  till  even  fought. 

And  iheath'd  their  fwords  for  lack  of  argument. 

Diftionour  not  your  mothers  ;  now  atteft, 

Thatthofe,  whom  you  callM  fathers,  did  beget  you. 

Be  copy  new  to  men  of  groffer  blood. 

And  teach  them  how  to  war ;  and  you,  good  yeomen, 

Whofe  limbs  were  made  in  England^  fliew  us  here 

The  mettle  of  your  pafture  :  let  us  fwear 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding,  which  I  doubt  not : 

For  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  bafe. 

That  hath  not  noble  luftre  in  your  ^yt^ ; 

I  fee  you  (land  like  Greyhounds  in  the  flips. 

Straining  upon  the  ftart.     The  game's  a-foot : 

Follow  your  fpirit ;  and,  upon  this  charge. 

Cry,  God  for  Harry  !  England  !  and  St.  George  ! 

\_Exeunt  King,  and  Train. 
[Alarm,   and  Cannon  go  off. 

SCENE     III. 

i:  Enter  Nim,  Bardolph,  Piftol,  and  Boy. 

^     Bard.    On,  on,  on,  on,  on,  to   the  breach,  to  the 
breach. 

Nim.  'Pray  thee,  corporal,  ftay  ;  the  knocks  are  too 
hot ;  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  cafe  of  lives : 
the  humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  xtry  plain  fong 
of  it. 

Pi/i.  The  plain  fong  is  moft  juft  ;  for  humours  do 
abound  : 
Knocks  go  and  come  :  God's  vp^ffals  drop  and  die  ; 
And  fword  and   fhield,  in  bloody   field,  doth  v/in  im- 
mortal fame. 
Boy.  Wou'd  I  were  in  an  ale-houfein  London,  I  would 
give  all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale  and  fafety. 

Pijh 
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Piji.  *  And  I  ;  if  vvidies  would  prevail, 
I  woqM  not  ftay,  but  thither  would  I  hye. 
Enter  Fluellen. 

Ftu.  Up  to  the  breach,  you  dogs  ;  avaunt,  youcullions. 

PiJi.  Be  merciful,  great  Duke,  to  men  of  mould. 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage  ; 
Good  bawcock,  bate  thy  rage  i  ufe  lenity,  fwect  chuck. 

A/«z.  Thefe  be  good  humours  ;  your  honour  wins 
bad  humours.  [Exeunt, 

Boy.  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  obferv'd  thefe  three 
fwaihers  I  am  boy  to  them  all  three  j  but  all  they 
three,  though  they  would  ferve  me,  could  not  be  man 
to  me  J  for,  indeed,  three  fucH  Anticks  do  not  amount 
to  a  man.  For  Bardolph,  he  is  white  liver'd  and  red- 
fac'd  ;  by  the  means  whereof  he  faces  it  out,  but  fights 
not.  For  Pijlol^  he  hath  a  killing  tongue,  and  a  quiet 
fword  ;  by  the  means  whereof  he  breaks  words,  and 
keeps  whole  weapons.  **  For  Nim^  he  hath  heard,  that 
•*  men  of  few  words  are  the  beft  men  ;  and  therefore 
•*  he  fcorns  to  fay  his  prayers,  left  he  (hould  be  thought 
•'  a  coward  ;  but  his  few  bad  words  are  match'd  with 
as  few  good  deeds,  for  he  never  broke  any  man's  head 
but  his  own,  and  that  was  againft  a  poft  when  he  was 
drunk.  They  will  fteal  any  thing,  and  call  it  purchafe. 
"  Bardolph  flole  a  lute-cafe,  bore  it  twelve  leagues, 
"  and  fold  it  for  three  half-pence.  Nim  and  Bardolph 
are  fvvorn  brothers  in  filching  ;  and  in  Calais  they  ftole 
a  fire-fhovel.  I  knevv'  by  that  piece  of  fervice,  the 
men  would  carry  coals.  They  would  have  me  as  fami- 
liar with  men's  pockets,  as  their  gloves  or  their  hand- 
kerchers  j  which  makes  much  againft  my  manhood  ; 
for  if  I  would  take  from  another's  pocket  to  put  into 
mine,  it  is  plain  pocketting  up  of  wrongs.  I  muft  leave 
them,  and  feek  fome  better  fervice  ;  their  villany  goes 
againft  my  weak  ftomach,  and  therefore  I  muft  caft  it 
up.  l^Exit  Boy. 

Enter  Gower,  fl«^  Fluellen. 

Goiver.  Captain  Fluellen,  yoa  muft  come  prefently  to 
the  mines ;  the  Duke  of  Gloucejier  would  ipeak  //  ith  you. 

a  Andl\  if  ivipei  Scz.'l   Seethe  editions  of  1600,  and  10?. 

Mr.  ir'cp:. 

Flu. 
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Flu.  To  the  mines  ?  tell  you  the  Duke,  it  is  not  fo 
good  to  come  to  the  mines ;  for,  look  you,  the  mines 
are  not  according  to  the  difciplines  of  the  war ;  the 
concavities  of  it  is  not  fufficient ;  for,  look  you,  th'  ath- 
verfary  (you  may  difcufs  unto  the  Duke,  look  you) 
is  digt  himfclf  four  yards  under  the  countermines;  by 
Che/hu,  I  think,  a'  will  plow  up  all,  if  there  is  not  pet- 
tti  direftions. 

Gonver.  The  Duke  of  Gloucejier,  to  whom  the  order 
of  the  fiege  is  given,  is  altogether  direded  by  an  Irijh 
man,  a  very  valiant  gentleman,  i'faith. 

Flu.  It  is  captain  Mackmorris-,  is  it  not  ? 

Goiuer.  I  think,  it  be. 

Flu.  By  Cle/Jyu,  he  is  an  Afs,  as  is  in  the  world ;  I 
will  verifie  as  much  in  his  beard  ;  he  has   no  more  di- 
reftions  in  the  true  difciplines  of  the  wars,  look  you, 
of  the  Roman  difciplines,  than  is  a  Puppy-dog. 
^w/^r  Mackmorris,  an^Capt.  ]iimy. 

Goiver,  Here  he  comes,  and  the  5r<?/j  Captain,  Cap- 
tain Jamy  with  him. 

F/u.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  valorous  gentle- 
man, that  is  certain ;  and  of  great  expedition  and  know- 
ledge in  the  ancient  wars,  upon  my  particular  know- 
ledge of  his  directions  -,  by  Chejhu,  he  will  maintain  his 
argument  as  well  as  any  military  man  in  the  world,  in 
the  difciplines  of  the  priftine  wars  of  the  Romans. 

Jamy.   I  fay,  gudday,  Captain  Fluellen. 

Flu,  Godden  to  your  worfhip,  good  captain  James, 

Go'wer.  How  now,  captain  Mackmorrisy  have  you 
quitted  the  mines  ?  have  the  pioneers  given  o^er  ? 

Mack.  By  Chriih  law,  tiih  ill  done  ;  the  work  ifh 
give  over,  the  trumpet  found  the  retreat.  By  my  handj, 
I  fwear,  and  by  my  father's  foul,  the  v/ork  ifh  ill  done  ; 
it  ifli  give  over ;  I  would  have  blowed  up  the  town,  fo 
Chrifh  fave  me  law,  in  an  hour.  O  tifh  ill  done,  tifh 
ill  done  ;  by  my  hand,  tiih  ill  done. 

Flu.  Captain  Mmckmsrrisy  I  befeech  you  now,  will 
you  vouchiafe  me,  look  you,  a  few  dilputations  with 
you,  as  partly  touching  or  concerning  the  difciplines  of 
the  war,  the  Roman  wars,  in  the   way   of  argument, 

Vol.  IV,  CL  look 
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look  you,  and  friendly  communication  ;  partly,  to  fa- 
tisfy  my  opinion ;  and  partly  for  the  fatisfa(Jlion,  look 
you,  of  my  mind  ;  as  touching  the  diredion  of  the 
militaty  difcipline,  that  is  the  point. 

Jamy.  It  fall  be  very  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  captains 
bath  ;  and  I  fall  quit  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick 
occafion  ;  that  fall  I,  marry. 

Mack.  It  is  no  time  to  difcourfe,  fo  Chrifh  fave  me  : 
the  day  is  hot,  and  the  weather  and  the  wars,  and  the 
King  and  the  Duke  ;  it  is  not  time  to  difcourfe,  the 
town  is  befeech'd  :  and  the  trumpet  calls  us  to  the 
breach,  and  we  talk,  and  by  Chrilh  do  nothing,  'tis 
Ihame  for  us  all ;  fo  God  fa'  me,  'tis  (hame  to  ftand 
ftill ;  it  is  (hame,  by  my  hand  ;  and  there  is  throats  to 
be  cut,  and  works  to  be  done,  and  there  is  nothing 
done,  fo  Chrifh  fa'  me  law. 

'Jatny.  By  the  mefs,  ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  take 
themfelves  to  flomber,  aile  do  gud  fervice,  cr  aile  ligge 
i'th'  ground  for  it ;  ay,  or  go  to  death  ;  and  aile  pay 
it  as  valoroufly  as  I  may,  that  fall  I  furely  do,  the  brefF 
and  the  long ;  marry,  I  wad  full  fain  heard  fome 
queftion  'tween  you  tway. 

Flu.  Captain  Mackmorris,  I  think,  look  you,  under 
your  corre<?.ion,  there  is  not  many  of  your  nation 

Mack.  Of  my  nation  ?  what  i(h  my  nation  r  ifli  a 
villain,  and  a  baftard,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rafcal  ?  what 
ifh  my  nation  ?  who  talks  of  my  nation  ? 

Flu.  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwife 
than  is  meant,  captain  Mackmorris^  perad venture,  I 
{hall  think  ycu  do  not  ufe  me  with  that  affability  as  in 
difcretion  you  ought  to  ufe  me,  look  you  ;  being  as 
good  a  man  as  yourfelf,  both  in  the  difciplines  of  wars, 
and  in  the  derivation  of  my  birth,  and  in  other  parti- 
cularities. 

Mack.  I  do  not  know  you  fogood  a  man  as  my  felf : 
fo  ChriQi  fave  me,  1  will  cut  off  your  head. 

Gotver.  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  miftake  each 
Other. 

Jamy.  Au  !  that's  a  foul  fault.      \^A  Parley  founded. 

Gower.  The  town  founds  a  parley. 

F/u, 
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Flu.  Captain  Mackmorris,  when  there  is  more  better 
opportunity  to  be  required,  look  you,  Til  be  fo  bold  as 
to  tell  you,  I  know  the  difciplines  of  war  j  and  there's 
an  end.  \^Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV. 

Before  the  Gates  of  Harileur. 

Enter  King  Henry  and  his  Train. 

K.  Henry.  TTO  W  yet  refolves  ihe  Governor  of  the 

JL  X         town  ? 
This  is  the  lateft  parle  we  will  admit : 
Therefore  to  our  bed  mercy  give  your  felves. 
Or,  like  to  men  proud  of  deftrudlion, 
Defie  us  to  our  worft  ;  as  I'm  a  foldier, 
(A  name,  that,  in  my  thoughts,  becomes  me  beft) 
If  I  begin  the  batt'ry  once  again, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half  atchieved  Harfleur 
'Till  in  her  afhes  fhe  lie  buried. 
The  gates  of  mercy  fliall  be  all  fhut  up  ; 
And  the  flefh'd  foldier,   rough  and  hard  of  heart. 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand  Ihall  range 
With  confcience  wide  as  he'll,  mowing  like  grafs 
Yourfrefti  fair  virgins,  and  your  flow'ring  infants. 
What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war, 
ArrayM  in  flames  like  to  the  Prince  of  fiends. 
Do  with  his  fmircht  complexion  all  fell  feats, 
Enlinkt  to  wafte  and  defolation  ? 
What  is't  to  me,  when  you  yourfelves  are  caufe. 
If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand 
Of  hot  and  forcing  violation  ? 
What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickednefs. 
When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  ? 
We  may  as  bootlefs,  fpend  our  vain  command 
Upon  th'  enraged  foldiers  in  their  fpoil. 
As  fend  our  precepts  to  th'  Leviathan 
To  come  a-lhoar.     Therefore,  you  men  of  Harfeur, 
Take  pity  of  your  town  and  of  your  people, 
While  yet  my  foldiers  are  in  my  command  ; 
While  yet  the  cool  and  temp'rate  wind  of  grace 

Q^z  O'er- 
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O'er-blows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds 
Of  heady  murther,  fpoil  and  villany. 
If  not  ;  why,  in  a  moment,  look  to  fee 
The  blind  and  bloody  foldier  with  foul  hand 
Defile  the  locks  of  your  fhrill  fhrieking  daughters ; 
Your  fathers  taken  by  the  filver  beards. 
And  their  mod  reverend  heads  dafht  to  the  walls ; 
Your  naked  infants  fpitted  upon  pikes. 
While  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  confus'd 
Do  break  the  clouds ;  as  did  the  wives  of  Jeixjry, 
At  Herod's  bloody-hunting  flaughtcr  men. 
What  fay  you  ?  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid  ? 
Or,  guilty  in  defence,  be  thusdeftroy'd  ? 
Enter  Go'vernor  upon  the  Walls. 

Gofv.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end : 
The  Dauphiuy  of  whom  fuccours  we  intreated. 
Returns  us,  that  his  pow'rs  are  not  yet  ready 
To  raife  fo  great  a  fiege.     Therefore,  great  King, 
We  yield  our  town  and  lives  to  thy  foft  mercy  : 
Enter  our  gates,  difpofe  of  us  and  ours, 
P'or  we  no  longer  are  defenfible. 

K.  Henry.  Open  your  gates :  come,  uncle  Exeter , 
Go  you  and  enter  Harfieuvy  there  remain. 
And  fortify  it  flrongly  'gainft  the  French  : 
Ufe  mercy  to  them  all.     For  us,  dear  Uncle, 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  ficknefs  growing 
Upon  our  foldiers,  we'll  retire  to  Calais. 
To  night  in  Harfeur  we  will  be  your  gueft, 
To  morrow  for  the  march  we  are  addreft. 

{flourijh^  and  enter  the  to^m, 

3  S  C  E  N  E     V. 

^e  French  Court, 

Enter  Catharine,  and  an  old  Gentlewoman, 
Cath.     \   LICE,  tuas  efie  en  Anglettere,  dff  tu  paries 
jfV  ^'^«  ^^  language. 

3  Scene  V.]  I  have  left  this  ridiculous  fcene  as  I  found  it  ; 
and  am  ferry  to  have  no  colour  left,  from  any  of  the  editions,  to 
imagine  it  interpolated. 

Alice. 
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Alice.  Un  peuy   Madame. 

Cath.  Je  te  prie  de  m'enfeignen  il  faut,  que  faf- 
frenne  a  parler.  Comment  appellee  vous  la  main  en 
Anglois. 

Alice.  La  mainy  elV  eft  appellee,  de  hand, 

Cath.  De  hand.     Et  le  doyt  ? 

Alice.  Le  doyt  ?  mafoyy  je  oublie  le  doyt ;  mats  je  me 
fowviendra  le  doyt  j  je  pen/e,  qu'ils  ont  appelle desjingres  ; 
ouyj  defingres. 

Cath.  La  main,  de  hand \  le  doyt,  lefingres.  Jepenfe^ 
quejefuis  le  hon  e/colier.  J"  ay  gaignee  deux  mots  d"  Ang- 
lois 'viftement  j  comment  appellee  'vous  les  ongles  ? 

Alice.  Les  ongles.  Its  appellons  de  nayles. 

Cath.  De  nayles.  Efcoui£'z.^r-ditesmoy,f%je  parlehien: 
de  hand,  defingres,  de  nayles. 

Alice.  Ceft  biendit,madame;  i  I  eft  fort  ban  Anglois. 

Cath.  Dites  moy  en  Anglois ,  le  bras. 

Alice.  De  arme,  madame. 

Cath.  Et  le  coude. 

Alice.  D'  elboiu. 

Cath.  D'  elbo'w :  je  menfaitz,  la  repetition  de  tons  Us 
mots,  que  n/ous  m^ a've'X.  apprins  des  apre/ent. 

Alice.  //  eft  trop  difficile,  madame,  commeje  penfe. 

Cath.  Excufemoy,  Alice;  efcoute^',  d^hand,  de fingre, 
de  nayles,  d'arme,  de  bilbonv. 

Alice.  D'  elboiv,  madame. 

Cath.  O  Seigneur  Dieu  !  je  nCen  ouhlit  d'elboiu  ;  com- 
ment  appellez  'vous  le  col? 

Alice.  De  neck,  madame. 

Cath.  De  neck  ;    ^  le  menton  ? 

Alice.  De  chin. 

Cath.  De  Jin  :  le  col,  de  neck  :  le  menton,  defin, 

Alice.  Ouy.  Sauf*uoftre  honneur,  en  tverite,  'vous  pro- 
nonces  les  mots  aujft  droiSi,  que  les  natifs  d' Angle t err e. 

Cath,  Je  ne  doute  point  d^'apprendre  par  la  grace  de 
Dieu,  ^  en  peu  de  temps. 

Alice.  N'avez  'VOus  pas  deja  oublie  ce  que  je  *vous  ay 
enfeignee  ? 

Cath.  Non,  je  reciter  ay  a  vous  prompt  ement ;  d'hand^ 
de  fingre^  de  nayles,  de  arme. 

Alice.  De  nayles,  madame. 

0^3  Cath. 
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V    Cath.   De  naylesy    de  arme,    deiihonv. 
Alice.   Sauf  fvoftre  honntur^    d'  elbo^uo. 
Cath.   Ainfi,  disjed'' elbonvy  deneck^  defin:  comment 
affelUz.  <vQus  les  pieds,  i5'  de  robe  ? 
Alice.    Lefoot,    madame,   6f  le  court, 
Cath.   Le/ooty    ^  le  count  O  Seigneur  Dieu  !  cesfont 
des  mots  mawvais,  corrupt ibies  l^  impudiquesy  cf  nan  pour 
les  dames  d"  honneur  d''  ufer :  je  ne  'voudrois  prononcer 
ces   mots  devant  les   Seigneurs  de  France^   pour  tout   le 
tnonde  !   tlfaut  le  footy   ^  le  coun,  ne  ant -mains.     Je  re- 
citer ay   une  autrefois  ma  le^on  enfemble  ;    d'    handy   de 
ftngre,    de  nayleSy  d'  arme,  d''  elbo'Wy  denecky  deftn^  de 
foot,  de  CGun. 

Alice.   Excellent,  madame, 

Cath.    C'eji  ajfez  pour  une  fois,  allons  nous  en  difner, 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE     VI. 
Prefence-Chamber  in  the  French  Court. 

Enter   the   King   cf   France,    the   Dauphin,    Duke   of 
Bourbon,  the  Conflahle  of  France,  and  others. 

Fr.  King.  J'T^IS  certain,  he  hath  pafs'd  the  river 
X  Some. 

Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,   my  lord. 
Let  us'not  live  in  France  ;    let  us  quit  all. 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barb'rous  people. 

Dau.   O  Dieu  'vi'vant  !  (hall  a  few  fprays  of  us, 
(The  emptying  of  our  fathers'  luxury,) 
Our  Syens,  put  in  wild  and  favage  ftock, 
Sprout  up  lb  luddenly  into  the  clouds. 
And  Over-look  their  grafters  ? 

Bour.     Norman Sy     but    baftard    Normans ;     Norman 
baftards. 
Mart  de  ma  njie  !  if  thus  they  march  along 
Unfought  withal,   but  I  will  fell  my  Dukedom, 
To  buy  a  foggy  and  a  dirty  farm 
4-  111  that  nook-ihotten  Ifle  of  Albion, 

Con, 

4  In  that  tiook-Jhottcn  IJle  0/ Albion.]   Sbotten  Cgnifies  any  thing 
^roje^cd'.  So  we  fay,  z  Jkotter.hcirir.gy  for  a  herring  that  hath 

cafl 
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Con.  Dieu  de  Batailles  !  why,  whence  have  they  this 


mettle 


ip  ? 


Is  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw  and  dull  ? 
O.i  whom,  as  in  defpight.   tiie  Sun  looks  pale, 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns  ?  can  fodden  water^ 
A  drench  for  furreyn'd  jades,  their  barly-broth, 
Decoa  their  cold  blood  to  fuch  valiant  heat  r 
And  (hall  oar  quick  blood,  fpirited  with  wine. 
Seem  frolly  r   Oh,   for  honour  of  our  land, 
Let  us  not  hang  like  frozen  iHcles 
Upon  cur  houfe-tops,  while  more  frofty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gillant  blood  in  our  rich  fields  ; 
Poor  (we  may  call  them)  in  their  native  Lords. 

Dau.   By  faith  and  honour. 
Our  madams  mock  at  us,  and  plainly  fay, 
Our  mettle  is  bred  out  j    and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  luft  of  EngWh  youth, 
Tonew-Ilore  France ^ix)^  baftard  warriors.^ 

Bour.   They  bid  us  to  the  Engli/h  dancing-fchools. 
And  teach  Lavoltas  high,  and  fwift  Curranto's ; 
Saying,    our  grace  is  only  in  our  heels ; 
And  that  we  are  moll  lofty  run-aways. 

Fr.  Kmg.  Where  is  Mount  joy  ^  the  herald  ?  fpeed  him 
hence  ; 
•Let  him  greet  England  with  our  (harp  defiance. 
Up,  Princes,  and  with  fpirit  of  honour  edgM, 
Yet  (harper  than  your  fvvords,  Iiie  to  the  field  : 
Charles  Delabreth,   high  Conftable  of  France  ; 
You,    dukes  of  Or/^fl«j,  Bourbon,  and  of  Be/ry, 
Alanfon,  Brabant,    Bar  and  Burgundy, 
Jaques  Chatillion,  Rambures,    Vaudemont, 
Beaumont,  Grander ee,   Roujfie,  and  Faukonbridge, 
Lays,    Lejiraile,    Bouciqualt,  and  Charaloys, 
High  Dukes,  great  Princes,  Barons,  Lords  and  Knights ; 
For  your  great  feats  now  quit  you  of  great  fhames  : 
Bar  Harry  England,   that  fweeps  through  our  land 
With  penons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur : 
Rufh  on  his  hoft,  as  doth  the  melted  fnow 

caft  its  fpawn.  So  nook-Jhotten  IJh,  is  an  Ifle  that  fnoots  out  into 
capes,  promontories  and  necks  of  land,  the  very  figure  of  Great- 
Britain. 

0^4  Upon 
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Upon  the  vallies  ;  whofe  low  vaffal  feat 
The  J/ps  doth  fpit  and  void  his  rheum  upon. 
Go  down  upon  him,   (you  havepow'r  enough,) 
And  in  a  captive  chariot  into  Roan 
Bring  him  our  prifoner. 

Con.  This  becomes  the  great. 
Sorry  am  I,  his  numbers  are  fo  few. 
His  foldiers  fick,  and  familht  in  their  march  : 
For,  I  am  fure,  when  he  Ihall  fee  our  army, 
He'Jl  drop  his  heart  into  the  fink  of  fear. 
And  for  atchievement  offer  us  his  ranfom. 

Fr.  King.    Therefore,    Lord  Conftable,    hafte    on 
Mountjoy  ; 
And  let  him  fay  to  England,  that  we  fend 
Tc  know  what  willing  ranfom  he  will  give. 
Prince  Dauphin,   you  ihall  (lay  with  us  in  Roan. 

Dau.    Not  {o,   I  do  befeech  your  Majefty. 

Fr.  King.  Be  patient,   for  you  fhall  remain  with  us. 
Now  forth.  Lord  Conrtable,  and   Princes  all  ; 
And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England's  fall. 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE    VH. 

The  Englifli  Camp. 

Enter  Gower  and  Fluellen. 
Coiu.  TTOW  now,  captain  Fluellen,  come  you  from 
l~j.  the  bridge  ? 

Flu.  1  affure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  fervices 
committed  at  the  pridge. 

Gcnv.  Is  the  Duke  of  Exeter  fafe  ? 

Flu.  The  Duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as 
Jgamemnen,  and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my 
foul,  and  my  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and 
my  living,  and  ray  uttermofl  power.  He  is  not,  God 
be  praifed  and  plefTed,  any  hurt  in  the  world  ;  he  is 
maintain  the  pridge  mod  valiantly,  with  excellent  dif- 
cipline.  There  is  an  Ancient  lieutenant  there  at  the 
pridge,  I  think,  in  my  very  confcience,  he  is  as  valiant 
a  man  as  Mark  Antcny,  and  he  is  a  man  of  no  eftima- 
tion  in  the  world,  but  I  did  fee  him  do  gallant  fervices. 
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Gonv.   What  do  you  call  him  ? 

Flu.  He  is  call'd  Ancient  Ptpl, 

Goiv.  I  know  him  not. 

Enfer  Piflol. 

F/u.  Here  is  the  man. 

PiJ}.  Captain,   I  thee  befeech  to  do  me  favours : 
The  Duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

Flu.  I,  I  praife  God,  and  I  have  merited  fome  love 
at  his  hands. 

PiJ.  Bardolph,  a  foldier  firm  and  found  of  heart. 
And  buxom  valour,  hath  by  cruel  fate. 
And  giddy  fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel, 
That  Goddefs  blind  that  ftands  upon  the  rolling  refllefs 
ftone 

Flu.  By  your  patience,  Ancknt  PtJIol :  5  Fortune 
is  painted  with  a  mufHer  before  her  eyes,  to  fignifie 
to  you  that  fortune  is  plind  ;  and  (he  is  painted  alfo 
with  a  wheel,  to  fignifie  to  you,  which  is  the  moral 
of  it,  that  (he  is  turning  and  inconftant,  and  mutabi- 
lities and  variations ;  and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed 
upon  a  fpherical  (tone,  which  rowles,  and  rowles, 
and  rowles  ;  in  good  truth,  the  Poet  makes  a  moft 
excellent  defcription  cf  it :  fortune  is  an  excellent 
moral. 

Pi^.  Fortune  is  Bardolph's  foe,  and  frowns  on  him  | 
6  for  he  hath  (loin  ViPax,  and  hanged  muft  a'bcj, 
damned  death  ! 

5  FortuTje  is  painted  ThT-KD,  Tvitb  a  muffler  before  her  eyes,  fa 
fignify  to  you  that  fortune  is  plind  {\  Here  the  fool  of  a  player 
was  for  making  a  joke,  as  Hamlet  fays,  not  Jet  doivn  for  hinty 
and  petuing  a  moji  pitiful  ambition  to  be  witty.  For  Fluehen^ 
though  he  fpeaks  with  his  country  accent  5  yet  is  all  the  way  re- 
prefented  as  a  man  of  good  plain  fenfe.  Therefore,  as  it  appears 
he  knew  the  meaning  of  the  term  plind,  by  his  ufe  of  it,  he  could 
never  have  faid  that  Fortune  ivas  painted  plind,  to  fgnfy  fhe  ivas 
plind.  Ke  might  as  well  have  faid  afterwards,  that  fre  ivas 
painted  inconjiant,  to  fgnify  fhe  i^'as  inconftant.  But  there  he 
fpeaks  fenfe,  and.fo,  unqueftionably,  he  did  here.  We  lliould 
therefore  ftrike  out  the  firft  plind,    and  read;, 

Fortune  is  paintedivith  a  muffler,    &c.  . 

6  for  he  hath  ftoln  a  Pax.]  This  is  conformable  to  hiftcry, 
A  foldier  fi/a// tells  us,  Henry  V.  year  3.  fol.  14.)  beinghanged 
at  ihis  time  for  fuch  a  fad.  Mr.  Pope. 
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Let  gallows  gape  for  dog,  let  man  go  free, 

And  let  not  hemp  his  wind -pipe  fuftbcate  ; 

But  £A-^/fr  hath  given  the  doom  of  death, 

For  Pax  of  little  price.     Therefore,  go  (peak, 

The  Duke  will  hear  thy  voice  ; 

And  let  not  Bardoiph\  vital  thread  be  cut 

With  edge  of  penny-cord,  and  \  ile  reproach. 

Speak,  Captain,    for  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu,  Ancient  Fijlol,  I  do  partly  underftand  your 
meaning. 

P'lfl.   Why  then  rejoice  therefore. 
Flu.  Certainly,    Ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice 
at ;    for  if,  look  you,    he  were  my  brother,    I  would 
delire  the  Duke  to  uie  his  good  pleafure,  and  put  him 
to  executions  ;   for  difciplines  ought  to  be  ufed. 

Pijl,  Die  and  be  damn'd,  and  Figo  for  thy  friendfhip  \ 
Flu.  It  is  well. 

Fiji.  The  £g  of  ^pain •  [Exit  Pift. 

Flu.  Very  good. 

Gonx).  \Vhy,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  rafcal,  I 
jemcmber  him  now  ;    a  bawd,  a  cut-purfe. 

Flu,  I'll  alTure  you,  he  utter'd  as  prave  words  at  the 
pridge,  as  you  fhall  fee  in  a  fummer's  day  :  but  it  is 
very  well  j  what  he  has  fpoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I 
warrant  you,  when  time  is  ferve. 

Goov.  Why,  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue,  that  now  and 
then  goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himfelfat  his  return  into 
London^  under  the  form  of  a  foldier.  **  Such  fellows  are 
•*  perfed:  in  the  great  commanders'  names,  and  they 
**  will  learn  you  by  rote  where  fervices  were  done  ;  at 
**  fuch  and  fuch  a  fconce,  at  fuch  a  breach,  at  fuch  a 
•'  convoy  j  who  came  off  bravely,  who  was  fhot,  who 
**  difgrac'd,  what  terms  the  enemy  flood  on  ;  and  this 
•*  they  con  perfedly  in  the  phrafe  of  war,  whicii  they 
**  trick  up  with  new- turned  oaths  :  And  what  a  beard 
**  of  the  general's  cut,  and  a  horrid  fute  of  the  camp, 
•*  will  do  among  foaming  bottles  and  ale-walh'd  wits, 
•*  is  wonderful  to  be  thought  on  I  But  you  muft  learn 
to  know  fuch  Handers  of  the  age,  or  elfe  you  may  be 
war vello  ally  miftook. 

Flu. 
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Ful  I  tell  you  what,  captain  Gower  ;  I  do  perceive, 
he  is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  ihew  to 
the  world  he  is  i  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  coat,  I  will  tell 
him  my  mind  ;  hear  you,  7  the  King  is  coming,  and  1 
muft  fpeak  with  him  from  the  pridge. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Drum  and  Colours.     Enter  the  King,  and  his  poor 
foldiers. 

f/^.  God  plefs  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  Fluellen,  cam'fl  thou  from  the 
bridge  ? 

Flu.  I,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty  :  the  Duke  of  Exeter 
has  very  gallantly  maintain'd  the  pridge  ;  the  French  is 
gone  off,  look  you,  and  there  is  gallant  and  mofl  prave 
paflages  ;  marry,  th^  athverfary  was  have  poftefiion  of 
the  pridge,  but  he  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  Duke 
of  Exeter  is  mafter  of  the  pridge  :  I  can  tell  your  Ma- 
jefty,  the  Duke  is  a  prave  man. 

K.  Henry.  What  men  have  you  loft,  Fiuellen  ? 

Flu.  The  perdition  of  th'  athverfary  hath  been  very 
great,  very  reafonable  great  ;  marry,  for  my  part,  I 
think,  the  Duke  hath  loft  never  a  man  but  one  that  is 
like  to  be  executed  for  robbing  a  church,  one  Bardolph, 
if  your  majefty  know  the  man:  his  face  is  all  bubukles, 
and  v/helks,  and  knobs,  and  flames  of  fire  ;  and  his 
lips  blows  at  his  nofe,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of  fire  'y  fome- 
times  plue,  and  fometimes  red  j  but  his  nofe  is  executed, 
and  his  fire's  out. 

K.  Henry.  We  would  have  fuch  offenders  fo  cut  off  1 
And  give  exprefs  charge,  that  in  all  our  match 
There  fhall  be  nothing  taken  from  the  villages, 
But  ftiail  be  paid  for  ;  and  no  French  upbraided. 
Or  yet  abufed  in  difdainful  language  j 
When  lenity  and  cruelty  play  for  kingdoms. 
The  gentler  gamefter  is  the  fooneft  winner. 

7  The  King  is  coming,  and  I  muft  fpeak  with  him  from  the 
pridge.]  /.  e.  I  want  to  acquaint  the  King  with  the  circumftar.ces  of 
the  adtion  which  happened  there. 

Tuihs 
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Tiuhet  founds.      Enter  Mountjoy. 

Mount.  You  know  me  by  my  habit. 

K.  Henry.    Well  then,   I  know  thee ;  what  ftiall   I 
know  of  thee  ? 

Mount.  My  mafter's  mind. 

K.  Henry.   Unfold  it. 

Mount.  Thus  fays  my   King  :  fay   thou    to  Harry 
England^ 
Although  we  feemed  dead,  we  did  but  fleep : 
Advantage  is  a  better  foldier  than  rafhnefs. 
Tell  him,  we  could  at  Harfleur  have  rebuk*d  him  ;: 
But  that  we  thought  not  good  to  bruife  an  injury, 
'Till  it  were  ripe.     Now,  fpeak  we  on  our  cue, 
With  voice  imperial  :   England  (hall  repent 
His  folly,  fee  his  vveaknefs,  and  admire 
Our  fuff'rance.     Bid  him  therefore  to  confider. 
What  muft  the  ranfom  be,  which  muft  proportion 
The  lofies  we  have  borne,  the  fubjetls  we 
Have  loft,  and  the  difgrace  we  havedigefted  ; 
To  anfwer  which,  his  pettinefs  would  bow  under^ 
Firft  for  our  lofs,  too  poor  is  his  Exchequer; 
For  the  effufion  of  our  blood,  his  army 
Too  faint  a  number  ;  and  for  our  difgrace, 
Ev'n  his  own  peifon  kneeling  at  our  feet 
A  weak  and  worthlefs  fatisfadion. 
To  this,  defiance  add  ;  and  for  conclufion. 
Tell  him  he  hath  betray M  his  followers, 
Whofe  condemnation  is  pronouiic*d.     So  far 
My  King  and  mafter  ;  and  fo  much  my  office. 

K.  Henry.  What  is  thy  name  I  I  know  thy  quality^ 

Mount.  Mountjoy. 

X.  Henry.  Thou  doft  thy  office  fairly.     Turn  thee 
back, 
And  tell  thy  King,    I  do  not  feek  him  now  ;. 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment  j  for  to  fay  the  footh, 
{Though  'tis  no  wifdom  to  confefs  fo  much 
Unto  an  Enemy  of  craft  and  vantage) 
My  people  are  v/ith  ficknefs  much  enfeebled. 
My  cumbers  lefTen'd  j  and  thofe  few  I  have^ 

Almoa 
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Almoft  no  better  than  fo  many  French  ; 

Who,  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  herald, 

I  thought,  upon  one  pair  of  EngUJh  legs 

Did  march  three  Frenchmen.     Yet,  forgive  me,  God, 

"  That  I  do  brag  thus ;  this  your  air  of  France 

**  Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me  ;  I  muft  repent. 

Go,  therefore,  tell  thy  mafter,  here  I  am  ; 

My  ranfom  is  this  frail  and  worthlefs  trunk ; 

My  army  but  a  weak  and  fickly  guard  : 

Yet,  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on. 

Though  France  himfelf,  and  fuch  another  neighbour. 

Stand  in  our  way.     There's  for  thy  labour.  Mount  joy. 

Go,  bid  thy  mafter  well  advife  himfelf : 

If  we  may  pafs,  we  will ;  if  we  be  hinder'd, 

^  We  fliall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 

Difcolour  I  and  fo,  Mountjoy,  fare  you  well. 

The  fum  of  all  our  anfwer  is  but  this  > 

We  would  not  feek  a  battle  as  we  are, 

Yet,  as  we  are,  we  fay,  we  will  not  fhun  it : 

So  tell  your  mafter. 

Mount,  I  fhali  deliver  fo  :  thanks  to  your  Highnefs-. 

Glou.  I  hope,  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 

K.  Henry.  We  are  in  God's  hand,  brother,  not  in 
theirs  : 
March  to  the  bridge  ;  it  now  draws  toward  night ; 
Beyond  the  Riyer  we'll  encamp  our  felves ; 
And  on  to  morrow  bid  them  march  away.         [Exeunf^, 

9  S  C  E  N  E     IX. 

The  French   Camp  near  Agincourt. 

Enter   the  Conftable  of  France,    the  Lord  Rambures, 

Orleans,  Dauphin,  nmth  others. 
Con,  nr^UT,  I  have  the  beft  armour  of  the  world. 
X     Would  it  were  day  f 

OA. 

S  }^epall your  taivny  ground,  SccI  HalP s  Chronicle,  foJ.  14. 
Henry  V.    year  2..  Mr.  Pope. 

9  Scene  DC.]  This  fcene  is  ihorter,  and  I  think  better,  in 
the   firft  editions  of  1600  and   1608.     But  as   the  enlargements. 
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Orl.  You  have  an  excellent  armour  i  but  let  my 
horfe  have  his  due. 

Con.  *  It  is  the  beft  horfe  of  Europe. 

*  Orl.  Will  it  never  be  morning  ? 

*  Dau.  My  lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high  Con- 

*  ftable,  you  talk  of  liorfe  and  armour, 

*  Orl.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both,  as  any 

*  Prince  in  the  world. 

*  Dau    What  a  long  night  is  this !  I  will  not  change 

*  my  horfe  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  pafterns  j 

*  ^a,  hat   le  Chetval 'volant,   the  Pe^a/us,   chez  les  Na- 

*  rines  de  fe!'  !    *    he  bounds  from  the  earth,  as    if  his 

*  entrails  were  hairs  ;  when  I  beftride   him,  I  foar,   I 

*  am  a  Hawk  j    he  trots  the  air,  the  earth  fmgs  when 

*  he  touches  it ;  the  bafell  horn  of  his  hoof  is    more 

*  mufical  than  the  pipe  of  Hermes. 

Orl.  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  Nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a  beaft 
for  Perfeus ;  he  is  pure  air  and  fire  ;  and  the  dull  ele- 
ments of  earth  and  water  never  appear  in  him,  '  but 

*  only  in  patient  ftilnefs  while  his  rider  mounts  him  ; 

*  he  is,  indeed,  a  horfe  ;  *  and  all  other  beads  you  may 

*  call  jades. 

*  Con.  Indeed,   my  lord,  it  is  a  moft  abfolute  and 

*  excellent  horfe. 

*  Dau.  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys ;  his  neigh  is  like 

*  the  bidding  of  a  monarch,  and  his  countenance. en- 
'  forces  homage. 

Orl.  No  more,  coufm. 

appear  to  be  the  author's  own,   I  would  not  omit  them  ;  but  have 
for  the  reader's  curiofity  marked  them  with  fmail  commas. 

Mr.  Pope. 

I  he  boutids  frcm  the  earthy  as  if  his  entraihtvere  hair%  j]  p^\^ 
luding  to  the  bounding  of  tennis-balls,  which  were  fluffed  with 
hair,  as  appears  from  Much  ado  ahout  Nothing,  And  the  old  orna- 
ment of  his,  cheek  hath  already  ftufft  te-nnii-balh, 

a  And  all  other  jades  you  may  c<7// beaft?.]  It  is  plain  that 
^ade%  and  heaji!.  ihould  change  places,  it  being  the  firft  word 
and  not  the  laft,  which  is  the  term  of  reproach  ;  as  afterwards  it 
is  faid, 

Jbad  as  lieve  bai'e  my  mijlrefs  a';^zAt,. 

'Dan. 
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*  Dau.  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit,   that  cannot, 
«  from  the  riftng  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb, 

*  vary  deferved  praife  on  my  palfrey  ;  it  is  a  theme  as 

*  fluent  as  the  fea  :  turn  the  fands  into  eloquent  tongues, 

*  and  my  horfc  is  argument  for  them  all  ;  'tis  a  fub- 
«  jeft  for  a  Sovereign  to  reafon  on,  and  for  a  Sovereign's 

*  Sovereign  to  ride  on  ;  and  for  the  world,  familiar  to 
«  us  and  unknown,  to  lay  apart  their  particular  func- 
«  tions  and  wonder  at  him.     I  once  writ  a  fonnet  in  his 

*  praife,  and  began  thus,   '  Wonder  of  nature 

0/7.  I  have  heard  a  fonnet  begin  fo  to  one's  milbefs. 
Dau,  Then  did  they  imitate  that,  which  I  compos'd 
to  my  courfer  ;  for  my  horfe  is  my  miftrefs. 

*  Orl.  Your  miftrefs  bears  well. 

*  Dau.  Me,  well ; which  is  the  prefcript  praife, 

*  and  perfedlion,  of  a  good  and  particular  miftrefs. 

Con,  Methought,  yefterday  your  miftrefs  fhrewdly 
(hook  your  back. 

*  Dau.   So,  perhaps,  did  yours. 
'  Con.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 

*  Dau.  O,   then,    belike,  ftie  was  old  and  gentle  ; 

*  and  you   rode,  like  a  Kern  of   Ireland,   your  French 

*  hofe  off,  and  in  your  ftrait  TrofTers. 

*  Con.  You  have  good  judgment  in  horfemanfhip. 

*  Dau.  Bewarn'd  by  me  then  ;  they  that  ride  fo  and 

*  ride  not  warily,  fall   into  foul  bogs ;  I  had   rather 

*  have  my  horfe  to  my  miftrefs. 

*  Con.  I  had  as  lieve  have  my  miftrefs  a  jade. 

<  Dau  I  tell  thee,  Conftable,  my  miftrefs  wears  her 

*  own  hair. 

*  Con.  I  could  make  as  true  a  boaft  as  that,  if  I  had 

*  a  Sow  to  my  miftrefs. 

*  Dau.  Le  chien  eft  retourne  a  fon  propre  'vomijfement, 
*■  dsf  la  truie  lawe  au  bourhier  ',  thou  mak'ft  ufe  of  any 
^  thing. 

*  Con.  Yet  do  I  not  ufe  my  horfe  for  my  miftrefs  y 
'  or  any  fuch  proverb,   fo  little  kin  to  the  purpofe. 

g  Wonder  of  nature—^  Here,  I  fnppofe,  fome  fooliHi  poem  of 
our  author's  time  is  ridiculed  j  which  indeed  partly  appears  from 
the  anfwcr, 

•  Ram. 
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*  Ram.  My  lord  Conftable,  the  armour,   that  I  faw 

•  in  your  tent  to  night,  are  thofe  ftars,  or  funs  upon  it  ? 

*  Con.  Stars,  my  lord. 

*  Dau.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to  morrow,  I  hope. 

*  Con.  And  yet  my  fky  (hall  not  want. 

*  Dau.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  many  fuper- 
«  fluoufly  ;    and    'twere   more  honour,    fome    were 

•  away. 

*  Con.  Ev'n  as  your  horfe  bears  your  praifes,  who 

•  would  trot  as   well,  were  fome  of  your    brags  dif- 

•  mounted. 

*  Dau.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him    with  his 

•  defert.*     Will  it  never  be  day  ?  I  will  trot  tomorrow 
a  mile,  and  my  way  (hall  be  paved  with  Englijh  faces. 

Con.  I  will  not  fay  fo,  for  fear  I  (hou'd  be  fac'd  out 
of  my  way  j  but  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  would 
fain  be  about  the  ears  of  the  Englijh. 

Ram.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty 
Englijh  prifoners  > 

Con.  You  muft  firfl  go  your  felf  to  hazard  ere  you 
have  them. 

Dau.  'Tis  midnight,  I'll  go  arm  my  felf.        [ExiK 

Orl.  The   Dauphin  longs  for  morning. 

P.am.  He  longs  to  eat  the  Englijh. 

Con.   I  think,  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

•  OrL  By  the  white  hand  of  my  lady,  he's  a  gallant 

•  Prince. 

*  Con.  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  fhe  may  tread  out 

•  the  oath. 

Orl.  Heisfimply  the  mofta(5live  gentleman  oi  France, 

Con.  Doing  is  activity,  and  he  will  llill  be  doing. 

Ori.  He  never  did  harm,   that  I  heard  of 

Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to  morrow:  he  will  keep  that 
good  name  ftill. 

Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  I  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knows  him  better 
than  you. 

Orl.  What's  he  ? 

Co)i.  Marry,  he  told  me  fo  himfelf ;  and  he  faid,^he 
car'd  not  who  knew  it. 

«  Or/.  He  needs  not,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him. 

*  Cm. 
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'  Con.  By  my  faith,  Sir,  but  it  is  j  never  any  body 

*  faw  it,  but  his  lacquey  :  'tis   a  hooded  valour,  and 

*  when  it  appears,  it  will  bate. 

Orl.  Ill  will  never  faid  well. 

Cor.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with,  There  is  flattery 
in  friendjbip. 

Orl.  And  I  will  take  up  that  with,  Give  the  Devil 
his  due. 

Con.  Well  plac'd  ;  there  ftands  your  friend  for  the 
devil  I  have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb  with,  A 
pox  on  the  devil. 

Orl.  You  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how  much 
a  fool's  bolt  isfoonfijot. 

Con.  You  have  (hot  over. 

Orl.  'Tis  not  the  firfl:  time  you  were  over-fhot. 

SCENE     X. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord  high  Conftable,  the  Englijh  lye  within 
fifteen  hundred  paces  of  your  tents. 

Con.  Who  hath  meafur'd  the  ground  I 

MeJjT.  The  lord  Grandpree. 

Con.  A  valiant  and  moft  expert  gentleman.  Would 
it  were  day  f  Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England  !  he  longs 
not  for  the  dawning  as  we  do. 

Orl.  What  a  wretched  and  peevifh  fellow  is  this  King 
of  England,  to  mope  with  his  fat-brain'd  followers  fa 
far  out  of  his  knowledge  ? 

Con.  If  the  Englijh  had  any  apprehenfion,  they  would 
run  away. 

Orl.  That  they  lack  ;  for  if  their  heads  had  any  in- 
telledlual  armour,  they  could  never  wear  fuch  heavy 
head-pieces. 

Ram.  That  Ifland  of  England  breeds  very  valiant 
creatures ;  their  maftiffs  are  of  unmatchable  courage. 

Orl.  "  Foolilh  curs,  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth 
**  of  a  RuJJjan  Bear,  and  have  their  heads  cruih'd  like 
**  rotten  apples."  You  may  as  well  fay,  that's  a  valiant 
Flea,  that  dares  eat  his  breakfaft  on  the  lip  of  a  Lion. 

Con.  "  Juft,  juil;  and  the  men  do  fympathize  with 
**  the  maftiffs  in  robullious  and  rough  coming   on, 

•*  leaving 
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"  leaving  their  wits  with  their  wives  j  and  then  give 
•'  them  great  meals  of  beef,  and  iron  and  fleel,  they 
*•  will  eat  like  wolves,    and  fight  like  devils. 

Or/.  Ay  ;  but  thefe  Engli/h  are  ftireudly  out  of  beef. 

Con.  Then  fliall  we  find  to  morrow,  they  have  only 
f^omachs  to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to 
arm  j  come,   (hall  we  about  it  ? 

OrL  'Tis  two  o'clock  ;  but  (let  me  fee)  by  ten, 
We  flmll  have  each  a  hundred  Englijhmen.         [^Exeunt, 


N 


A  C  T     IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

JGINCOURT. 
Enter  Chorus. 
O  W  entertain  conjedlure  of  a  time, 


When  creeping  murmur,  and  the  poring  dark, 
■  Fills  the  wide  vefTel  of  the  univerfe. 
"  From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of  night, 
*'  The  hum  of  either  army  ftilly  founds  ; 
**  That  the  fixt  centinels  almofl  receive 
"  The  fecret  whifpers  of  each  other's  watch. 
•*  Fire  anfwers  fire  ;  and  through  their  paly  flames 
•*  Each  battle  fees  ^  the  other's  umber'd  face, 
*'  Steed  threatens  ileed,  in  high  and  boaflful  neighs 
'•  Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear  ;   and  from  the  tents, 
**  The  aimourers  accomplifhing  the  knights, 
"  With  bufie  hammers  clofmg  rivets  up, 
**  Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 
**  The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toll  : 
•*  And  (the  third  hour  of  droufie  morning  nam'd) 
Proud  of  their  numbers  and  fecure  in  foul, 

1  Fills  the  ivide  'vejfel  of  the  univerfe.]  Uni-verfe  for  horizon  : 
for  we  are  not  to  think  Shake/pear  fo  ignorant  as  to  imagine  it  was 
night  over  the  whole  globe  at  once.  He  intimates  he  knew  other- 
wife,  by  that  fine  hne  in  Midfummer  Night's  Dream. 

-     ■'-  foUoiving  darknefs  like  a  dream. 
Befides,   the  image  he  employs  fhews  he  meant  but  half  the  globe  j 
the  horizon  round  which  has  the  fhape  of  a  vefiel  or  goblet. 

2  —  - —  the  other's  umber'd /tffe.]  Utnber\l  qx  umbred ,  is  a 
term  in  blazonry,  and  fignifics,  fhadowcd. 

The 
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The  confident  and  over-lufty  French 

3   Do  the  low-rated  Evglijh  play  at  dice; 

And  chide  the  cripple  tardy- gaited  night, 

Who,  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch,  does  limp 

So  tedioully  away.     *'  The  poor  condemned  Englt/h, 

**  Like  facrifices,  by  their  v/atchful  iires 

•*  Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 

"  The  morning's  danger  :   and  their  gefture  fad, 

*'  4-  Inveft  in  lank-lean  cheeks  and  war-worn  coats, 

**  Prefented  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 

**  So  many  horrid  ghofts.     Who  now  beholds 

**  The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  band 

«'  Walking  from  watch  to  waxh,  from  tent  to  tent, 

«'  Let  him  cry,  praife  and  glory  on  his  head  ! 

For  forth  he  goes  and  vifits  all  his  holl, 

Bids  them  good  morrow  with  a  moaeft  fmile. 

And  calls  them  brothers,  friends,  and  countrymen. 

Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note. 

How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him  j 

Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  ail -watched  night  : 

But  frefhly  looks  and  over-bears  attaint. 

With  chearful  femblance  and  fweet  majefty  : 

That  ev'ry  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before^ 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks^ 

A  largefs  univerfal,  like  the  fun, 

His  lib'ral  eye  doth  give  to  ev'ry  one. 

Thawing  cold  fear.     Then,  mean  and  gentle,  all 

Behold,  (as  may  unworthinefs  define) 

A  little  touch  of  Uarry  in  the  night. 

And  fo  our  fcene  muft  to  the  battle  By  : 

Where,  O  for  pity  !  we  (hall  much  difgrace. 

With  four  or  five  moft  vile  and  ragged  foils, 

3  Do  the  hiQ.raud  Englifh  fay  at  dice.]  u  c.  do  play  them 
away  at  dice. 

4  Investing   lank-lean  cheeks,  &c.]  A gejiure  in'vejiing 
cheeks  and  coats  is  nonfenfe.     We  fhould  read. 

Invest    in  lank-lean   cheeks. 
which  is  fenfe,  /.  e.  their  fad  gefturc  was  cloath'd,  or  fet  off,  in 
lean  cheeks  and  worn  coats.     The  image  is  ftxong  and   piftu- 
refi^ue* 

(Right 
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(Right  ill  difpos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous) 

The  name  of  /^gincourt.     Yet  fit  and  fee. 

Minding  true  things  by  what  their  mock'ries  be.  \Exit, 

SCENE     II. 

The  Englifh  Camp,  at  Agincourt. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Bedford  and  Gloucefler. 

"K..  Hen./^^Lo'Jfery    'tis  true,   that   we  are    in   great 
Vjr         danger ; 

The  greater  therefore  ihou'd  our  courage  be. 

Good  morrow,  brother  Bedford:  God  Almighty  \ 

*'  s  There  is  fome  foul  of  goodnefs  in  things  evil, 

'*  Would  men  obfervingly  diftil  it  out. 

For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  ftirrers ; 

Which  is  both  healthful,    and  good  hulbandry. 

Befides,    they  are  our  outward  confciences, 

And  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonifhing, 

^  That  we  (hould  'drefs  us  fairly  for  our  end. 

Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed. 

And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himfelf. 
Efjter  Erpingham. 

Good  morrow,  old  Sir  T^omaj  Erpingham  : 

A  good  foft  pillow  for  that  good  wh'te  head 

Were  better  than  a  churlifli  turf  of  France. 

Erping.  Not  (o,  my  Liege ;  this  lodging  likes  me 
better  ; 
Since  I  may  fay,  now  \yt  I  like  a  King. 

Yi.. Henry.  'Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  prefent  pain 
Upon  example ;   fo  the  fpirit  is  eafed  : 
And  when  the  mind  is  quicken'd,  out  of  doubt. 
The  organs,  though  defund  and  dead  before. 
Break  up  their  drowfie  grave,   and  newly  move 
With  cafted  flough  and  frefh  legerity. 
Lend  me  thy  cloak,  Sir  Thomas  :  brothers  both. 
Commend  me  to  the  Princes  in  our  camp: 
Do  my  good  morrow  to  them,  and  anon 
Defire  them  all  to  my  pavillion. 

5  There  is  fome  foul  of  goodttefs—]  S»ul,  ior  fpirit, 

6  That  luepould  'drefs  us  fairly^]  i.  e,  addrefs, 

G/ou. 


King  Henry  V.  341 

Glou.  We  fhall,  my  Liege. 
Erping.  Shall  I  attend  your  grace  ? 
K.  Henry.  No,  my  good  knight ; 
Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England : 
I  and  my  bofom  mufl  debate  a  while, 
Aiid  then  I  would  no  other  company. 
Erping.  The  Lord  in  heaven  blefs  thee,  noble  Harry! 

[Exeunt, 
K.  Henry.  God-a-mercy,  old  heart,   thou  fpeak'ft 
chearfully. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Piftol. 
Piji.^i'vala? 
K.  Henry.  A  friend. 
Piji.  Difcufs  unto  me,  art  thou  officer. 
Or  art  thou  bafe,   common  and  popular  ? 
K.  Henry.  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 
Fiji.  Trail'ft  thou  the  puiiTant  pike  ? 
K.  Henry.  Even  fo  :   what  are  you  ? 
Fiji.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  Emperor. 
K.  Henry.  Then  you  are  a  better  than  the  King. 
Pift.  The  King*s  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame. 
Of  parents  good,  of  fift  moft  valiant : 
I  kifs  his  dirty  (hoe,   and  from  my  heart-ftring 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.     What's  thy  name  ? 
K.  Henry.  Harry  le  Roy. 
Pifl.  Le  Roy!  a  Cor»/}^  name :  art  thou  of  Cornt^ 

Crew? 
K.  Henry.  No,  I  am  a  Weljhman. 
Pift.  Know'ft  thou  Eluellen  ? 
K.  Henry.  Yes. 

Pift.  Tell  him,   I'll  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate, 
Upon  St.  Da'vid'^  day. 

K.   Henry.   Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your 
cap  that  day,  left  he  knock  that  about  yours. 
Pift.  Art  thou  his  friend  ? 
K.  Henry.  And  his  kinfman  too. 
Pift.  The  Figo  for  thee  then  ! 
K.  Henry,  I  thank  you :  God  be  with  you, 

Fiji. 
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Pift.  My  name  is  Pi/IolczWd,  [Exit. 

K.  Henry.  It  forts  well  with  your  fierceners. 

[^Manet  King  Henry. 
Enter  Fluellen,  and  Gower,  federally,  ^ 

Goixi.  Captain  Fluellen. ^ 

Flu.  So  ;  in  the  name  of  Jefu  Chrift,  fpeak  fewer  ; 
it  is  the  greateft  admiration  in  the  univerfal  world, 
when  the  true  and  auncient  prerogatifes  and  laws  of 
the  wars  is  not  kept  :  if  you  would  take  the  pains  but 
to  examine  the  wars  of  Pompey  the  great,  you  fhall 
find,  I  warrant  you,  that  there  is  no  tiddle  taddle,  nor 
pibble  pabble,  in  Pontpey^  camp  :  I  warrant  you,  you 
fhall  find  the  ceremonies  of  the  wars,  and  the  cares  of 
it,  and  the  forms  of  it,  and  the  fobrieties  of  it,  and 
the  modefty  of  it  to  be  otherwife. 

Go'w.  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud,  you  hear  him  all 
right. 

Flu.  If  the  enemy  is  an  afs  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating 
coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  (hould  alfo, 
look  you,  be  an  afs  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb, 
in  your  own  confcience  now  ? 

Go'w.  I  will  fpeak  lower. 

i7ir.  I  pray  you,  and  befeech  you,  that  you  will. 

\^Exeunt. 

K.  Henry.  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  of  falhion. 
There  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Weljhman. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  three  Soldiers,  John  Bates,  Alexander  Court,  and 
Michael  Williams. 

Court.  Brother  John  Bates y  is  not  that  the  morning 
which  breaks  yonder  ? 

Bates.  I  think  it  be,  but  we  have  no  great  caufe  to 
defire  the  approach  of  day. 

Will.  We  fee  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day, 
but,  I  think,  we  (hall  never  fee  the  end  of  it.  Who 
goes  there? 

K.  Henry.  A  friend. 

Will.  Under  what  captain  ferve  you  ? 

K.  Henry.  Under  Sir  Vjomas  Erpingham, 

Will. 
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Wt/L  A  good  old  commander,  and  a  moll  kind  gen- 
tleman :  I  pray  you,   what  thinks  he  of    our  eftate  ? 

K.  Henry.  Even  as  men  wreck'd  upon  a  fand,  that 
look  to  be  waih'd  ofF  the  next  tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  King  ? 

K.  Henry.  No  ;  nor  is  it  meet,  he  fliou'd  :  for  tho'  I 
fpeak  it  to  you,  I  think,  the  King  is  but  a  man  as  I  am  : 
•*  the  Violet  fmells  to  him  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  the  ele- 
"  ment  (hews  to  him  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  7  all  his  fenfes 
"  have  but  human  conditions.  His  ceremonies  laid  by, 
"  in  his  nakednefs  he  appears  but  a  man  ;  and  tho'  his 
"  afFeftions  are  higher  mounted  than  ours,  yet  when 
"  they  floop,  they  ftoop  with  the  like  wing  ;  there- 
"  fore  when  he  fees  reafon  of  fears  as  we  do,  his  fears, 
**  out  of  doubt,  be  of  the  fame  relifli  as  ours  are  ; 
yet  in  reafon  no  man  fliould  poffefs  him  with  any  ap- 
pearance of  fear,  left  he,  by  Ihcwing  it,  fhould  dif- 
hearten  his  army. 

Bates.  "  He  may  {hew  what  outward  courage  he 
"  will;  but,  I  believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could 
"  wiih  himfelf  in  the  Thames  up  to  the  neck  ;  and  fo  I 
"  would  he  were,  and  I  by  him  at  all  adventures,  fo 
"  we  were  quit  here. 

K.  Henry.  By  my  troth,  I  will  fpeak  my  confcience 
of  the  King  ;  I  think,  he  would  not  wifh  himfelf  any 
where  but  where  he  is. 

Bates.  Then  would  he  were  here  alone ;  fo  fliould 
he  be  fure  to  be  ranfomed,  and  many  poor  men's  lives 
faved . 

K.  Henry.  I  dare  fay,  you  love  him  not  fo  ill  to  wifh 
him  here  alone;  howfoever  you  fpeak  this  to  feel  other 
men's  minds.  Methinks,  I  could  not  die  any  where  fo 
contented  as  in  the  King's  company  ;  his  caufe  being 
juft,   and  his  quarrel  honourable. 

Will.  That's  more  than  we  know. 

Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  fliou'd  feek  after  ;  for 
we  know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  Kinc^'s  fub- 
jefts :  if  his  caufe  be  wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  King 
wipes  the  crime  of  it  out  of  us. 

-J  alibis  fenfes  ha-ve  but  human  conditions.^  i.  e.-as  dciedlive  and 
circumfcribed  as  the  reft  of  men's. 

Will. 
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Will.  But  if  the  caufc  be  not  good,  the  King  him- 
felf  hath  a  heavy  reckoning  to  make  ;  when  all  thofe 
legs,  and  arms,  and  heads,  chop'd  off  in  a  battle,  (hall 
join  together  at  the  latter  day,  and  cry  all,  Wedy'd  at 
fuch  a  place  \  "  fome,  fwearing ;  fome,  crying  for  a 
**  furgeon ;  fome,  upon  their  wives  left  poor  be- 
•*  hind  them  ;  fome  upon  the  debts  they  owe  ;  fome, 
**  upon  their  children  rawly  left.  I  am  afeard  there  arc 
few  die  well,  that  die  in  battle;  for  how  can  they  charita- 
bly difpofe  of  any  thing,when  blood  is  their  argument  ? 
now,  if  thefe  men  do  not  die  well,  it  will  be  a  black 
matter  for  the  King  that  kd  them  to  it,  whom  to  dif-- 
obey  were  againft  all  proportion  of  fubjeflion. 

K.  Henry.  "  So,  if  a  fon,  that  is  fent  by  his  father 
**  about  merchandize,  do  fall  into  fome  lewd  adlion 
*•  and  mifcarry,  the  imputation  of  his  wickednefs,  by 
**  your  rule,  fliould  be  impofed  upon  his  father  thac 
•*  fent  him  ;  or  if  a  fervant,  under  his  matter's  com- 
*'  mand  transporting  a  fum  of  money,  be  aifail'd  by 
**  robbers,  and  die  in  many  irreconcil'd  iniquities ; 
"  you  may  call  the  bufinefs  of  the  mafter  the  author 
•*  of  the  fervant's  damnation  -,  but  this  is  not  fo  :  the 
•*  King  is  not  bound  to  anfwer  the  particular  endings 
**  of  his  foldiers,  the  father  of  his  fon,  nor  the  mafter 
**  of  his  fervant ;  for  they  purpofe  not  their  death, 
**  when  they  purpofe  their  fer vices.  Befides,  there  is 
**  no  King,  be  his  caufe  never  fo  fpotlefs,  if  it  come  to 
'*  the  arbitrenient  of  fwords,  can  try  it  out  with  all 
'«  unfpotted  foldiers :  fome,  peradventure,  have  on 
<*  them  the  guilt  of  premeditated  and  contrived  mur- 
"  ther ;  fome,  of  beguiling  virgins  with  the  broken 
**  feals  of  perjury  ;  fome,  making  the  wars  their 
•*  bulwark,  that  have  before  gored  the  gentle  bofom 
**  of  peace  with  pillage  and  robbery.  Now  if  thefe 
**  men  have  defeated  the  law,  and  ^  out-run  native 
*'  puniihment ;  though  they  can  out-ftrip  men,  they 
•«  have  no  wings  to  fly  from  God.  War  is  his 
•*  beadle,  war  is  his  vengeance  ;  fo  that  here  men 
«*  are  puniftied,  for  before  breach  of  the  King's 
««  laws,  in  the   King's    quarrel    now :    where   they 

8  tut'ruf!  native  punipment  5]  Native,  for  civile 

feared 
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'«  feared  the  death,  they  have  borne  life  away }  and 
*'  where  they  would  be  fafe,  they  peri(h.  Then  if 
**  they  die  unprovided,  no  more  is  the  King  guilty  of 
«*  their  damnation,  than  he  was  before  guilty  of  thofe 
«*  impieties  for  which  they  are  now  vifited.  Every 
«  fubjed's  duty  is  the  King's,  but  every  fubjed's  fou! 
«*  is  his  own.  Therefore  ihould  every  foldier  in  the 
«*  wars  do  as  every  fick  man  in  his  bed,  vvafh  every 
"  moth  out  of  his  confcience :  and  dying  fo,  death 
«*  is  to  him  advantage  J  or  not  dying,  the  time  was 
«*  bleffedly  loft,  wherein  fuch  preparation  was  gained  : 
«*  and,  in  him  that  efcapes,  it  were  not  fm  to  think, 
*'  that  making  God  fo  free  an  offer,  he  let  him  out- 
•*  live  that  day  to  fee  his  greatnefs,  and  to  teach  others 
**  how  they  (hould  prepare. 

^/V/.  'Tis  certain,  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  illis 
upon  his  own  head,   the  King  is  not  to  anfwer  for  it. 

Bates.  I  do  not  defire  he  fliould  anfwer  for  me,  and 
yet  I  determine  to  fight  luftily  for  him. 

K.  Henry.  I  my  felf  heard  the  King  fay.  he  would 
not  be  ranfom'd. 

Wi/I.  Ay,  he  faid  fo,  to  make  us  fight  chearfully  ; 
but,  when  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ranfom'dj, 
and  we  ne'er  the  wifer. 

K.  Henry.  If  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  never  truft  his 
word  after. 

Wi//.  You  pay  him  then ;  that's  a  perilous  (hot  out 
of  an  Elder  gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure 
can  do  againft  a  monarch  !  you  may  as  well  go  about 
to  turn  the  fun  to  ice,  with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a 
Peacock's  feather ;  you'll  never  truft  his  word  after ! 
come,  'tis  a  foolifti  faying. 

K,  Henry.  Your  reproof  is  fomething  too  round  :  I 
fhould  be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient. 

Wi//.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 

K.  Henry.  I  embrace  it. 

ma.  How  (hall  I  know  thee  again  ? 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will 
wear  it  in  my  bonnet :  then  if  ever  thou  dar'ft  acknow- 
ledge it,  I  will  make  it  my  quarrel. 

Pf^i//.  Here's  my  glove  ;  give  me  another  of  thine. 

Vol.  IV.  R  ^'  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  There. 

Will.  This  will  1  alfo  wear  in  my  cap  ;  if  ever  thou 
come  to  me  and  fay,  after  to  morrow,  this  is  my  glove  ; 
by  this  hand,  I  will  give  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

K.  H£nry.  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

Will.  Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  hang'd. 

K.  Henry.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in 
the  King's  company. 

Will.  Keep  thy  word  :  fare  thee  well. 

Bates.  Be  friends,  you  Engli/h  fools,  be  friends ;  we 
have  French  quarrels  enow,  if  you  could  tell  how  to 
reckon.  \^Exeunt  Soldiers. 

SCENE     V. 

Manet  King  Henry. 
K.  Henry.  Indeed,  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French 
crowns  to  one,  they  will  beat  us,  for  they  bear  them 
en  their  fhoulders  ;  but  it  is  no  EngliJJy  treafon  to  cut 
French  crowns,  and  to  morrow  the  King  himfelf  will 
be  a  clipper. 

9  Upon  the  King !  let  us  our  lives,  our  fouls. 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children  and 
Our  fins,  lay  on  the  King  ;  he  muft  bear  all. 
O  hard  condition,  and  twin -born  with  greatnefs, 
Subjea  to  breath  of  evVy  fool,  whofe  fenfe 
No  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wringing. 
What  infinite  heart-eafe  muft  Kings  negleft,^ 
That  private  men  enjoy  ?  and  what  have  Kings, 
That  privates  have  not  too,  fave  ceremony  ? 

Save  gen'ral  ceremony  ? 

«  And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  ceremony  ? 
«  What  kind  of  God  art  thou,  that  fuffer'ft  more 
«  Of  mortal  griefs,  than  do  thy  worlhippers  ?       ^ 
«  »  What  are  thy  rents  ?  what  are  thy  commgs-m  ? 
^  *  O  ceremony, 

Q  Upo,  the  King  !  Sec]    This  beautiful  fpeech  v.as  added  after 
the  firft  edition.  ^  .      Mr.  Po/>.. 

I   ^hat  are  thy  rents  ?     What  are    thy  comings-in  ? 
0  uremony,  Jhew  me  but  thy  ivorth  :  ^^^^  ^ 
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<  O  ceremony,  (hew  me  but  thy  worth  : 
«  What  is  thy  toll,  O  adoration  ? 

*  Art  thou  aught  elfe  but  place,  degree,  and  form, 

<  Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 

*  Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happy,   being  fear'd, 
«  Than  they  in  fearing. 

*  What  drink'rt  thou  oft,  infteadof  homage  fweet, 

*  But  poifon'd  flatt'ry  ?  O  be  fick,  great  Greatnefs, 

*  And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure. 

*  Think'ft  thou,  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 

*  With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 

*  Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 

*  Can'ft  thou,    when   thou  command'll   the  beggar*s 

knee, 

*  Command  the  health  of  it  ?  no,  thou  proud  dream. 
That  play'ft  fo  fubtly  with  a  King's  repofe  ; 

I  am  a  King,   that  find  thee  ;   and  I  know, 

•«  'Tisnot  the  balm,  the  fcepter  and  the  ball, 

«•  The  fword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial, 

<♦  The  enter- tiffued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl, 

«'  The  farfed  title  running  'fore  the  King, 

«»  The  throne  he  fits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 

«•  That  beats  upon  the  high  (hoar  of  this  world  ; 

«*  No,  not  all  thefe  thrice  gorgeous  ceremonies, 

<«  Not  all  thefe,  laid  in  bed  majellical, 

•*  Can  fleep  fo  foundly  as  the  wretched  flave ; 

**  Who,   with  a  body  fiU'd,  and  vacant  mind, 

*«  Gets  him  to  reft,  cramm'd  with  diftrefsful  bread  ; 

Trhat  !  is  thy  soul  of  adoration  ?]  Thus  is  thelafi:  line  give* 
us,  and  the  nonfenfe  of  it  made  worfe  by  the  ridiculous  pointing. 
We  fhould  read.  What  is  thy  toll,  0  adoration!  Let  us  exa- 
mine how  the  context  ftands  with  my  emendation.  What  are 
thy    rents  ?     What  are   thy  comings-in  ?     What  is  thy  worth  ? 

What  is  thy  toll  ?  (  i.  e.  the  duties,    and  impojls,  thou  re- 

ceiveft  :  )  All  here  is  confonant,  and  agreeable  to  a  fenfible  ex- 
clamation.    So  King  John  :  No  Italian  prieji  pall  tyth  or 

TOLL  in  cur  dominions.  But  the  Oxford  Editor,  now  he  findt 
the  way  open  for  alteration,  reads,  What  is  thy  fliew  of  adoration  ? 
By  which  happy  emendation,  what  is  about  to  be  inquired  into, 
is  firft  taken  for  granted  :  namely,  that  ce>-errony  is  but  a  /hew. 
And  to  make  room  for  this  word  here,  which  is  found  in  the  im- 
mediate preceding  line,  he  degrades  it  there,  but  puts  as  good  a 
werd  indeed  in  its  ftead,  that  is  to  fay,  telL 

R  2  "  Never 
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••  Never  fees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell : 

"  But,  like  a  lacquey,  from  the  rife  to  fet, 

«♦  Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phcehus ;   and  all  night 

♦'  Sleeps  in  Ely/turn  ;  next  day,  after  dawn, 

"  D®th  rife,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horfe  ; 

*'  And  follows  fo  the  ever-running  year 

"  With  profitable  labour  to  his  grave  : 

*'  And  (but  for  ceremony)  fuch  a  wretch, 

"  Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  fleep^ 

*'  Hath  the  fore-hand  and  vantage  of  a  King  : 

The  flave,  a  member  of  the  country's  peace. 

Enjoys  it  i    but  in  grofs  brain  little  wots. 

What  watch  the  King  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace  i 

Whofe  hours  the  peafant  beft  advantages. 

SCENE     VJ. 

Enter   Erpingham. 

Erp.  My  lord,  your  Nobles,  jealous  of  your  abfence. 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

K.  Henry.  Good  old  Knight, 
Colled  them  all  together  at  my  tent  : 
I'll  be  before  thee. 

Erp.  I  ftiall  do't,  my  lord.  \^Exit. 

K.  Henry.   O  God  of  battles!   ftcel  my  foldiers* 
hearts  ; 
Poffefs  them  not  with  fear  ;  take  from  them  now 
The  fenfc  of  reck'ning  :  (a)  left  th'  oppofed  numbers 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them. — Not  to  day,  O  Lord, 

0  not  to  day,  think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  compaiCng  the  crown. 

1  Richard''^  body  have  interred  new. 

And  on  it  have  bellow'd  more  contrite  tears. 
Than  from  it  iflu'd  forced  drops  of  blood. 
Five  hundred  Poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay. 
Who  twice  a-day  their  withered  hands  hold  up 
Toward  heav'n  to  pardon  blood  ;  and  I  have  built 
Two  chauntries,  where  the  fad  and  folemn  priefts 
Sing  ftill  for  Richard' i  foul.     More  will  I  do  ; 

[  (a)  lefi,  Mr.  TheobaU.  _  V«Jg.  0/.] 

Tho* 
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Tho*  all  that  I  can  do  is  nothing  worth, 
»  Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  call. 
Imploring  pardon. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 
G/oa.  My  Liege. 

IL.  Benry.  My  brother  Glofier'%  voice  ? 
I  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  thee  : 
The  day,  my  friends,  and  all  things  ftay  for  me. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE     VII. 
Changes  to   the   French   Camp. 

Enter  the  Dauphin,  Orleans,  Rambures  and  Beaumont. 

QrL  ^  \^  H  E  Sun  doth  gild  our  armour  j  up,  my 
A  lords. 

Dau.  Mantes  Che-val :  my  horfe,  ^ualet,  lacquay :  ha  ! 

Or/.  O  brave  fpirit  ! 

Dau.  Via  ! les  eauxiff  la  terre.  ' 

Or/.  Rien  puis  !  le  air  i^  feu. '      '■'  — 

Dau.   del !  Coufin  Orleans. «• 

Enter  Conjiahle. 
Now,  my  lord  Conllable  ! 

Con.  Hark,  how  our  Steeds  for  prefent  fervice  neigh. 

Dau.  Mount  them,  and  make  incifion  in  their  hides. 
That  their  hot  blood  may  fpin  in  Englijh  eyes. 
And  daunt  them  with  fuperfluous  courage  :  ha  f 

Ram.  What,   will  you  have  them  weep  our  Horfes* 
blood  ? 
How  (hall  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  ? 

a  Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  all. 

Imploring  pardon.^  We  muft  obfcrve,  that  Henry  IV. 
had  committed  an  injuftice,  of  which  he,  and  his /o«,  reap'd  the 
fruits.  But  reafon  tells  us,  juftice  demands  that  they  who  fhare 
the  profits  of  iniquity,  fliall  fhare  alfo  in  the  punifhment.  Scrip- 
ture again  tells  us,  that  when  men  have  finned,  the  Grace  of  God 
gives  frequent  invitations  to  repentance  j  which,  in  the  language 
of  Divines,  are  ftiled  Calh.  Thefe,  if  negledled,  or  carelelly  dal- 
lied with,  are,  at  length,  irrecoverably  withdrawn,  and  then  re- 
pentance comes  too  late.  All  this  fhews  that  the  unintelhgible 
reading  of  the  text  ftaould  be  correfted  thus, 
—  ■  comes  after   call. 

R  3  Enter 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mf/f.  The  Englljh  are  embatterd,  you  French  Peers." 
Con.  To  horfe  !  you  gallant  Princes,  ftrait  to  horfc  .' 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  ftarved  band. 
And  your  fair  (hew  (hall  fuck  away  their  fouls  j 
Leaving  them  but  the  (hales  and  hu(ks  cf  men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands. 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  fickly  veins 
To  give  each  naked  ?  curtle-ax  a  (lain  j 
That  our  French  gallants  (hall  to  day  draw  out, 
And  (heath  for  lack  of  fport.     Let's  but  blow  on  them. 
The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  overturn  them. 
'Tis  pofitive  'gainft  all  excepuon,  lords. 
That  pur  fuperfluous  lacqueys  and  our  pcafants. 
Who  in  unnecefTary  action  fvvarm 
About  cur  fquares  of  battle,  were  enow 
To  purge  this  field  of  fuch  a  hilding  foe  ;  . 
Tho'  we,  upon  this  mountain's  bafis  by, 
Took  (land  for  idle  fpeculation  : 
But  that  our  honours  muft  not.     What's  to  fay  ? 
A  very  little,  little,  let  us  do  ; 
And  all  is  done.     Then  let  the  trumpets  found 
The  tucket- fonuance,  and  the  note  to  mount: 
For  our  approach  (hall  fo  much  dare  the  field. 
That  England  (hall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 
Enter  Grandpree. 
Grand.  Why  do  you  (lay   fo  long,    my    lords   of 
France  ? 
'  Yon  ifland  carrions,  defp'rate  of  their  bones, 

*  Ill-favour'dly  become  the  morning  field  : 

*  Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe, 

*  And  our  air  (hakes  them  palling  fcornfuUy. 

*  Big  Mars  feems  bankrupt -in  their  beggar'd  ho(l, 

*  And  faintly  through  a  rufty  bever  peeps. 
'  The  horfemen  fit  like  fixed  candledicks, 

*  With  torch-ftaves  in  their  hand;  and  their  poor  jades 

*  Lob  down  their  heads,  dropping  the  hide  and  hips  : 
The  gum  down-roping  from  their  pale  dead  eyes ; 

3  — —  turtle -axl  Or  rather  coutelas^ 

«  And 
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'«  And  in  their  pale  dull  mouths  +  the  jymold  bitt 
"  Lies  foul  with  chavv'd  grafs,  ftill  and  motionlels : 
And  their  executors,  the  knavifti  Crows, 
Fly  o'er  them,  all  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Defcription  cannot  fuit  it  felf  in  words, 
To  demonftrate  the  life  of  fuch  a  battle, 
In  life  fo  livelefs  as  it  fhews  itfelf. 

Con.  They've  faid  their  prayers,  and  they  day  fof 

Death.  j  r    n.  r 

Dau.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  dinners  and  frelh  lutes. 
And  give  their  fading  horfes  provender. 
And,  after,  fight  with  them  ?  ,     £  tj 

Con.  I  ftay  but  for  my  guard  :  on,  to  the  field ; 
I  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take. 
And  ufe  it  for  my  h^fte.     Come,  come,  away  ! 
•  The  fun  is  high,  and  we  out-wear  the  day.       [Ex^unf, 

SCENE     VIII. 

ne  EngliOi  C  J  M  F. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Bedford,  Exeter,  Erpingham,  ivir^ 

alltheHoJii   Salifbury  and  Wellmorlaud. 
G/^i^.TTZHERE   istheKing? 

VV       ^e^'  The  King  himfelf  is  rode  to  vie;v 
their  battle. 
Weji.  Of  fighting  men    ta^:y    have  full  threefccre 

thoufand. 
Exe.  There's  five  to  one ;  befides,  they  all  are  frelh. 
Sal.  God's  arm  (hike  with  us,  'tis  a  fearful  odds  1 
God  be  wi'  you,  Princes  all ;   V\\  to  my  charge. 
If  we  no  more  meet  till  vve  meet  in  heav'n. 
Then  joyfully,  my  noble  lord  of  Bedford^ 
My  dear  lord  Glo'flery  and  my  good  lord  Exifter, 
And  my  kind  kiniman,  warriors  all,  adieu  ! 

Bed.  Farewel.  good  Saiijhurj,  and  good  luck  go  with 

thee  ! 
Exe.  [To  5^/.]  Farewel,  kind  lord;  light  valiantly 
to  day : 

^  — _  the  jvmoia  hUtI  Jymold,  or  rather  gimtHald,  whicli 

fienifies  a  lina  ofVwo  rounds.     Gemellui,    Skinnet\        Mr. Popc^ 

^  R4  And 
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And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong  to  mind  thee  of  it, 
For  thou  art  framed  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour. 

[Exit  Sal. 

Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour,  as  of  kindnefs ; 
Princely  in  both. 

Enter  King  Henry. 

Weji,  O,  that  we  now  had  here 
But  one  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  men  in  England, 
That  do  no  work  to  day  ! 

K.  Henry.  What's  he,  that  wifties  fo  ? 
My  coufin  Wejlmorlavd?  no,    my  fair  coufin. 
If  we  are  markM  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  country  lofs ;  and  if  to  live. 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  {hare  of  honour, 
Gcd's  will  !  I  pray  thee,  with  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jonse^  I  am  not  covetous  of  gold  ; 
!Nor  care  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  coll ; 
It  yerns  menot,   if  men  my  garments  wear ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  defires : 
But  if  it  be  a  fin  to  covet  honour, 
I  am  the  mofl:  offending  foul  alive. 
No,  faith,  my  lord,  wifli  not  a  man  from  England : 
God's  peace,  I  would  not  lofe  fo  great  an  honour. 
As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  fhare  from  me. 
For  the  beft  hopes  1  have.     Don't  wifli  one  more: 
Rather  proclaim  it  (Wejimorland)  through  my  hoft. 
That  he,  which  hath  no  llomach  to  this  fight. 
Let  him  depart  ;  his  palTport  ihall  be  made, 
And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purfe : 
We  v/ouldnotdie  in  that  man's  company, 
That  fears  his  fellowlhip  to  die  with  us. 
This  day  is  call'd  the  feaft  of  Crifpian: 
He  that  out-lives  this  day,    and  comes  fafe  home, 
Will  ftand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  nam'd. 
And  rouze  him  at  the  name  of  Crifpian  : 
**   5  He  that  out-lives  this  day,  and  fees  old  age, 
*'   Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feaft  his  neighbours, 
**  And  fay,    to  morrow  is  Saint  Crifpian  : 

5  He  that  fhall  live  this  day,  ]    The  Quarto  of  looS  read* 

l»€tter.  He  ibat  out-lives  this  day, 

"  The 
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"  Thefl  will  he  ftrip  his  ileeve,   and  fhew  his  fears  : 
*'  Old  men  forget ;  yet  fhall  not  all  forget, 
•*  But  they'll  remember,  with  advantages, 
**  What  feats  they  did  that  day.    Then  Ihail  our  namcs^ 
«*  Familiar  in  their  mouth  as  houlhold  words, 
*♦  Harry  the  King,   Bedford,    and  Exeter, 
••   Warnvick  and  Talbot,  Salijbury  and  Glo'Jier, 
*'  Be  in  their  flowing  cups  frelhly  reniember'd. 
This  ftory  (hall  the  good  man  teach  his  fon  : 
And  Crifpin  Crifpian  (hall  ne'er  go  by, 
From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world. 
But  we  in  it  fhall  be  remembered; 
We  few,   we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers  : 
For  he,  to  day  that  (heds  his  blood  with  me. 
Shall  be  my  brother  ;    be  he  ne'er  fo  vile. 
This  day  (hall  gentle  his  condition. 
And  gentlemen  in  England,  now  a- bed, 
Shall  think  themfelves  accursM,  they  were  not  here  ; 
And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  while  any  fpeaks, 
TJiat  fought  with  us  upon  St.  Crifpian  s.  day. 
Enter  Salilbury. 

Sal.  My  fov'reign  lord,  beftow  yourfelf  with  fpcedi 
The  Trench^xt  bravely  in  their  battles  fet, 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

K.  Henry.  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  fo, 

Wefi.  Perifti  the  man,  whofe  mind  is  backward  now ! 

K.  Henry.  Thou  doll  not  wilh  more  help  from  Eng- 
land, coufm  ? 

Wejl.  God's  will,  my  Liege,  would  you  and  I  alone 
Without  more  help  could  fight  this  royal  battle  ! 

K.  Henry.  Why,  now  thou  haft  unwifh'd  five  thou- 
fand  men : 
Which  likes  me  better  than  to  wilh  us  one. 
You  know  your  places :  God  be  with  you  all ! 

SCENE     IX. 

A  Tucket  founds.      Enter  Mountjoy. 
Mount.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee.    King 
Harry, 
If  for  thy  ranfom  thou  wilt  now  compound. 
Before  thy  moil  alTured  over  throw  ; 

R  5  ,  For 
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For,  certainly,  thou  art  fo  near  the  gulf. 

Thou  needs  muft  be  englutted.     Thus,  in  mercy. 

The  Conftable  defires  thee,   thou  wilt  mind 

Thy  followers  of  repentance  ;  that  their  fouls 

May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fweet  retire 

From  off  thefe  fields ;    where,    wretches,    their  poor 

bodies 
Mufl  lie  and  fefter. 

K.  Henry.  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  ? 

Mount.  The  Conftable  of   France. 

K.  Henry.   I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  anfwer  back. 
Bid  them  atchieve  me,  and  then  fell  my  bones. 
Good  God  !  why  Ihould  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus  ? 
The  man  that  once  did  fell  the  lion's  fkin 
While  the  beaft  liv'd,   was  kill'd  with  hunting  him. 
And  many  of  our  bodies  (hall,   no  doubt. 
Find  native  graves ;    upon  the  which,   I  truft. 
Shall  witnefs  live  in  brafs  of  this  day's  work. 
And  thofe  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 
Dying  like  men,   tho'  buried  in  your  dunghils. 
They  fhall  be  fam'd  j  for  there  the  fun  (hall  greet  them. 
And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heav'n  ; 
Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choak  your  clime. 
The  fmell  whereof  (hall  breed  a  plague  in  France. 
Mark  then  a  bounding  valour  in  our  Englijh: 
That  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullet's  grazing. 
Breaks  out  into  a  fecond  courfe  of  mifchicf. 
Killing  in  relapfe  of  mortality. 
Let  me  fpeak  proudly ;  tell  the  Conl^able, 
We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working  day  : 
Our  gaynefs,  and  our  gilt,  areallbe-fmirch'd 
With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field. 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  hoft  ; 
(Good  argument,  I  hope,  we  will  not  fly  .) 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  flovenry. 
But,    by  the  mafs,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim  x 
And  my  poor  foldiers  tell  me,  yet  ere  night 
They'll  be  in  frelher  robes ;    or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  foldiers'  heads ; 
And  turn  them  out  of  fervice.     If  they  do, 
(As,  if  God  pleafe,  tkey  (hail)  my  ranfom  then 

WiQ 
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Will  foon  be  levy'd.     Herald,  fave  thy  labo'^r. 
Come  thou  no  more  for  ranfom,  gentle  herald  ;    ^ 
They  Ihall  have  none,  I  fwear,   but  thefe  my  joints  j 
Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  them, 
Shall  yield  them  little,   tell  the  Conflable. 

Mmnt.   I  (hall,  King  Harry  :  and  fo  fare  thee  well.- 
Thou  never  fhalt  hear  herald  any  more.  L:^"^f '* 

K.  Henry.  I  fear,  thoul't  once  more  come  agam  for 
ranfom. 

Enter  York. 
York.  My  lord,  moil  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward. 
K.  Henry.  Take  it,  brave  Tork ;  now,  foldiers,  march 
away. 
And  how  thou  pleafeft,  God,  difpofe  the  day! 

lExeuntr 

S  C  E  N  E     X. 

ne  Field  of  BattU. 

Marm,  Excurftons,  Enter  Piftol,  French /o/^/^^,  and  hoy. 

Pz/.X/IELD,  cur. 

\       Fr.  Sol.  Jepenfe,    que  vous  ef.es  le gentiL- 
homme  de  bonne  qualite. 

•   Fiji.  ^  Quality,  cality— confture  me,  art  thou  a  gen- 
tleman ?  what  is  thy  name  ?  difcufs. 
.     Fr.  Sol.  G  Seigneur  Dieu  ! 

Fiji.  O,    Signieur  Dewe  (hould  be  a  gentleman : 
Perpend  my  words,  O  Signieur  Dewe,  and  mark ; 
O  Signieur  Dewe,   thou  dieft  on  point  of  fox, 
Except,  O  Signieur,    thou  do  give  to  me 
Egregious  ranfom, 

Fr.  Sol.    O,  prennez.  mifericorde,  aye%  pi  tie  de  vtoy. 

Fiji.  Moy  Ihall  not  ferve,  I  will  have  forty  moys  -; 
7  or  I  will  fetch  thy  ranfom  out  at  thy  throat,  in  drops 
of  crimfon  blood. 

6  ^aUty^  CALMY,  CUSTURE  we,  art  thffu  a  ger.tlemafi  ?\ 
We  fhoula  read  this  nonfenfe  thus, 

S^ality,    CALITY — c  o N  s  T  u R  E  w?,   art  thou  a gentlen.an  f- 
U-e.  tell  me,  let  me  underftand  whether  thou  be'ft  a  gentleman. 

7  For  Iicillfctch  thy  rym]  We  fhould  read. 

Or  / i^i^l  fetch  thy  KA^%QiA9ut  at  thy  throat-,  . 
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Fr.Sol.  EJi-ilimpoJ/ible  d'  efchatter  la  force  de  ton  bras? 

PiJ}.    Brafs,    cur? 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  mountain  Goat,   oiFer'ft 
me  brafs  ? 

Fr.  Sol.    O  pardonnez  moy. 

Pijl.  Say'fl:  thou  me  fo  ?  is  that  a  ton  of  moys  ? 
Come  hither,    Uoy  ;    aflc  me  this  Have  in  F?encb, 
What  is  his  name  ? 

Boy.    E/coufez,  comment  eftcs  njous  appeile  ? 

Fr.  Sol.    Monfieur  le  Fer. 

Boy,   He  fays,    his  name  is  Mr.  Fer. 

Pifi.  Mr.  Fer!  I'll  fer  him,  and  ferk  him,  and  fer- 
ret h:m  :  difcufs  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boy.  I  do  not  know  the  French  for/^r,  and  ferret, 
and  ferk. 

Pif.  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 

Fr.  Sol.    ^<e  d'lt-il,  MonfteurP 

Boy.  //  f/ie  commande  de  'vous  dire  que  'vous  I'ous  teniez 
prefi  ;  car  ce  fotdat  icy  eji  difpofe  tout  a  cette  heure  de 
couper  njojire  gorge. 

Pift.  Owy,  cuppelle  gorge,  parmafoy,  pefant,  unlefs 
thou  give  me  crowns,  brave  crowns :  or  mangled  (halt 
thou  be  by  this  my  fword. 

F.  Sol.  O,  je  <uousfuppIie  pour  t amour  de  Dieu,  trie 
p.'zrdo7:7ier  y  Jefuis  gentilhomme  de  bonne  mat/on,  garden 
ma  vie,   ^  je  njous  donneray  deux  cents  efcus. 

Piji.   What  are  his  words. 

Boy.  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  life,  he  is  a  gentleman 
of  a  good  houfe,  and  for  his  ranfom  he  will  give  you 
two  hundred  crowns. 

Pif.  Tell  him,  my  fury  fhall  abate,  and  I  the  crowns 
will  take. 

Fr.  Sol.  Petit  Monfieur,    que  ditil? 

Boy .  I  ncore  quil  efi  contre  for  jurementy  de  pardonner 
aucun  prifovnier  :  neantmotns  pour  les  ejcus  que  njous  Va- 
niez  promettes,  il  eft  content  de  'vous  donner  la  liberte, 
Je  franc  hifement . 

Fr.  Sol.  Sur  mes  genoux  je  fvous  dontie  mllle  remercie- 
viens,  iff  je  me  e/iime  heureux  qui  je  fuif  tombi  entre  les 
mains  d'un  Chei'aiier,  je  pen/e,  le  plus  brave,  valiant, 
^  tres  eftimk  ^iineur  d"  Angle t err e^ 

P0^. 
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Tift.  Expound  unto  me,  boy. 

Boy.  He  gives  you  upon  his  knees  a  thoufand  thanks, 
and  efteems  himlelf  happy  that  he  hath  fall'n  into  the 
•hands  of  one,  as  he  thinks,  the  moft  brave,  valorous, 
and  thrice-wortliy  Signieur  of  England, 

Pift.  As  I  fuck  blood,  I  will  fome  mercy  (Jiew. 
Follow  me,  cur. 

Boy.  Suivez  le  grand  capitain.  \_Ex.  Pift.  and  Fr.  Sol. 
I  did  never  know  fo  full  a  voice  iffue  from  fo  empty  a 
heart  j  but  the  faying  is  true,  The  empty  veflel  makes 
the  greateft  found.  Bardolpb  and  Nim  had  ten  times 
more  valour  than  this  roaring  devil  i'th'  old  play ;  every 
one  may  pare  his  nails  with  a  wooden  dagger  ;  yet  they 
are  both  hang'd  ;  and  fo  would  this  be,  if  he  durll 
fteal  any  thing  advent'roufly.  I  mufl  Itay  with  the 
lacqueys,  with  the  luggage  of  our  camp  ;  the  French 
might  have  a  good  prey  of  us,  if  he  knew  of  it  ;  for 
there  is  none  to  guard  it  but  boys.  [^Exii, 

SCENE     XI. 

Another  fart  of-  the  Field  of  Battle. 

Enter   Conftable,  Orleans,  Bourbon,  Dauphin,  and 
Rambures. 
Con.  r^  Diahle  ! 

\J     Or  I.  O  Signeur  !  le  jour  eft  perdu,  tout  eft 
perdu. 
Dau.  Mart  de  ma  I'ie  !  all  is  confounded,  all ! 
Reproach  and  everlafting  fliame 

Slis  mocking  in  our  plumes.  [Ajlort  alarm, 

O  mefch  ante  fortune  /  -do  not  run  away. 

Con.  Why,  all  our  ranks  are  broke. 
Dau.  O  perdurable  Ihame  !    let's  ftab  our  felves  : 
Be  thefe  the  wretches,  that  we  play'd  at  dice  for  ? 
Orl  Is  this  the  King  we  fent  to  for  his  ranfom  ? 
Bour.  Shame,  and  eternal  Ihame,  nothing  but  fhame  ! 

Let  us  die,  (a)  inftant : Once  more  back  again; 

.  The  man,  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now. 
Let  him  go  hence,   and  with  his  cap  in  hand 


1(a)  inflant,    Mr.  Tieotal(i,^OU  FoKo,  ip.J 


Like 


35^  Ki^g  Henry  V, 

Like  a  bafe  pander  hold  the  chamber-door, 
Whilft  by  a  flave,  no  gentler  than  a  dog. 
His  faireft  daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Diforder,   that  hath  fpoil'd  us,  friend  us  now  f. 
Let  us  on  heaps  go  offer  up  our  lives. 

Orl.  We  are  enow,  yet  living  in  the  field. 
To  fmother  up  the  Engli/h  in  our  throngs  j 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour.The  devil  take  order  now !  I'll  to  the  throng  j 
Let  life  be  fhort,^  elfe  fhame  will  be  too  long.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     XIL 

Alarum.     Enter  the  King  and  his  train,  <voUh  prifoners', 
K.  Henry,  Well  have  we  done,  thrice  valiant  country- 
men ; 
But  all's  not  done  ;  the  French  yet  keep  the  field. 
Exe.  The  Duke  of  Tork  commends  him  to   youT 

Majefty. 
K.  Her.ry,  Lives  he,  good  uncle  I  thrice  within  thi> 
hour 
I  faw  him  down  r  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting  : 
From  helmet  to  the  fpur  all  bleeding  o'er. 

Exe.  In  which  array,  brave  foldier,  doth  he  He,. 
Larding  the  plain  ;  and  by  his  bloody  fide 
(Yoak-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds) 
The  noble  Earl  of  Suffolk  alfo  lies. 
Sufolk  firft  dy'd,  and  Tork,   all  haggled  over. 
Comes  to  him  where  in  gore  he  lay  infteep'd. 
And  takes  him  by  the  beard  ;.  kifTes  the  gaflies,. 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face,. 
And  cries  aloud,  tarry,  my  coufm  Suffolk, 
My  foul  Ihall  thine  keep  company  to  heav'n  : 
v..  Tarry,  fweetfoul,  for  mine,  then  fly  a-breall : 
'    As  in  this  glorious  and  well-foughten  field 
We  kept  together  in  our  chivalry. 
Upon  thefe  words  I  came,  and  cheer'd  him  up  s 
Ke  fmil'd  me  in  the  face,  gave  me  his  hand. 
And,  with  a  feeble  gripe,  fays,  dear  my  lord,. 
Commend  my  fervice  to  my  Sovereign  ; 
So  did  he  turn,  and  ovci  Suffolk" %  neck- 
He- 
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He  threw  his  wounded  arm,  and  kift  his  lips  ; 

And  fo  efpous'd  to  death,  with  blood  he  feal'd 

A  teftament  of  noble-ending  love. 

The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 

Thofc  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  flopM  :    j 

But  I  had  not  fo  much  of  man  in  me, 

But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes. 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

K.  Henry.  I  blame  you  not  : 
8  For,    hearing  this,  I  muft  perforce  compound 
With  miftful  eyes,  or  they  will  iffue  too.  {^Alaruml 

But,  hark,  what  new  alarum  is  this  fame  ? 
The  French  have  re-inforc'd  their  fcatter'd  men : 
Then  every  foldier  kill  his  prifoners. 
Give  the  word  through^  [Exeunf. 

9  S  C  E  N  E     XIII. 

Jlarms  continued i  after  nvh'ichy  Enter  Fluellen  and 
Gower. 

Flu.  Kill  the  poyes  and  the  luggage  !  *tis  exprefly  a- 
galnft  the  law  of  arms  ;  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  Knave- 
ry, mark  you  now,  as  can  be  defir'd  in  your  confcience 
now,  is  it  not  ? 

Goiv.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive ;  and 
the  cowardly  rafcals,  that  ran  away  from  the  battle, 
ha'  done  this  flaughter :  befides,  they  have  burnM  or 
carried  away  all  that  was  in  the  King's  tent;  wherefore 
the  King  moll  worthily  has  caus'd  ev'ry  foldier  to  cut 
his  prifoner's  throat.     O  'tis  a  gallant  King  ! 

Flu.  I,  he  was  porn  at  Monmouth,  captain  Gower ; 
what  call  you  the  town's  name,  where  Alexander  the 
pig,  was  born  ? 

8  For,  hearing  this,  I  muft  perforce  compound 

With  mixtful  eyes. ]  The  poet  muft  have  wrote,,  mifful  j 

i.  e.  juft  ready  to  over-run  with  tears.  The  word  he  took  from  his 
obfervation  of  Nature  :  for  juft  before  the  burfting.  out  of  tears  the 
eyes  grow  dim  as  if  in  a  mift. 

9  Scene  XIIL]  Here,  in  the  other  editions,  they  begin  the 
fourth  aft,  very  abfurdly,  fince  both  the  place  and  time  evidently 
continue,  and  the  words  of  FliidUn  immediately  follow  thofe  of 
the  King  juft  before* 
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Go'vj.    Alexander  the  great. 

Tlu.  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great  ?  the  pig, 
or  the  great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  mag- 
nanimous, are  all  one  reckonings,  fave  the  phrale  is  a 
little  variations. 

Go'M.  I  think,  Alexander  the  great  was  born  in  Ma- 
cedon'y  his  father  was  called  Philip  of  Macedon,  as  I 
take  it. 

Flu.  I  think,  it  is  in  Macedon  where  Alexander  is 
porn  :  I  tell  you,  captain,  if  you  look  in  the  maps  of 
the  orld  :  I  warrant,  that  you  fall  find,  in  the  compa- 
rifons  between  Macedon  and  Monmouthy  that  the  fitua- 
fions,  look  you,  is  both  alike.  There  is  a  river  in 
Macedon,  there  is  alfo  moreover  a  river  at  Monmouth  : 
it  iscaird  Wye  at  Monmouth,  but  it  is  out  of  my  prains, 
what  is  the  name  of  the  other  river  ;  but  it  is  all  one, 
*tis  as  like  as  my  fingers  to  my  fingers,  and  there  is 
Salmons  in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexander's  life  well, 
Harry  of  Monmouth' ?>  life  is  come  after  it  indifl^erent 
well  ;  for  there  is  figures  in  all  things.  Alexander^ 
God  knows  and  you  know,  in  his  rages,  and  his  furies, 
and  his  wraths,  and  his  cholers,  and  his  moods,  and 
his  difpleafures,  and  his  indignations ;  and  alfo  being 
a  little  intoxicates  in  his  prains,  did  in  his  ales  and  his 
angers,  look  you,  kill  his  beft  friend  Clytus. 

Gonv.  Our  King  is  not  like  him  in  that,  he  never 
kiird  any  of  his  friends. 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the 
tales  out  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  and  fini(h'd.  I 
fpeak  but  in  figures,  and  comparifons  of  it  ;  as  Alexan- 
der kiird  his  friend  Clytus,  being  in  his  ales  and  his 
cups  ;  fo  alfo  Harry  Monmouth,  being  in  his  right  wits 
and  his  good  judgments,  turn'd  away  the  fat  Knight 
with  the  great  belly-doublet  ;  he  was  full  of  jefts  and 
gypes,  and  knaveries,  and  mocks  :  I  have  forgot  his. 
name. 

Gow.  Sir  John  Faljlaff. 

Flu.  That  is  he :  I  tell  you,  there  is  good  men  porn 
at  Monmouth. 

Gonv.  Here  comes  his  Majcfty; 

SCENE: 
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SCENE    XIV. 

Marum,     Enter  King  Henry,  w//^  Bomhon  and  othr 
prifoners  j  Lords  and  Attendants.     Flourijh. 
K.  Henry.  I  was  not  angry  fince  I  came  to  France^ 
Until  this  inftant.     Take  a  trumpet,  herald, 
Ride  thou  unto  the  horfemen  on  yon  hill  ; 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down. 
Or  void  the  field  ;  they  do  offend  our  fight. 
If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them  ; 
And  make  them  iker  away,  as  fwift  as  ftones 
Enforced  from  the  old  JJJyrian  flings  : 
Befides,  we'll  cut  the  throats  of  thole  we  have  ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them,  that  we  Ihall  take. 
Shall  tafle  our  mercy.     Go,  and  tell  them  fo. 
Enter  Mountjoy. 
Exe.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my  Liege. 
Glou.  His  eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 
K.  Henry.    How  now,  what  means  their  herald  ? 
know'fl  thou  not. 
That  I  have  fin'd  thefe  bones  of  mine  for  ranfom  I 
Com' ft  thou  again   for  ranfom  ? 

Mount.  No,    great  King  : 
I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field. 
To  book  our  dead,   and  then  to  bury  them  : 
To  fort  our  nobles  from  our  common  men  ; 
For  many  of  our  Princes  (woe,  the  while  !) 
Lie  drown'd,  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  blood  : 
So  do  our   vulgar  drench  their  peafant  limbs 
In  blood  of  Princes,  while  their  wounded  fteeds 
Fret  fet-lockdeep  in  gore,   and  with  wild  rage  . 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  maftt-s. 
Killing  them  twice.     O,  give  us  leave,    great  King^ 
To  view  the  field  in  fafety,  and  difpofe 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 

K.  Henry.  I  tell  thee  truly,  herald, 
I  know  not,  if  the  day  be  ours  or  no  ; 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horfemen  peer. 
And  gallop  o'er  the  field. 
Mount.  The  day  is  yours. 

K.  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  Praifed  be  God,  and  not  our  (IrcnetK, 
fork!  ^    ' 

What  is  this  caftle  call'd,   that  ftands  hard  by  ?        M 

Mount.  They  call  it  Jgincoart.  * 

K.  Henry.  Then  call  we  this  the  field  of  Jgincourf, 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Cri/pin  Crifpianus. 

Flu.  Your  grandfather  of  famous  memory,  an't 
pleafe  your  Majefty,  and  your  great  uncle  Ed-joard  the 
plack  Prince  of  Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the  chronicles, 
fought  a  moft  prave  pattle  here  in  France. 

K.  Henry.   They  did,    Fluellen. 

Flu.  Your  Majefty  fays  very  true :  if  your  Majefties 
is  remember'd  of  it,  the  Weljhmen  did  good  fervice  in 
a  garden  where  Leeks  did  grow,  wearing  Leeks  in  their 
Monmouth  caps,  which  your  Majefty  knows  to  this 
hour  is  an  honourable  padge  of  the  fervice  ;  and  I  do 
believe,  your  Majefty  takes  no  fcorn  to  wear  the  Leek 
upon  St.  Twuee^  day. 

K.  Henry.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour  : 
For  f  am  Weljb,  you  know,  good  countryman. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  wafti  your  Majefty 's 
WelJJ) '^Xoodi  out  of  your  pody,  I  can  tell  you  that: 
God  plefs  and  preferve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his  grace 
and  his  majefty  too. 

K.  Henry.  Thanks,    good  my  countryman. 

Flu.  By  Jeftiu,  I  am  your  Majefty's  countryman,  I 
care  not  who  know  it :  I  will  confefs  it  to  all  the  orld  ; 
I  need  not  to  be  aftiamed  of  your  Majefty,  praifed  be 
God,  fo  long  as  your  Majefty  is  an  honeft  man. 

K.  Henry.  God  keep  me  fo. 

Enter  Williams. 
Our  heralds  go  with  hm  : 

Exeunt  Heralds,  nxiith  Mountjoy^ 
Bring  me  juft  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  parts. Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

SCENE    XY. 

Ixe.  Soldier,  you  mull  come  to  the  King. 

K.  Henry.  Soldier,  why  wear'ft  thou  that  glove  in 

thy  cap  I 

Wilh 
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Will.  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  'tis  the  gage  of  one 
that  I  fhould  fight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 

K.  Henry.  An  Englijhman  ?  V   i  t    .  r 

Will  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  a  rafcal  that  fwag- 
cer'd  with  me  laft  night ;  who,  if  alive,  and  if  ever  he 
dare  to  challenge  this  glove,  I  have  fworn  to  take  him 
a  box  o'th'  ear;  or  if  I  can  fee  my  glove  m  his  cap, 
which  he  fwore  as  he  was  a  foldier  he  would  wear,  (it 
alive)  I  will  ftrike  it  out  foundly.  . 

K.  Henry.  What  think  you,  captam  Fluelleny  is  it 
fit  this  foldier  keep  his  oath  I  tr         »      i    r 

Flu.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  elfe,  an  t  pleale 
your  Majefty,  in  my  confcience. 

K.  Henry.  It  may  be,  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  ot 
<rreat  fort,  quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  degree. 
^  Flu.  Though  he  be  as  good  a  gentleman  as  the  de- 
vil is,*  as  i«a/^r  and  Belzebub  himfelf,  it  is  neceffary, 
look  your  Grace,  that  he  keep  his  vow  .and  his  oath  : 
if  he  be  perjur'd,  fee  you  now,  hisreputation  is  as  ar- 
rant a  villain  and  a  jackfawce,  as  even  his  black  (hoe 
trod  upon  God's  ground  and   his  earth,  in  my  con- 

Icience  law.  ,,      ,        »         i. 

K.  Henry.  Then  keep  thy  vow,  firrah,  when  thou 

meet'ft  the  fellow. 

Will.  So  I  will,  my  Liege,  as  I  live. 

K.  Henry.  Who  ferv'ft  thou  under  ? 

Will.  Under  captain  Goiver,  my  Liege. 

Flu.    Gonver  is  a  good  captain,  and   is  good  know- 
ledge and  literature  in  the  wars. 

K.  Henry.  Call  him-hither  tome,  foldier. 

Will.  I  will,  my  Liege.  [Exit. 

K.  Henry.  Here,  Fluellen,  wear  thou  this  favour  for 
me,  and  ftick  it  in  thy  cap  i  when  Alan/on  and  my  felf 
were  down  together.  I  pluck'd  this  glove  from  his 
helm  ;  if  any  man  challenge  this,  he  is  a  friend  to 
Alanfon  and  an  enemy  to  our  perfon  ;  if  thou  encounter 
any  fuch,  apprehend  him  if  thou  doft  love  me. 

Flu.  Your  Grace  does  me  as  great  honours  as  can 
be  defir'd  in  the  hearts  of  his  fubjeds :  I  would   fain 
fee  the  man,  that  has  but  two  legs,  that  (hall  find  him- 
felf iisgriev'd  at  this  glove  ;  that  is  all  :  but   I  would 
^  fiain 
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fain  fee  it  once,  an  pleafe  God  of  his  grace  that  I  might 

K.  Henry.  Know'ft  thou  Gonver  ? 

Flu.  He  is  my  dear  friend,   an  pleafe  you. 

K.  Henry.  Pray  thee,  go  feek  him,  and  bring  him  to 
my  tent. 

Flu.  I  will  fetch  him.  {^Exit. 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Warwuick  and  my  brother 
Glo'Pr, 
follow  Fluellen  clofely  at  the  heels : 
The  glove,  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour. 
May,  haply,  purchafe  him  a  boxo'th'  ear. 
It  is  the  foldier's  ;  I  by  bargain  Ihould 
Wear  it  my  felf.     Follow,  good  coufm  Warwck  ; 
if  that  thefoldier  ftrike  him,  as,  I  judge 
By  his  blunt  bearing,,  he  will  keep  his  word  j 
Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it : 
For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 
And,  touch'd  with  choler,  hot  as  gun-powder  ; 
And  quickly  he'll  return  an  injury. 
Follow  J  and  fee,  there  be  no  harm  between  them. 
Come  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    XVL 

Before  King  H  e  n  r  y'j  Pamlion. 
Enter  Gower  ^7«/ Williams. 
Will,  y  Warrant,  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 
JL  Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu,  God's  will  and  his  pleafure,  captain,  I  befeech 
you  now  come  apace  to  the  .King  :  there  is  more  good 
toward  you,  peradventure,  than  is  in  your  knowledge 
to  dream  of. 

TVill,  Sir,  know  you  this  glove  ? 

Flu.  Know  the  glove  .?  I  know  the  glove  is  a  glove. 

Will.  I  know  this,    and  thus  I  challenge  it. 

[Strikes  him. 
Flu.  'Sblud,  an  arrant  traitor  as  any 's  in  the  univerfal 
orid,  in  France  or  in  England. 

Gjouoer, 
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Go-wer.  How  now,  Sir  ?  you  villain  ! 

Will.  Do  you  think  I'll  be  forfworn  ? 

Flu.  Stand  away,  captain  Gonvery  I  will  give  treafoa 
his  payment  into  plows,  I  warrant  you, 

iVill.  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu,  That's  a  lye  in  thy  throat.  I  charge  you  in 
his  Majetly's  name  apprehend  him,  he's  a  friend  of  the 
Duke  of  Alattfon^. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Gloucefter. 

War.  How  now,  how  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu,  My  lord  of  Warwick,  here  is,  praifcd  be  God 
for  it,  a  moft  contagious  treafon  come  to  light,  look 
you,  as  you   fhall  defire  in  a  fummer's  day.     Here  is 

his  Majefty . 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

F/u.  My  liege,  here  is  a  villain  and  a  traitor,  that, 
look  your  Grace,  has  ftruck  the  glove,  which  your 
Majefty  is  take  out  of  the  helmet  of  Alanfon. 

Will.  My  Liege,  this  was  my  glove,  here  is  the  fellow 
of  it ;  and  he,  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promis'd  to 
wear  it  in  his  cap  ',  I|promis'd  to  ftrike  him,  if  he  did  ; 
I  met  this  man  with  my  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I  have 
been  as  good  as  my  word. 

Flu,  Your  Majefty  hear  now,  faving  your  Majefty's 
manhood,  what  an  arrant,  rafcally,  beggarly,  lowfie, 
knave  it  is.  I  hope,  your  Majefty  is  pear  me  teftimonies, 
and  witneffes,  and  avouchments,  that  this  is  the  glove 
of  Alanfon  that  your  Majefty  is  give  me,  in  your  con- 
fcience  now. 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  thy  glove,  foldier ;  look,  here 
is  the  fellow  of  it  :  *twas  me,  indeed,  thou  promifed'll 
to  ftrike,  and  thou  haft  given  me  moft  bitter  terms. 

Flu.  An  pleafe  your  Majefty,  let  his  neck  anfwer  for 
it,  if  there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  world. 

K.  Henry.  How  canft  thou  make  me  fatisfadion  ? 
Will.  All  Offences,   my  lord,  come  from  the  heart ; 
never  came  any   from  mine,  that  might  offend  your 
Majefty. 

K.  Henry.  It  was  our  felf  thou  didft  abufe. 

Will, 
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Will.  Your  Majefty  came  not  like  yourfelf;  you. 
appcar'd  to  me,  but  as  a  common  man  j  witnefs  the 
night,  your  garments,  your  lowlinefs ;  and  what  your 
Highnefs  fufFer'd  under  that  fhape,  I  befeech  you,  take 
it  for  your  fault  and  not  mine  ;  for  had  you  been  as  I 
took  you  for,  I  made  no  offence  j  therefore,  I  befeech 
your  Highnefs,  pardon  me. 

K.  Henry.  Here,  uncle  Exeter,  fill  this  glove  with 
crowns. 
And  give  it  to  this  fellow.     Keep  it,  fellow  j 
And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap, 
'Till  I  do  challenge  it.     Give  him  the  crowns : 
And,  captain,  youmuft  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu.  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  pelly ;  hold,  there  is  twelve  pence  for 
you  ;  and  I  pray  you  to  ferve  God,  and  keep  you  out 
of  prawls  and  prabbles,  and  quarrels  and  diffentions, 
and,  I  warrant  you,  it  is  the  better  for  you. 

Will.  I  will  none  of  your  money. 

Flu.  It  is  with  a  good  will ;  I  can  tell  you,  it  will  ferve 
you  to  mend  your  (hoes  j  come,  wherefore  Ihould  you 
be  fo  paihful ;  your  (hoes  is  not  fo  good  j  *tis  a  good- 
filling,  I  warrant  you,  or  I  will  change  it. 

SCENE    XVII. 

Enter  Herald. 

K.  Henry.  Now,  Herald,  are  the  dead  number'd  ? 

Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  fiaughter'd  French. 

K.  Henry.   What   prifoners  of  good  fort  are  taken, 

uncle? 
Exe.  ^  Charles  Duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  the  King ; 
jfohn  Duke  of  Bourbon,  and  lord  Bouchiqualt  : 
Of  other  Lords,  and  Barons,  Knights,  and  'Squires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  befides  common  men. 

K.  Henry.  This  note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  thoufand 
French 
Slain  in  the  field  ;  of  Princes  in  this  number. 
And  nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lie  dead 

W   1  Charles  Duke  of  Orleans,  &c.\     This  lift  is  copied  from  Hall. 

Mr.  Pope. 

One 
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One  hundred  twenty  fix  ;  added  to  thefe. 

Of  Knights,  Efquires,  and  gallant  Gentlemen, 

Eight  thoufand  and  four  hundred  ;  of  the  which. 

Five  hundred  were  but  yefterday  dubb'd  Knights  j 

So  that  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  loft. 

There  are  but  fixteen  hundred  mercenaries  : 

The  reft  are  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  Knights,  'Squires,' 

And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 

The  names  of  thofe  their  nobles,  that  lie  dead, 

Charles  Delabreth,  high  conftable  of  France ; 

Jaquesoi  Chatiliotiy  admiral  of  France, 

The  mafter  of  the  crofs-bows,  lord  Rambures  ; 

Great  mafter  of  France^  the  brave  Sir  Guichard  Dauphin: 

'John  Duke  of  Alanfon^  Anthony  Duke  of  Brabant 

The  Brother  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 

And  Edward  Duke  of  Bar  :  Of  lufty  Earls,' 

Crandpree  and  RouJ/ie,  Faulconbridge  and  Foyes^ 

Beaumont  and  Marie,  Vaudemont  and  Lejlrale, 

Here  was  a  royal  fellowftiip  of  death  ! 

Where  is  the  number  of  our  Englijh  dead  ? 

Exe.  Edward  the  Duke  of  Tork,  the  Earl  of  5«^o//?, 
'Sir  Richard  KetUy,   Davy  Gam  Efquire  ; 
None  elfe  of  name  ;  and  of  all  other  men. 
But  five  and  twenty. 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  thy  arm  was  here  ! 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  arm  alone, 
Afcribe  we  all.     When,  without  ftratagem. 
But  in  plain  ftiock  and  cv'n  play  of  battle. 
Was  ever  known  fo  great,  and  little  lofs, 
On  one  part,  and  on  th'  other  ?  take  it,  God, 
For  it  is  only  thine. 
Exe.  'Tis  wonderful  \ 

K.  Henry.  Come,  go  we  in  proceffion  to  the  village  : 
I     And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  hoft, 
I     To  boaft  of  this,  or  take  that  praife  from  God, 
Which  is  his  only. 

Flu.  Is  it  not  lawful,  an  pleafeyour  Majefty,  to  tell 
how  many  is  kill'd  ? 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  captain,  but  with  this  acknowledg- 
ment, 
Jhat  God  fought  for  us. 
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F!u.  Yes,  my  confcience,  he  did  us  great  good. 

K.  Henry.  *  Do  we  all  holy  rites ; 
Let  there  be  fung  Non  nobis ^  and  Te  deum  : 
The  dead  with  charity  enclosed  in  clay  ; 
And  then  to  Calais  ;  and  to  England  then  ;  J 

Where  ne'er  from  France  arriv'd  more  happy  men. 

\^Exeunl, 


ACTV.       SCENE     I. 

Enter  Chorus. 

VOUCHSAFE,  to  thofe  that  have  not  read  the 
ftory, 
That  I  may  prompt  them  ;  and  to  fuch  as  have, 
I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  th'  excufe 
Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  courfe  of  things ; 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  prefented.     Now  we  bear  the  King 
Tow'rd  Calais :  grant  him  there  ;  and  there  being  feen. 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts 
Athwart  the  fea  :  behold,  the  Englijh  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood  with  men,  with  wives  and  boys, 
Whofe  (houts  and   claps  out-voice   the  deep-mouth'd 

fea ; 
Which,  like  a  mighty  whiffler  'fore  the  King, 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way  ;  fo  let  him  land. 
And  folemnly  fee  him  fet  on  to  London. 
So  fwift  a  pace  hath  thought,  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Black-heath  : 
Where  that  his  lords  defire  him  to  have  borne 
His  bruifed  helmet,  and  his  bended  fword, 
Before  him  through  the  city  ;  he  forbids  it. 
Being  free  from  vainneis  and  felf- glorious  pride  : 
Giving  full  trophy,  fignal,  and  oftent, 

7.  Do  toe  all  holy  rites.  ;  Sec.']  The  king  (fay  the  chroniclers) 
caufed  the  Pfalm,  /«  exitu  Ifrael  de  Mgypto  (in  which  according 
to  the  vulgate,  is  included  the  Pfakn,  Non  nobis  domine,  &c.)  to 
be  fung  after  the  viaory.  lAu  Po^e. 

Quite 
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Quite  from  himfelf  to  God.     But  now  behold. 

In  the  quick  forge  and  working-houfe  of  thought. 

How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citizens  : 

The  IVIayor  and  all  his  brethren  in  bed  fort, 

'  Like  to  the  fenators  of  antique  Rome, 

With  the  Pleheinns  fwarming  at  their  heels, 

Go  forth  and  fetch  their  conquVing  Cafar  in. 

*  As  by  a  low,  but  loving  likelihood, 

J  Were  now  the  General  of  our  gracious  Emprefs 

(As  in  good  time  he  may)  from  Ireland  coming. 

Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  fword  ; 

How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit, 

To  welcome  him  ?  much  more  (and  much  more  caufc) 

Did  they  this  Harry.     Now  in  London  place  him ; 

(As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

Invites  the  King  of  England''^,  Stay  at  home  : 

The  Emperor's  coming  in  behalf  of  France, 

To  order  peace  between  them  ;)  and  omit 

All  the  occurrences,  whatever  chanc'd, 

'*Till  Harry'' s  back  return  again  to  France  : 

There  muft  we  bring  him  ;  and  my  felf  have  playM 

The  int'rim,  by  remembring  you,  'tis  paft. 

Then  brook  abridgment,  and  your  eyes  advance 

After  your  thoughts,  ftraight  back  again  to  France, 

SCENE     11. 
^he  Englifh   Camp   in   France. 

Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Go^M.  T^TAY,  that's  right  :  but  why  wear  you  your 
X^    Leek  to  day  I     St.  Da^vid^  day  is  paft. 

1  Like  to  the  fenators  of  antique  Rome,]  This  is  a  very  extraor- 
dinary compliment  to  the  City.  But  he  ever  declines  all  general 
fatire  on  them  ;  and,  in  the  epilogue  to  Henry  VIII,  he  hintl 
with  difapprcbation  at  his  contemporary  poets  who  were  accuf- 
tomed  to  abufe  them.  Indeed  his  latire  is  very  rarely  partial  or 
licentious. 

2  As  by  a  htOy  hut  loving  likelihood,]  Likelihood,  for  fimilitude. 

3  fVere  noiv  the  general,  &c.  j  The  earl  of  EJfex  in  the  reign  of 
Qacen  Elixabetk,  Mr,  Pc^e. 

Vol.  IV.  S  Fk. 
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Flu.  There  Is  occafions  and  caufes  why  and  where- 
fore in  all  things  ;  I  will  tell  you  as  a  friend,  captain 
GoKver'y  the  rafcally,  fcauld,  beggarly,  lowfie,  praggino- 
knave,  Pijiol,  which  you  and  yourfelf  and  all  the 
world  know  to  be  no  petter  than  a  fellow  (look  you 
now'  of  no  merits  ;  he  is  come  to  me  and  prings  me 
pread  and  fait  yeikrday,  look  you,  and  bids  me  eat 
my  Leek.  It  was  in  a  place  where  I  could  breed  no 
contentions  with  him  ;  but  I  will  be  fo  pold  as  to  wear 
it  in  my  cap,  'till  I  fee  him  once  again  ;  and  then  I  will 
tell  him  a  little  piece  of  my  defires. 
Enter   Piftol. 

Goiv.Why,  here  he  comes  fwelling  like  a  Turky-cock. 

Tlu.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  fwelling,  nor  his  Turky-. 
cocks.  God  pleflb  you,  aunchient /*//?(?/ .•  you  fcurvy 
lowfie  knave,  God  pleiie  you. 

Piji.    Ha  !  art  thou  bedlam  ?  doH  thou  third,  bafe 
T^rojatty 
To  have  me  fold  up  Parcas  fatal  web  ? 
Hence,  I  am  qualmifh  at  the  fmell  of  leek. 

Flu.  I  pefeech  you  heartily,  fcurvy  lowfie  knave,  at 
liiy  defires,  and  my  requefts  and  my  petitions,  to  eat, 
look  you,  this  leek  :  becaufe,  look  you,  you  do  not 
love  it  J  and  your  afFe(aions,  and  your  appetites,  and 
your  digellions,  does  not  agree  with  it  ;  1  would  defire 
you  to  eat  it. 

PiJi.  Not  for  Cad^aliader  and  all  his  Goats, 

Flu.  There  is  one  Goat  for  you,  {^trikes  him. 

Will  you  be  fo  good,   fcauld  knave,  as  eat  it  ? 

Fiji.  Bale  Trojan,  thou  (halt  die. 

Flu,  You  fay  very  true,  fcauld  knave,  when  God's 
will  is  :  I  defire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time  and  eat 
your  viduals  ;  come,  there  isfaucefor  it — SJ^trikes  him.'] 
You  call'd  me  yefterday  Mountain  Squire,  but  I  will 
make  you  to  day  a  Squire  of  low  degree.  I  pray  you, 
fall  to  ;  if  you  can  mock  a  leek,  you  cnn  eat  a  leek. 

Gow.    Enough  ;  captain  ;  you  have  aftonifh'd  him. 

Flu.  I  fay,  I  will  make  him  eat  fome  part  of  my 
leek,  or  I  will  peat  his  pate,  four  days  and  four  nights. 
Pite,  I  pray  you  ;  it  is  good  for  your  green  wound  and 
your  ploody  coxcomb. 

PiJ, 
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Ptfl.  Mud  I  bite  ? 

Flu.  Yes,  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of  queftions  too,  and 
ambiguities. 

Pyi.  By  this  leek,  I  will  moft  horribly  revenge  ;  I 
cat  and  fwear  ■ 

Flu.  Eat,  I  pray  you  ;  will  you  have  fome  more 
{awce  to  your  leek?  there  is  not  enough  leek  to 
fwear  by. 

Fiji,  Quiet  thy  cudgel  ;  thou  dofl:  fee,  I  eat. 
Flu.  Much  good  do  you,  fcauld  knave,  heartily. 
Nay,  pray  you  throw  none  away,  the  fkin  is  good 
for  your  proken  coxcomb  :  when  you  take  occa- 
fions  to  fee  leeks  hereafter,  I  pray  you,  mock  at  'em, 
that's  all. 
Fiji.  Good. 

Flu.  Ay,  leeks  is  good  ;  hold  you,   there  is  a  groat 
to  heal  your  pate. 
Fiji   Me  a  groat  ! 

Flu.  Yes,  verily,  and  in  truth,  you  (hall  take  it ;  or 
I  have  another  leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  faall  eat, 
Fiji.  I  take  thy  groat  in  earned  of  revenge. 
Flu.  If  I  owe  you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in 
cudgels  ;  you  Ihall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing 
of  me  but  cudgels :  God  pe  wi'  you,  and  keep  you, 
and  heal  your  pate.  \_Exit» 

Fiji.  All  hell  fhall  ftir  for  this. 
Gow.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave : 
will  you  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition,  began  upon  an 
honourable  refped,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  trophy 
of  predeceafed  valour,  and  dare  not  avouch  in  your 
deeds  any  of  your  words  ?  I  have  feen  you  gleeking 
and  galling  at  this  gentleman  twice  or  thrice.  You 
thought,  becaufe  he  could  not  fpeak  Englijh  in  the  na- 
tive garb,  he  could  not  therefore  handle  an  Englijh 
cudgel ;  you  find  'tis  otherwife  j  and  henceforth  let  a 
Weljh  zoxx^iXiQW  teach  you  a  good  Englijh  condition  t 
fare  you  well.  \^Exit, 

Fift.  Doth  fortune  play  the  hufvvife  with  me  now  ? 
News  have  I,  that  my  Pol  is  dead  of  malady  oi  France  ; 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off: 
Old  I  do  wax,  and  from  my  weary  limbs 

S  a  Honour 
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Honour  is  cudgeird.     Well,  bawd  will  I  turn  ; 

And  fomething  lean  to  cut-purfe  of  quick  hand  : 

To  E?!gland  will  I  fteal,  and  there  I'll  ileal  ; 

And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  fears, 

And  fwear  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia  Wars.  [Exit. 

SCENE     III. 

The  French  Court  at  Trois  in  Champaigne. 

Enter  at  one  door  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  War- 
wick, and  other  Lords  ;  at  another,  the  French  King^ 
^een  Ifabel,  Princefs  Catharine,  the  Duke  oj  Bur- 
gundy, and  other  French. 

K.  Henry.  TJEACE  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are 
\^  met  : 

Unto  our  brother  France,  and  to  our  firter. 

Health  and  fair  time  of  day  j  joy  and  good  wiihes. 

To  our  moft  fair  and  princely  coufm  Catharine  ; 

And  as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty^ 

By  whom  this  great  aflembly  is  contrived. 

We  do  falute  you,  Duke  of  Burgundw 

And,  Princes  French,  and  Peers,  health  to  you  all. 

Fr.  King.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face  ; 
Moft  worthy  brother  England,    fairly  met  I 
So  are  you.  Princes  Engli/h,  every  one. 

^  Ifa.   So  happy  be  the  iffu^,  brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 
As  ue  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes : 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  borne  in  them 
Againft  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent. 
The  fatal  balls  of  murthering  bafilifks  : 
The  venom  of  fuch  looks,  we  fairly  hope. 
Have  loll  their  quality ;  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  griefs,  and  quarrels  into  love. 

K.  Henry.  To  cry  /men  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

j^  Ifa.  Ycu  Englijh  Princes  all,  I  do  falute  you. 

Burg.  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love, 
Great  Kir.rrs  o'f  France,  and  England.     That  I've  la- 
bour'd 

With 
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With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  flrong  endeavours. 

To  bring  your  moft  imperial  Majeilies 

Unto  this  bar  and  royal  interview, 

Your  Mightineffes  on  both  parts  can  witnefs. 

Since  then  my  office  hath  fo  far  prevail'd. 

That,  face  to  face  and  royal  eye  to  eye. 

You  have  congreeted  :  let  it  not  difgrace  me. 

If  I  demand,    before  this  royal  view. 

What  rubor  what  impediment  there  is. 

Why  that  the  naked,   poor,  and  mangled  peace. 

Dear  nurie  of  arts,  plenties,  and  joyful  births. 

Should  not  in  this  beft  garden  of  the  world. 

Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  vifage  ? 

Alas  I  ihe  hath  from  Fratice  too  long  been  chasM  ; 

And  all  her  hufbandry  doth  lye  on  heaps. 

Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 

**  4  Her  vine,  the  merry  chearer  of  the  heart, 

*'•  Unpruned  lyes  ;  her  hedges  even  pleach'd, 

**  Like  prifoners,  wildly  over-grown  with  hair, 

"  Put  forth  diforder'd  twigs  :  her  fallow  leas 

"  The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory 

**  Doth  root  upon  ;  while  that  the  culter  rufts, 

"  That  fhould  deracinate  fuch  favagery  : 

*«  The  even  Mead,  that  erft  brought  fweetly  forth 

•*  The  freckled  cowflip,  burnet,  and  green  clover, 

«*  Wanting  the  fcythe,  all  uncorreded.  rank, 

"  Conceives  by  idlenefs  ;  and  nothing  teems, 

*•  But  hateful  docks,  rough  thirties,  keckfies,  burs, 

**  Lofingboth  beauty  and  utility  j 

♦*  And  all  our  vineyards,  fallovvs,  meads,  and  hedges, 

**  5  Dcfedive  in  their  nurtures,  grow  to  wildnefs. 

Even  fo  our  houfes,  and  our  felves  and  children 


4  Her  vine,  •  ■-  ■    - 

Unpruned  Ay t%  :]  We  muft  read,  lyei  :  For  negleft  of  prun- 
ing does  not  kill  the  vine,  but  caufes  it  to  ramify  immoderately, 
and  grow  wild  j  by  which  the  requifite  nourilhment  is  withdrawn 
from  its  fruit. 

5  Defe&i'ue  in  their  natures,  grow  to  ivUdnef:,]  Quite  con« 
trary  j  they  were  not  defe£live,  but  exuberant  in  their  natures, 
and  crefcive  faculty  :  only,  wanting  their  due  cultivation,  they 
degenerated.     We  muft  therefore  read,  nurtures. 

S  3  .  Have 
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Have  loft,  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time, 
The  fciences,  that  ftiould  become  our  country  ; 
But  grow  like  favages,  (as  icldiers  will, 
That  nothing  do  but  medit;ite  on  blood) 
To  fwearing  and  fiern  looks,  ^  difius'd  attire, 
And  every  thing  that  feems  unnatural. 
Which  to  reduce   into  our  former  favour, 
You  are  affemhled  ;  and  my  fpeech  intreats, 
That  I  may  know   the  Let.  why  gentle  peace 
Should  nor  expel  thef"e  inconveniencies  j 
And  b!e^^  us  with  iier  former  qurilities. 

K  Henry.  If,  Duke  r  f  BurgurJy,  you  would  the  peace, 
Whofe  want  gives  growth  to  tli'  imperfedions 
Which  you  have  cited  ;  you  mult  buy  that  peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  juft  demands  : 
Whofe  tenours  and  particular  efFeds 
You  have,  enfchedul'd  briefly,  in  your  hands. 

Burg.  The  King  hath  heard  them  ;  to  the   which 
as  yet 
There  is  no  anfwer  made. 

K.  Henry.  Well,  then  ;  the  peace. 
Which  you  before  fo  urg'd,  lyes  in  his  anfwer. 

Fr,  King.  I  have  but  with  a  curforary  eye 
O'er-glancM  the  articles  ;  pleafeth  your  Grace 
T'  appoint  fome  of  your  council  prefentJy 
To  fit  with  us,  once  more  with  better  heed 
To  re-furvey  them  ;  7  we  will  fuddenly 
Pafs,  or  accept,  and  peremptory  anfwer. 

K.  Henry\  Brother,  we  (hall.     Go,  uncle  Exster^ 
And  brother  Clarence,  and  you,  brother  Gloucejier, 

diffusM  attire^']  Diftus'd,  for  extravagant.     The  mi- 


Jitary  habit  of  thofe  times  was  extremely  fo.  A£l  3,  Scene  7, 
Goiver  hys,  Ar.dtvhat  a  beard  of  the  General"  scut,  and  a  hoinA 
fuit  of  the  camp,  luill  do  amongji  Sec.  is  ivonderful  to  bethought  on. 

1 .-       ive  iv ill  fuddenly 

Pafs  our  accept,  and  peremptory  anfiver.l  As  the  French 
King  defires  more  time  to  confidei  deliberately  of  the  articles,  'tis 
odd  and  abfurd  for  him  to  fay  abfolutely,  that  he  would  accept 
them  all.  He  certainly  mufi  mean,  thatTie  would  at  once  lua-ve 
and  ^fc//«e  what  he  diflik'd,  and  confign  to  fuch  as  he  approv'd 
©f.     Our  author  ufes  pafs  in  this  manner  in  other  places. 

fVariAjick 
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War'vtjtck  and  Huntington^   go  with  the  King  j 

And  take  with  you  h^^  Pow'r  to  ratifie, 

Augment,    or  alter,  as  your  wifdoms  bell 

Shall  fee  advantageable  for  ourdignicy, 

Any  thing  in,    or  ont  of,  our  Demands ; 

And  we'll  confign  thereco.     Will  you,  fair  fifler. 

Go  with  the  Princes,    or  fUy  here  with  us  ? 

^  Ifa.   Our  gracious  brother,    I  will  go  with  them; 
Hapjy,  a  woman's  voice  may  do  fome  good. 
When  Articles,   too  nicely  urg'd,  be  rtood  on.  [us. 

K.  Henry,  Yet  leave  our  coufm  Catharine  here  with 
She  is  our  capital  demand,  compris'd 
Within  the  fore  rank  of   our  articles. 

Sl^  Ifa.  She  hath  good  leave.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 
Manent  King  Henry,  Catharine,   and  a  Lady, 

K.  Henry.  Fair  Catharine,   moil  fair. 
Will  you  vouchfafe  to  teach  a  foldier  terms. 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear. 
And  plead  his  love  fuit  to  her  gentle  heart  ? 

Cath.  Your  Majefty  fhall  mock  at  me,  I  cannot 
fpeak  your  England. 

K  Henry.  O  fair  Catharine,  if  you  will  love  me 
ibundly  with  your  French  heart,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear 
you  confels  it  brokenly  with  your  Englifh  tongue.  Do 
you  like  me,  Kate  ? 

Cath.   Pa^dofinez,  tnoyy  I  cannot  tell  vhat  is  like  me. 

K.  Henry.  An  angel  is  like  you,  Kate,  and  you  are 
like  an  Angel. 

Cath.    ^e  dit-il.    que  je  fuis  femblable  a  les  Anges  ? 

Lady.    Ouy^  <vrayment  [fauf  ■voftre  grace)  ainfi  dit  il. 

K.  Henry.  I  faid  fo,  dear  Catharine,  andlrauft  not 
biulh  to  affirm  it. 

Cath.  O  hon  Dieu!  les  langues  des  hommes font pleines 
de  tromperies. 

K.  Henry.  What  fays  (he,  fair  one  ?  that  tongues 
of  men  are  full  of  deceits  ? 

Ladf.  Ouy,  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of 
deceits  ;  dat  is  de  Princes. 

S  4  K.  Henry. 
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^  K.  Henry.  The  Princefs  is  the  better  Englrfl?  Woman. 
I'  faith,  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  underftandingj 
I  am  glad  thou  canft  fpeak  no  better  Englijh,  for  if 
thou  could'ft,  thou  would'll  find  me  fuch  a  plain  King 
that  thou  would'ft  think  I  had  fold  my  farm  to  buy 
my  Crown.  1  know  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love,  but 
diredly  to  fay,  I  love  you  ;  then  if  you  urge  me  fur- 
ther than  to  fay,  do  you  in  faith  ?  I  wear  out  my  fuit. 
Give  me  your  anfwer  ;  i'faith,  do  ;  and  fo  clap  hands 
and  a  bargain  ;    how  fay  you,  lady  ? 

Cath.  Sauf  cvoftre  honneur,  me  underftand  well. 
K.  Henry.  Marry,  if  ycu  would  put  me  to  verfes, 
©r  to  dance  for  your  fake,  Kate,  why,  you  undid  me; 
ioT  the  one  I  have  neither  words  nor  meafare  ;  and  for 
the  other  1  have  no  ilrength  in  meafure,  yet  a  reafonable 
meafuje  in  ftrength.  U  1  could  win  a  lady  at  leap-frog, 
or  by  vaulting  into  my  faddle  with  my  armour  on  my 
back  ;  under  the  corredion  of  bragging  be  it  fpoken,  I 
fiiould  quickly  leap  into  a  wife  :  Or  if  I  might  buffet 
for  my  love,  or  bound  my  horfe  for  her  favours,  I 
could  lay  on  like  a  butcher,  and  fit  like  a  jack-a-napes, 
never  off.  But,  before  God,  Kale,  I  cannot  look  greenly, 
Bor  gafp  out  my  eloquence,  nor  have  I  cunning  in  pro- 
teHatiOn  ;  only  downright  oaths,  which  I  never  ufe 
'till  urg'd,  and  never  break  for  urging.  U  thou  canft 
love  a  fellow  of  this  temper,  Kate,  whofe  face  is  not 
worth  fun  burning;  that  never  looks  in  his  glafs  for 
love  of  any  thing  he  kss  there  ;  let  thine  eye  be  thy 
cook.  I  fpeak  plain  foldier  ;  if  thou  canH  love  me  for 
this,  take  me  ;  if  not,  to  fay  f.o  thee  that  I  fliall  die, 
'tis  true  ;  but  for  thv  love,  by  the  lord,  no:  yet  I  love 
thee  too.  And  while  thou  liv'ft,  Kate,  take  ^  a  fellow 
of  plan  and  uncouied  conilancy,  for  he  perforce  mufl 
do  thee  right,  becaufe  he  hath  not  the  gift  co  woo  in 
other  places:  "  for  theie  fellows  of  infinite  tongue, 
that  can  rhime  themfelves  into  ladies'  favours,  they 
*'  do  always  reafon  themfelves  out  again.  Wna.  ?  a 
fpeaker  is  but  a  prater ;  a  rhime  is  but  a  ballad  ;  a  good 

%.a  fellonv  of  plain  awi  uncoined  conftancy,^^    i.  e.    a  conftancy 
in  the  ingot,  that  hath  fuffered  no  alloy,  as  all  coined  metal  ha?. 

leg 
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lea  will  fall,  aftraight  back  will  ftoop,  a  black  beard 
wfu  turn  white,  a  curl'd  pate  will  grow  bald,  a  fair 
face  will  wither,  a  fall  eye  will  wax  hollow  :  but  a  good 
heart.  Kaie,  is  the  fun  and  the  moon  ;  or  rather  the 
fun,  and  not  the  moon  ;  for  it  (hincs  bright  and  never 
changes,  but  keeps  his  courfe  truly.  It  thou  would  ft 
have  fuch  a  one,  take  me;  take  a  foldier  ;  take  a 
King  :  and  what  fay'fl  thou  then  to  my  love  ?  fpeak, 
my  fair,    and  fairly,  I  pray  thee. 

Cath.  Is  it  pofTible  dat  I  Ihould  love  de  enemy  of 

.  "^""I'^Henry  No,  it  is  not  pofiible  that  you  (hould 
love  the  enemy  of  France,  Kate  ;  but  in  loving  me 
you  (hould  love  the  friend  of  France  ;  for  Hove  Francs 
fo  well,  that  I  will  not  part  with  a  village  of  it  :  1  will 
have  it  all  mine;  and  Kate,  when  France  is  mine 
and  I  am  yours,  then  yours  is  France,  and  you  arc 
mine. 

Cath.   I  cannot  tell  vhat  is  dat. 

K  Henry.  No,  Kate?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French, 
(which,  lamfure,  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a 
married  wife  about  her  hufband's  neck,  hardly  to  be 
ihookofF)  quandfay  le  poffejjion  de  France,  ^  quand 
n;ous  an^es  le  poffeMion  de  moi  (let  me  fee,  what  then  ? 
St.  Dennis  be  my  fpeed  !)  done  'voflre  eft  France,  iff  'vous 


ejies  mienne.  It  is  as  eafy  for  me,  Kate  io  conquer  the 
kingdom,  as  to  fpeak  fo  much  more  French:  1  Ihall 
never  move  thee  in  French,    unlefs  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 


Cath.  Sauf  njoftre  honneur,  le  Francois  que  ^ous  par* 
leK,    efl  mellieur  que  r  Anglais  lequelje  par  le. 

K  /^f«r>  No,  faith,  is't  not,  Kate',  but  thy  fpeak- 
incr  of  my  tongue  and  I  thine,  moil  truly  falfly,  muft 
nelds  be  granted  to  be  much  at  one.  But,  Kate,  doft 
thou  underlland  thus  much  EngliA?    canft  thou  love 


Cath.  I  cannot  tell..  „      r^      « 

K.  Henry.  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  tell,  Kate  F 
ril  alk  them.  Come,  I  know  thou  loveft  me ;  and  at 
night  when  you  come  into  your  clofet,  you'll  queftion 
this  aentle woman  about  me;  and  I  know,  Kate,  yoa 
willlo  her  difpraiie  thofe  parts  in  me,  that  you  love 
S  5  with 
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with  your  heart  ;  but,  good  Kate,  mock  me  merci- 
fully,  the  rather,  gentle  Princefs.  becaufe  I  love  thee 
cruelly.  If  ever  thou  beeft  mine.  Kate,  (as  I  have  faving 
faith  within  me  tells  me,  thou  (halt)  I  get  thee  with 
fcambling,  and  thou  muft  theiefore  needs  prove  a  good 
fold ier- breeder  :  fhall  not  thou  and  I,  between  St.  l  en- 
nis  and  St.  George,  compound  a  boy  half  French,  half 
Englijhf  that  {hall  go  to  Confiantimple  and  take  the 
*Iurk  by  the  beard  ?  (hall  we  not  ?  what  fay 'ft  thou, 
my  fair  Flower  deluce  .? 

Cath.  I  do  not  know  dat. 

K.  Henry.  No,  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  ta 
promife  ;  do  but  now  prcmife,  Kate,  you  will  endea- 
vour for  your  French  part  of  fuch  a  boy  ;  and  for  my 
Bngli/h  moiety,  take  the  word  of  a  King  and  a  batche- 
lor.  How  anfvver  you,  j^.a  plus  belle  Catharine  du 
monde,  man  tres   chere  (3'  di-vifte   deeffe. 

Cath.  Your  JVIajellee  ave  faufe  French  enough  t(> 
deceive  dc  moil  fage  damoifel  dat  is  en  France. 

K.  Henry.  Now,  fie  upon  my  falfe  French  \  by  mine 
honour,  in  true  Er-glijh  I  love  thee,  Kate  ;  by  whicb 
hoRour  I  dare  not  fwear  thou  loveft  me,  yet  my  blood 
begins  to  flatter  me  that  thou  deft,  notwithftanding 
the  poor  9  and  untempting  effed  of  my  vifage.  Now 
beflirew  my  father's  ambition,  he  was  thinking  of  civil 
wars  when  he  got  me  ;  therefore  was  I  created  with  a 
flubborn  outfide,  with  an  afpecl  of  iron,  that  when  I 
come  to  woo  ladies  I  fright  them  :  but  in  faith,  Kate^ 
the  elder  I  wax,  the  better  I  fhall  appear.  My  comfort 
IS,  that  old  age  (that  ill  layer  up  of  beauty  can  do  no 
more  fpoil  upon  my  face.  Thou  halt  me,  if  thou  haft 
me,  at  the  worft  ;  and  thou  (halt  wear  me,  if  thoa 
wear  me,  better  and  better  j  and  therefore  tell  me, 
moft  fair  Catharine,  will  you  have  me  ?  Put  off  v  our 
maiden  blufhes,  avouch  the  thoughts  of  your  heart 
with  the  looks  of  an  Eu^prefs,  take  me  by  the  hand 
and  fay,  Harry  of  England,  1  am  thine  ;  which  word 
thou  llialt  no  fooner  biefs  mine  ear  withal,  but  I  will 
tell  thee  aloud,  England h  thine,  h eland  is  thine,  France 

9  and  rNTEMPiRiNq  effeii.^     Certainly  vntj;j*ptin6. 
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is  thine,  and  Hen^y  Plantagenet  is  thine  ;  who  tho'  I 
fpeak  it  before  his  face,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the  belt 
King  thou  Qialt  find  the  beft  King  of  good  fellows. 
Come  your  anfwer  in  broken  mufick  ;  for  thy  voice 
is  mufick,  and  thy  Engli/h  broken  :  therefore  Queen 
of  all,  Catharine,  break  thy  mind  to  me  m  broken 
Evplijh,  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Cath.  Dat  is,  as  it  (hall  pleafe  le  roy  mon  pere. 

K.  Henry.  Nay,  it  will  pleafe  him  well,  Kate  ;  it 
fhall  pleafe  him,   Kate. 

Cath.  Den  it  (hall  alfo  content  me. 

K.  Henry    Upon  that  I  kifs  your  hand,  and  I    call 

you  my  Queen.  ,    /,-       ,  ./r  r 

Cath.   Laiffezytnon  feigneur    laijfez,  laij/ez:  ma  Joy, 
je  tie  ^eux  point  que  'vous  abbaifez   'voftre  grandeur,   en 
baifant  La  main  d' une  ^ojire  indigne  fewiteure  i  excufc% 
moy,  je'vousfupplie,  mon  tres-puifant  Seigneur. 
K.  Henry.  Then  I  will  kifs  your  lips,  Kate. 
Cath.  Les  dames  &  damoifeh  pour  eftre  baifies  dcvant 
leur  nopces,  il  neft  pas  le  coutume  de  France. 

K.  Henry.  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  fays  Ihc  ? 
Lady.   Dat   is  not   be   de   falhion  pour  les   ladies    of 
France  ;    1  cannot  tell,  what  is  baijfer  en  Euglijh. 
K.  Henry.   To  kifs. 

Lady.  Your  Majefty  entendre  bettre  que  moy.^ 
K   Henry.  Is  it  not  a  faihion  for  the  maids  in  France 
to  kifs  before  they  are  married,  would  (he  fay  ? 
Lady.   Ouy,  njrayement. 

K.  Henry  O  Kate,  nice  cuftoms  curt'fie  to  great 
Kings.  Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  corfia'd 
within  the  weak  lift  of  a  country's  fafnion  ;  we  are  the 
makers  of  manners  Kate  ;  and  the  liberty,  that  follows 
our  places,  flops  the  mouth  of  all  find-faults,  as  I  will 
do  yours,  for  the  upholding  the  nice  faihion  of  your 
country  in  denying  me  a  kifb  :  therefore,  patiently  and 
yielding.  [Kijing  her\  You  have  witchcraft  in  your 
lips,  Kate  ;  there  is  more  eloquence  in  a  touch  ofthern, 
than  in  the  tongues  of  the  French  Council  ;  and  they 
fhould  fooner  perfuade  Harry  of  England,  than  a  gene^ 
jal  petition  of  monarchs.  Here  comes  your  father. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     V. 

Enter  the  French    King  and  ^leen,  nvith  French  ana 
Englifh  Lords. 

Burg.  God  fave  your  Majefty  I  my  royal  coufin, 
teach  you  our  Princefs  Engli/h  ? 

K.  Henry.  I  would  have  her  learn,   my  fair  coufiR, 
how  perfedly  I  love  her,  and  that  is  good  Englijh. 
Burg.  Is  fhe  apt  t 

K.  Henry.  Our  tongue  is  rough,  and  my  condition 
IS  not  fmooth  ;  fo  that  having  neither  the  voice  nor 
'  the  heart  of  flattery  about  me,  I  cannot  fo  conjure  up 
the  fpirit  of  love  in  htr,  that  he  will  appear  in  his  true 
likenefs. 

Burg.  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  mirth,  if  I  an- 
fwer  you  for  that.  If  you  would  conjure  in  her,  you 
muftmakea  circle  ;  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  in  his 
true  likenefs,  he  muit  appear  naked  and  blind.  Can 
you  blame  her  then,  being  a  maid  yet  ros'd  over  with 
the  virgin  crimfon  of  modefty,  if  fhe  deny  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  naked  blind  boy,  in  her  naked  feeing 
Mi}  it  were,  my  lord,  a  hard  condition  for  a  maid  to 
confign  to. 

K.  Henry.  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield,  as  love  is 
blind  and  enforces. 

Burg.  They  are  then  excus'd,  my  lord,  when  they 
fee  not  what  they  do. 

k  Henry.  Then,  good  my  lord,  teach  your  coufm 
to  confent  to  winking. 

Burg.  I  wili  wink  on  her  to  confent,  my  lord,  if 
you  wjil  teach  hex  to  know  my  meaning.  Maids,  weH 
fummer'o  and  warm  kept,  are  like  flies  at  Bartholomenu- 
tide,  blind,  though  they  have  their  eyes :  and  then  they 
will  endure  handling,  which  before  would  not  abide 
looking  on. 

K.  Henry.  This  moral  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a 
hot  fummer  ;  and  fo  I  fliall  catch  the  flie  your  coufin 
in  the  latter  end,  and  {"he  mufl  be  blind  too. 
Burg.  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 

1   tkc   heart  of  hathsd  about  ;?/e,1     Certainly,    the  heart  of 

TtATTIRY. 

K.  Henry, 
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K.  Henry.  It  is  fo  ;  and  you  may  fome  of  you  thank 
love  for  my  blindnefs,  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair 
French  city,  for  one  fair  French  maid  that  Hands  in 
my  way 

Fr.  King.  Yes,  my  lord,  you  fee  them  perfpedively  ; 
the  cities  turned  into  a  maid  ;  for  they  are  all  girdled 
with  maiden  walls,  that  war  hath  never  enter'd. 

K.  Henry.  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife  ? 

Fr.  King.  So  pleafe  you. 

K.  Henry.  I  am  content,  fo  the  maiden  cities  you  tatti 
of  may  wait  on  her ;  fo  the  maid,  that  flood  in  the  way 
for  my  wifh,  (hall  (hew  me  the  way  to  my  will. 

Fr.  King.  We  have  confented  to  all  terms  of  reafon^ 

K.  Henry.  Is't  fo,  my  lords  oi  England ? 

Weft.  The  King  hath  granted  every  article  : 
His  daughter  firft  ;  and  then  in  feqqel  all. 
According  to  their  firm  propofed  nature. 

Exe.  Only  he  hath  not  yet  fubfcribed  this : 
Where  your  Majefty  demands,That  the  Kingof  Fr^wr^, 
having  occafion  to  write  for  matter  of  grant,  fhall  name 
your  Highnefs  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addition  in 
French:  *  noftre  tres  cherftiz  Henry  Roy  d/  Angieterre, 
heretier  de  France  :  and  thus  in  Latin  ;  Pr^cariJJimu^ 
0lius  nofter  Henri cus  Rex  Anglic  ^  hares  Francis. 

Fr.  King.  Yet  this  I  have  not  (brother)  fo  deny*d,. 
But  your  requeft  lliall  make  me  let  it  pafs. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear  alliance, 
Let  that  one  article  rank  with  the  reft. 
And  thereupon  give  me  your  daughter. 

Fr.  King.  Take  her,  fair  fon,   and  from  her  blood 
raife  up 
Iffue  to  me ;    that  thefe  contending  Kingdoms, 
Evgland2,n^  France,  whofe  very  Ihores  look  pale 
Wtth  envy  of  each  other's  happinefs, 
May  ceafe  their  hatred  ;  and  this  dear  conjunaioa 
Plant  neighbourhood  and  chriftian-like  accord 
In  their  fweet  breafts  ;  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  fword  'twixt  England  a.nd  fair  France, 

2  noJ}re  tres  cher  iilx,  — —  And  thus  m  Latin '^  p  r  iE  c  l  a  R  7  s  - 
3iMUs/««j]  What,  \%tre%cher-,  in  French^  FracIarJJfmu^  'iT\ 
Latin  I  We  ihould  read,  pr^carissimvs. 

Lards, 
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Lords.   Amen  ! 

K.  Henrf.  Now  welcome,   Kate  y  and  bear  me  wit- 
nefs  all, 
That  here  1  kifs  her  as  my  Sovereign  Queen.  [Tlourijh^ 

Q^  Ifa.   God,  the  bed  maker  of  all  marriages. 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one  : 
As  man  and  wife,   being  two,   are  one  in  love, 
So  be  there  'twixt  your  kingi^oms  (uch  a  fpouf^I, 
That  never  may  ill  office,    or  fell  jealoufie. 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  bleiled  marriage, 
Thruft  in  between  the  padion  of  thefe  kingdoms. 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league  : 
That  Englijh  may  as  Trench,   French  Englijhmen, 
Receive  each  other.     God  fpeak  this  Amen  ! 

All.  Amen! 

K.  Henry.  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage  ;    on  whick. 
day, 
My  lord  of  Burgundy,  we'll  take  your  oath 
And  all  the  Peers,  for  furety  of  our  leagues. 
Then  frail  1  fwear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me. 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept,  and  profp'rous  be  ! 

\_Exeunt*- 
Enter  Chorus. 
Thus  far  with  rough,  and  all  unable,  pen, 

3  Our  blending  auchor  hath  purfu'd  the  ftory  ; 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men. 

Mangling  by  ftarts  the  full  courfe  of  their  glory. 
Smalltime,    but,  in  that  fmall,  moil  greatly  liv'd 

This  Star  of  England.    Fortune  made  his  fword  ', 
By  which  the  world's  bell:  garden  he  atchiev'd. 

And  of  it  left  his  fon  imperial  lord. 
Henry  the  Sixth,   in  infant  bands  crowri'd  King 

Of  France  and  England,  did  the  King  fucceed  : 
Whofe  {l.te  10  many  had  i'  th'  managing. 

That  they  loft  France,  and  made  his  England  bleed  : 
Which  oft  our  flage  hath  fhown  :  and,  for  their  fake. 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 

3  Our   BENDING  author  — —  We  ihould  read 
BLENDING   author         '<•• 

So  h.^  fays  of  him  juft  afterwards,  w<?«g//«^  by  Jiarts. 
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Dramatis  Perfonae, 


KING   Henry  VI. 

Duke  &/ Gloucefter,  Uncle  to  the  King,   andProteElor. 
Duke  of  Br.' fold,  Uncle  to  the  King,    and  Regent  of  France, 
Cardinal  Beauford,  Bijhop  of  Winchcflcr,  and  Uncle  likewife  t»- 

the  King. 
Duke  of  Exeter. 
Duke  of  Somerfet, 
Earl  of  Warwick, 
Earl  of  SiW^hnxy. 

Earl  of  Suft'olk.  ^ 

Lord  Talbot.  ■  fi 

Young  Talbot,  his  Son. 

Richard  Plantagcnet,  afteriuards  Duke  of  Yoik. 
Mortimer,  Earl  of  March. 
Sir  John  Faftolfe. 

"Wood vile,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 
Lord  Mayor  of  London. 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave. 
Sir  William  Glanfdaie. 
.S/>  William  Lucy. 

"Vernon,  of  the  White  Rofe,  or  York  Faction, 
BafTet,  of  the  Red  Rofe,   or  Lancafter  FaSiim. 

Charles,  Dauphin,   and  afterivards  King  of  France. 

Reignier,  Duke  of  Anjcu,  and  Titular  King  of  Naples,  . 

Duke  of  Burgundy, 

Duke  of  Alanfon. 

Bajiard  of  Orleans.  . 

Go'vernor  of  Paris, 

Mafier  Gunner  of  Orleans, 

Boy^  his  Son. 

An  old  Shepherd^  Father  to  Joan  la  Pucellc. 

Margaret,  Daughter  to  Reignier,  and  afterwards  §?^ecn  te  King. 

Henry. 
Countcfs  of  Auvergne. 
Joan  la  Pucelle,  a  Maid  pretending  to   be  infpir''d  from  Heaven^ 

and  Jetting  up  for  the  Championefs  of  France. 
Fiends,   attending  her, 

Lerdi,   Captains,     Soldiers,    Mcffcngers,    and  federal  Att£?idants 
both  on  the  Englifh  and  French, 

l^ks  SCENE   ii  partly  in  England^  and  partly  in  France. 

The. 
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ACT     I.       SCENE     L 

Westminster-^/'^^ 

Dead  March.  Enter  the  Funeral  of  King  Henry  the 
Fifth,  attended  on  by  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  Regent  of 
France;  the  Duke  of  GXo^^ctUr,  Proteaor\  tht 
Duke  of  Exeter,  and  the  Earl  of  Warwick  the 
Bijhop  of  Wincheller,  and  the  Duke  of  Someriet. 


H 


Bedford. 
UNG  be  the  hcav'ns  with  black,  yield  day  to 

Comets,    importing    '  change   of  tinges   and 


ihtes, 

i  Brand;(h  your  cryftal  treffes  in  the  Iky  ; 
And  with  them  fcourge  the  bad  revolting  ftars. 
That  have  confented  unto  Henrf^  death  ! 
Henry  the  Fifth,    too  famous  to  live  long! 
England  ne'er  loll  a  King  of  fo  much  worth.  ^ 

Glou.  England  ne'er  had  a  King  until  his  time  : 
Virtue  he  had,  deferving  to  command. 
His  brandifh'd  fword  did  blind  men  with  its  beams 


I  — 


X     --        chayi7e  of  t^mt%  —  ■    ]   rimes  for  n^avners 
2  Brartdijh  ytu/cny  ST  AL   treffes--]    We  have    heard    "f  a 
cryftal  heaven,    but  never  of  cvyftal  comets  before.     \\e  fhou  d 
rend,  c  r  i  s  T  e D  or  cr./f^,  i.  e.  treffes  Handing  an  end,  or  mount- 
ed  like  a  creft.  tj- 
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His  arms  fpread  wider  than  a  Dragon's  wings  - 

JHis  iparkling  eyes,  repleat  with  awful  fire,  \ 

More  dazzled   and  drove  back  his  enemies,  f 

'  wu  "  1^    t:^  ^""  ^^'^^  ^'"^  ^g^i^ft  ^heir  faces.  ^ 

What  (hould  I  fay  ?    his  deeds  exceed  all  fpeech  • 
He  never  lifted  up  his  hand,  but  conquer'd 

We  mourn  in   black  i    wiiy  mourn  we  not  in 
blood  ? 
Henry  is  dead,  and  never  fhall  revive  ; 
Upon  a  wooden  coffin  we  attend  : 
And  death's  difhonourable  vi6tory 
We  with  our  irately  prefence  glorifie, 
Like  captives  bound  to  a  triumphant  car. 
What  ?    ihall  we  curfe  the  planets  of  mifhap, 
i  hat  pIoLted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow  ? 
Or  ihall  we  think  the  lubtle-witted  French 
Conj'rers  and  forc'rers,  that,  afraid  of  him, 
Ly  magick  verfe  have  thus  conrriv'd  his  end  ? 

Win    He  was  a  King,  blelUf  the  King  of  Kings. 
Unto  the  French,  the  dreadful  judgment-day 
bo  dreadful  will  not  be  as  was  his  fight. 
The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  holls  he  fought  : 
ihe  church's  pray'rs  made  him  fo  profperous 
^Icu.  The  church  ?  where  is  it  ?  had  not  church-men 
pray'd, 
His  thread  of  life  had  not  fo  foon  decay'd 
;None  do  you  like  but  an  effeminate  Prince, 
i/^'^',^f  ^  School-boy,  you  may  over-awe. 
f^lin  Softer,  whate'er  we  like,  thou  art  Protedor. 
And  lookelt  to  command  the  Prince  and  realm  : 
ihy  wife  IS  proud  i  (he  holdeth  thee  in  awe 
More  than  God,  or  religious  churchmen  may! 

G^«.  Name  not  religion,  for  thou  lov'll  the  fleffi  j. 
And  ne  er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou  go'il. 
li-xcept  It  be  to  pray  againft  thy  foes. 

Bed.  Ceafe,  ceafe  thefc  jars,  and  reft  your  minds  ia 
peace  : 
Let's  to  the  altar  :  heralds,  wait  on  us  ; 
Inftead  of  gold  we'll  offer  up  our  arms' 
Since  arms  avail  not  now  that  Henrf^  dead  ' 
Poftenty  await  for  wretched  years,, 

Whea 
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When  at  their  mothers'  moid  eyes  babes  (hall  fuck  5 
3  Our  ifle  be  made  a  Marilh  of  fait  tears, 
And  none  but  women  lefc  to  'wail  the  dead  ! 
Henry  the  Fifth  !  thy  ghoft  1  invocate  ; 
Profper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils. 
Combat  with  adverfe  planets  in  the  heavens  \ 
A  far  more  glorious  ftar  thy  foul  will  make, 

^  Than  Julius  Cafar,  or  bright • 

SCENE     II. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  My  honourable  lords,  health  to  you  all  ; 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  lots,  of  {laughter,  and  diicomfiture  ; 
Guienne,   Champaign,  and  Rbeims,  and  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guxfors,  Poitiers,  are  all  quite  loft.  ^ 

Be^    What  fay'ft  thou,  man,  before   dead  Henry  S 
coarfe  ? 
Speak  foftly,  or  the  lofs  of  thofe  great  towns 
Will  make  him  burft  his  lead,  and  rife  from  death. 

G/ou.  Is  Paris  loft,  and  Roan  yielded  up  ? 
If  H/r;;ry  were  recaird  to  life  again,         ^ 
Thefe  news  would  caufe  him  once  more  yieid  the  gholt. 
Exe.  How  were  they  loft  ?  what  treachery  was  us  d  ? 

,  Our  ifle  be  made  a  Marlfh  of  fah  tears,-]  Tcu^  it  is  (fays  Mr. 
rheobaU]in  both  the  mpreffions  of  Mr.  Pcpe  5  hut  upon  ivhat  au- 
■tbority  I  cannot  fay.  All  the  old  copies  read  a  ^^ «  " '^  ^J «  =  Tf 
confiLingitisjaid  in  the  line  tmmedtately  preceding,  fat  babe, 
pLld  futk  at  their  mothers^  moifi  eyes,  it  fcems  '-p.rff^f^^ 
Lr  author  norotc  a  Nourice.  i.  e.  that  the  ivhole  tfand  Jhould  he 
one  common  nurfe  or  nounfher  of  tears,  ^cVf.^  '^T/J-L  fo^ 
noafenfe  !  But  he  did  not  know  that  Mar:fo  was  an  old  VvOrd  for 
marfh  or  fen;  and  therefore  very  judicioufly   thus   correfted  by 

^4  rt';  Julias  CcEfar,  or  bright ]  I  can't  guefs  the  occafion 

of  the  Hemyftic  and  imperfeft  fenfe  in  this  place  ;  tis  not  im-^ 
poffibie  it  might  have  been  filled  up  with-Fr^«m  Dra.e,^tho 
that  were  a  terrible  anachronifm ;  (as  bad  as  Heelor  ,  quotmg 
Arifiotle  in  Iroilus  and  Crejjida)  yet  perhaps  at  the  tame  that 
brave  Englijhman  was  in  his  glory,  to  an £«f/r7^-heartecl  audience, 
and  pronounced  by  feme  favourite  aftor,  the  thmg  might  be  po- 
pular, tho'  not  iudicious  ;  and  therefore  by  fome  critic  in  favour 
of  the  author  ai-t.^rwards  ihuck  ouu  But  this  is  ^^^^'''^^^f'^ 
conjeaure.  "     '-^^j^ 
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Mejp.  No  treachery,  but  want  of  men  and  money. 
Amongft  thefoldiers  this  is  muttered, 
That  here  you  maintain  fev'ral  fadions ; 
And,  whilft  a  field  Ihould  be  difpatch'd  and  fought. 
You  are  difputing  of  your  Generals. 
One  would  have  lingring  wars  with  little  coft  ; 
Another  would  fly  fwift,  but  wanteth  wings  : 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expence  at  all. 
By  guileful  fair  words,  peace  may  beobtain'd. 
Awake,  awake,  Eiiglijh  nobility  ! 
Let  not  floth  dim  your  honours,  new-begot ; 
Crop'd  are  the  Flower  de-luces  in  your  Arms, 
Of  England" ^  Coat  o.  e  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe.  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 
Thefe  tidings  would  call  forth  their  flowing  tides. 

Bed.  Me  they  concern.  Regent  I  am  of  France  ; 
Give  me  my  Iteeled  coat,  I'll  fight  for  France. 
Away  with  thefe  difgraceful,  wailing  robes  ; 
Wounds  I  will  lend  the  French,  inilead  of  tytiy 
5  To  weep  their  intermifTive  miferies. 

SCENE    iir. 

Enter  to  thm  another  Meffenger, 

2  Me£.  Lords,  view  thefe  letters  full  of  bad  mif- 
chance. 
France  is  revolted  from  the  £«_^//y^  quite. 
Except  fome  petty  towns  of  no  import. 
The  Dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  King  in  Rheims, 
The  buftard  Orleans  with,  him  is  join'd  : 
Feign! er,  Duke  of  Jnjou,  doth  take  his  part. 
The  Duke  of  Jlanfon  flies  to  his  fide.  [Exit. 

Exe.  The  Dauphin  crowned  King  ?  all  fly  to  him  ? 
O,  whither  (hall  we  fly  fiom  this  reproach  ? 

Glou.   We  v/ill  not  fly  but  to  our  enemies'  throats. 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  flack,  I'll  fight  it  out. 

Bed.  Gio'Jler,  why  doubt'ft  thou  of  my  forwardnefs?- 
An  army  have  I  muller'd  in  my  thoughts. 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 

•^-  u\  "^^'^  ^^'^^  intermiffi-ve  mifenes.]  i.  e.  their  tniferles, 
which  have  had  only  a  fliort  intermiffion  from  Henry  the  Fifth's 
death  to  my  coming  amongft  them. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 

Enter  a  third  Meffengtr. 
5  lU[f.  My  gracious  lords,  to  add  to  your  laments. 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  King  Henry  s  hearfe, 
I  muft  inform  you  of  a  difmal  fight 
Betwixt  the  ftout  lord  Talbot  and  the  French.  ^ 

Win.  What !  wherein  Talbot  overcame  ?  is't  fo  ? 
3  Meff.  O,  no?  wherein  lord  ITia/^^/ was  o'erthrown. 
The  circumftance  I'll  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  Juguji  laft,  this  dreadful  lord 
Retiring  from  the  fiege  of  Orleans, 
Having  fcarce  full  fix  thoufand  in  his  troop. 
By  three  and  twenty  thoufand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompafled  and  fet  upon. 
No  lelfure  had  he  to  enrank  his  men  ; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  fet  before  his  archers  ; 
Inftead  whereof,  (harp  flakes,  pluckt  out  of  hedges. 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confufedly  ; 
To  keep  the  horfemen  off  from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued  j 
Where  valiant  Talbot  above  human  thought 
Enabled  wonders  with  his  fword  and  lance. 
Hundreds  he  fent  to  hell,  and  none  durft  ftand  him  5 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  enrag'd  he  flew  : 
The  French  exclaim'd,    **  The  devil  wa^  in  arms ! 
All  the  whole  army  flood  agaz'd  on  him. 
His  foldiers,  fpying  his  undaunted  fpirit, 
A  Talhot  !  Talbot!  cried  out  amain, 
Andrufti'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 
Here  had  the  Conqueft  fully  been  feal'd  up, 
If  Sir  John  Faftolfe  had  not  play'd  the  coward  ; 
He  being  in  the  vaward,  (plac'd  behind. 
With  purpofe  to  relieve  and  follow  them) 
Cowardly  fled,  not  having  ftruck  oneflroak. 
Hence  grew  the  genVal  wreck  and  maflfacrc  ; 
Enciofed  were  they  with  their  enemies. 
Abafe  Walloon,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  grace, 
Thruft  Talbot  with  a  fpear  into  the  back  j 
Whom  all  France  with  her  chief  aflTembled  ftrength 
Durft  not  prefume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed, 
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Bed,  Is  Talhot  flain  then  ?  I  will  flay  my  felf. 
For  living  idly  here  in  pomp  and  eafe  ; 
Whilft  fucha  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid. 
Unto  his  daftard  foe  men  is  betray'd. 

3  Meff.  O  no,  he  lives,  but  is  took  prifoner. 
And  lord  Scales  with  him,  and  lord  Hungerfordi 
Moft  of  the  rell  flaughter'd,  or  took  likewife. 

Bed.  His  ranfom  there  is  none  but  I  ihall  pay. 
I'll  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne. 
His  Crown  fliall  be  the  ranfom  of  my  friend  : 
Four  of  their  lords  V\\  change  for  one  of  ours. 
Farewel,  my  mailers,  to  my  talk  will  I  ; 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make. 
To  keep  our  great  St.  George" %  feaft  withal. 
Ten  thoufand  foldiers  with  me  1  will  take, 
Whofe  bloody  deeds  fhall  make  all  Europe  o^M-ikt. 

3  'Meff.  So  you  had  need,  for  Or  ham  is  befieg'd  ; 
The  Englijh  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  Earl  of  Saajhury  craveth  fupply, 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny  ; 
Since  they  fo  few  watch  fuch  a  mukitude. 

Exe.  Remember,  lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry  (warn  : 
Either  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly. 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoak. 

Bed.  J  do  remember  it,  and  here  take  leave, 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  \^Exit  Bedford. 

Glou.  I'll  to  the  TG'v:e>  with  all  the  halle  I  can. 
To  view  th' artillery  and  ammunition  ; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  King, 

[Exit  Gloaceller. 

Exe.   To  Eltam  will  I,  where  the  young  King  is, 
Beii.g  ordain'd  his  fpecial  governor  ; 
And  for  his  f.'ety  there  Til  beftdevife.  \_Exit» 

Win.   Each  hath  his  pLce  and  funftion  to  attend  : 
I  am  left  out  :  for  me  nothing  remains  : 
But  long  I  will  not  be  thus  out  of  office  : 
The  King  from  Eltam  I  intend  to  fend. 
And  fit  at  chiefeil  ftern  of  publick  weal.  {Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 


Enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  and  Reignier,  marching  twitb 
a  drufn  and  Soldiers. 


Before  Orleans  in  France. 

,  Alanfon,  and  Reignier, 
a  drufn  and  Soldiers. 

Char.  'V^/r  ARS  his   true  moving,  ev'n   as   in  the 

J^VJL  heav'ns. 

So  in  the  earth  to  this  day  is  not  known. 
Late,  did  he  fhine  upon  the  EngUfh  fide  : 
Now  we  are  viclors,  upon  us  he  fmiles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment  but  we  have  ? 
At  pleafure  here  we  lye  near  Orleans  : 
Tho'  Hill  the  familh'd  Engli/h,  like  pale  ghofts. 
Faintly  befiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

Alan.  They  want  their  porridge,  and  their  fat  Bull- 
beeves  ; 
Either  they  muft  be  dieted  like  mules. 
And  have  their  provender  ty'd  to  their  mouths  ; 
Or  piteous  they  will  look  like  drowned  mice. 

Reig.  Let's  raife  thefiege:  why  liVe  we  idly  here? 
*Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear  : 
Remaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  Saiijhury^ 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  fpend  his  gall ; 
Nor  men,  nor  money,  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char.  Sound,  found  alarum  :  we  will  rulhonthem  : 
Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French  : 
Him  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killeth  me ; 
When  he  fees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly.       [Exeunt, 
[Here  Alarm,  thty  are  beaten  hack  by  the  tnglifh 
J"    '         'with  great  lofs. 

Re-enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  and  Reignier. 
Char.   Who  ever  faw  the  like  ?  what  men  have  I  ? 
Dogs,  cowards,  dallards!   I  would  ne'er  havefled. 
But  that  they  left  me  'midft  my  enemies. 

Reig.  Salijbury  is  a  defp'rate  homicide. 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  life: 
The  other  lords,  like  lions  wanting  food. 
Do  rulh  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey. 

Jian, 
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Alan.  Froyfard,  a  countryman  of  ours,  records, 
^  England  all  Oli'vers  and  Ronjulands  bred, 
During  the  time  Edward  the  Third  did  reign  : 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified  ; 
For  none  but  Sampfons  and  Goliajfes 
It  fendeth  forth  tofkirmifh  ;  one  to  ten  ! 
Lean  raw-bon'd  rafcals  !  who  would  e'er  fuppofe. 
They  had  fuch  courage  and  audacity  ! 

Char.  Let's  leave  this  town,  for  they  are  hair- brain' d 
flaves. 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  be  more  eager  : 
Of  old  I  know  them  ;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  they'll  tear  down,  than  forfake  the  fiege, 

Reig.  I  think,  7  byfome  odd  gimmals  or  device 
Their  arms  are  fet  like  clocks,  ftill  to  ftrike  on  ; 
Elfe  they  could  ne'er  hold  out  fo,    as  they  do  : 
By  my  confent  we'll  e'en  let  them  alone. 

Jlan,  Be  it  fo. 

Enter  the  Baftard  of  Orleans. 

Baft  Where's  the  Prince  Dauphin?  I  have  news  fof 
him. 

Diiu.   Baflard  of  Orleans^  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Baft.  Methinks,  your  looks  are  fad,  your  chear  appal'd. 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence  ? 
Be  notdifmay'd,  for  fuccour  is  at  hand  : 
A  holy  maid  hither  with  me  I  bring, 
Which  by  a  vifion,  fent  to  her  from  heav'n. 
Ordained  is  to  raife  this  tedious  fiege  i 
And  drive  the  Englt/h  forth  the  bounds  of  France. 
TJie  fpirit  of  deep  prophefie  fhe  hath, 
Exceeding  the  ^  nine  Sibyh  of  old  Rome  : 

6  England  all  Olivers  ai:d  Rowlands  hrcd,']  Thefe  were  two  of 
the  moft  famous  in  the  lift  of  Charlemagne's  twelve  Peers  j  and  their 
exploits  are  rcnder'd  fo  ridicnloufly  and  equally  extravagant  by  the 
eld  romancers,  that  from  thence  arofe  that  faying  amongft  our  plain 
and  fenfible  anceftors,  of  gi'ving  one  a  Rowland /or  his  OliTer,  to 
fignify  the  matching  one  incredible  lye  with  another. 

7  by  feme  odd  gimmals  or  de'uice^  Gimmah  are  rings  of 
double  rounds,  from  gemelliy  wheels  one  within  another. 

Mr.  Pope, 

8 nine  Sibyls  of  old  Rome  :]  There  were  no  nine  Sibyls  of 

Rome  :  But  he  confounds  things,  and  n  iftakes  this    for  the  nine 
books  of  Sibyllins  oracles,  brought  to  one  of  the  Tarquins. 

What's 
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What's  paft,  and  what's  to  come,  (he  can  defcry. 
Speak,  (hall  I  call  her  in  ?  believe  my  words, 
For  they  are  certain  and  infallible. 

Dau  Go,  call  her  in  ;  but  firft,  to  try  her  Ikill, 
Reignierj  ftand  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place  ; 
Queftion  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  ftern : 
By  this  means  (hall  we  found  what  fkill  flie  hath. 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Rcig,  Fair  maid,  i&'t  thou  wilt  do  thefc  wond'rous 
feats  ? 

Pucel.  Reignier,  is*t  thou  that  thinkeft  to  beguile  me  ? 
Where  is  the  Dauphin  ?  come,  come  from  behind, 
I  knowihee  well,  tho' never  feen  before. 
Be  not  amazM  :  there's  nothing  hid  from  me  : 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart : 
Stand  back,  you  lords,  and  give  us  leave  a  while. 

Reig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  firft  dafti. 

Rucel  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  Ihepherd's  daughter. 
My  wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art  :^ 
Heav'n,  and  our  Lady  gracious  hath  it  pleas' d 
To  ftiine  on  my  contemptible  eftate. 
Lo,  whiUl  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs. 
And  to  fun's  parching  heat  difplayM  my  checks, 
God's  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me ; 
And,  in  a  vifion  full  ofmajefty, 
Wiil'd  me  to  leave  my  bafe  vocation, 
And  free  my  country  from  calamity  : 
Her  aid  fhe  promis'd,  and  affur'd  fuccefs. 
In  compleat  glor)  Ihe  reveal'd  her  felf  ,- 
And,  whereas  I  was  black  and  fwart  before, 
V/ith  thofe  clear  rays  which  (he  infus'd  on  me, 
TJiat  beauty  am  I  bleft  with,  which  you  fee. 
Afk  me  what  queftion  thou  can'ft  poflible. 
And  I  will  anfvver  unpremeditated. 
My  courage  try  by  combat,  if  thou  dar'ft. 
And  thou  ftialt  find  that  I  exceed  my  fex. 
Refolve  on  this,  thou  ftialt  be  fortunate. 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate. 

Vol.  IV.  T  T>au. 
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Dau.  Thou  haft  aftonifli'd  me  with  thy  high  terms  : 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make. 
In  fmgle  combat  thou  fhalt  buckle  with  me  ; 
And,  if  thou  vanquifheft,  thy  words  are  true  ; 
Otherwife,  I  renounce  all  confidence. 

Puce/.  I  am  prepared  ;  here  is  my  keen-edg'd  fword, 
Deck'd  with  fine  Flow'r-de-luces  on  each  fide  ; 
The  which,  at  7ourain  in  St.  Catharines  church. 
Out  of  a  deal  of  old  iron  I  chofe  forth. 

Dau.  Then  come  o'  God's  name,  for  I  fear  no  woman. 

Pucel.  And  while  I  live,  Til  ne'er  fly  from  a  man. 
[Here  they  fight  ^  ^jW  Joan  la  Pucelle  o^vercomes, 

Dau.  Stay,  ftay  thy  hands,   thou  art  an  Amazon  ; 
And  fighteft  with  the  fword  of  Debora. 

PuceL  Chrift's  mother  helps  me,  elfe  I   were  too 
weak. 

Dau.    Who-e'er  helps   thee,   'tis   thou  that  mull 
help  me  : 
Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  defire  j 
^y  heart  and  hands  thou  haft  at  once  fubdu'd  ; 
Excellent  Pucelle^  if  thy  name  be  fo. 
Let  me  thy  fervant  and  not  Sovereign  be, 
'Tis  the  French  Dauphin  fueth  to  thee  thus. 

Pucel.  I  muft  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  love. 
For  my  profeffion's  facred  from  above  : 
When  I  have  chafed  all  thy  foes  from  hence. 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recompence. 

Dpm.    Mean  time,    look  gracious  on  thy  proftratc 
thrall. 

Feig.  My  lord,  mcthinlcs,  is  vtry  long  in  talk. 

Man.  Doubtlefs,  he  fiirives  this  woman  to  her  fmock; 
Elfe  ne'er  could  he  fo  long  protradl  his  fpeech. 

Reig.  Shall  we  difturb  him,  fmce  he  keeps  no  mean  ? 

Alan.   He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do 
know  : 
Thefe  women  are  fhrewd  tempters  with  their  tongues, 

Reig.  My  lord,  where  are  you  ?  what  devifc  you  on  ? 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans  or  no  ? 

Pucel.  Why,  no  I  fay  ;  diftruftful  recreants  f 
Fight  till  the  laft  gafp,  for  I'll  be  your  guard. 

Dau.  What  (he  fays,  I'll  confirm  ,  we'll  fight  it  out. 

Pucel. 
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Pucel.   AfllgnM  I  am  to  be  the  Englijh  fcourge. 
This  night  the  fiege  afTuredly  Fll  raife  : 
Expea  Saint  Martins  fummer,  Halcyon  days, 
Since  I  have  enter'd  thus  into  thefe  wars. 

*  Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water ; 

«  Which  never  ceafeth  to  enlarge  itfclf, 

*  Till  by  broad  fpreading  it  difperfe  to  nought. 
With  Henrys  death  the  Enolijh  circle  ends  ; 
Difperfed  are  the  glories  it  included  : 

Now  am  I  like  that  proud  infulting  ftifp. 
Which  Ctefar  and  his  fortune  bore  at  once. 

Dau.  Was  Mahomet  infpired  with  a  Dove  ? 
Thou  with  an  Eagle  art  infpired  then. 
Helen  the  mother  of  great  Conjiantine, 
Nor  yet  St.  Philip's  daughters,  were  like  thee. 
Bright  ftar  of  Venus,  fail'n  down  on  the  earth. 
How  may  I  reverently  worlhip  thee  ? 

Jian.  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  raife  the  fiege. 

Reig,  Woman,  do  what  thou  canil  to  fave  our  ho- 
nours ; 
Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortalizM. 

Dau.  Prefently  try  ;  come,  let's  away  about  it. 
No  prophet  will  I  truft,  if  Ihe  proves  falfe.       [Exeunt, 

SCENE     VII. 

The  Tower  gates,  in  L  o  n  d  o  M. 
Enter  Gloucefter,   <zvith  his  Serving-men, 
G/ou  T  AM  this  day  come  to  furvey  the  To^ier  ; 
'  X  Since  Henrfs  death,    I  fear,    there  is  con- 
veyance. 
Where  be  thefe  warders,  that  they  wait  not  here  ? 
Open  the  gates.     'Tis  Gloucefler,  that  calls. 

I  fVar^.  Who^s  there,  that  knocketh  fo  imperioufly  ? 

1  Man.  It  is  the  noble  Duke  of  Gloucejier. 

2  Ward.  Who  e'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in. 

I  Man  Villains,  anfwer  you  fo  the  Lord  Protedor  ? 
1  Ward.  The  lord  proted  him  !  fo  we  anfwer  him  ; 
We  do  no  otherwife  than  we  are  will'd. 

X  2  Glou, 
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Glou.  Who  willed  you  ?  or  whofe  will  (lands,  but 
mine  ? 
There's  none  Proteflor  of  the  rtdXm  but  I. 
Break  up  the  gates,  Til  be  your  warrantize  ; 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghil  grooms  ? 

Gloucefler'j    men  rvjh  at  the  Towtr-gates^    and 
Wood  vile  the  Lieutenant  /peaks  ^within. 

Wood.   What  noife  is  this  ?  what  traitors  have  we 

here  ? 
Ghu.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you,  whofe  voice  I  hear  ? 
Open  the  gates  ;  here's  Glo'/ler,  that  would  enter. 

Wood.  Have  patience,  noble  Duke  ;  I  may  not  open ; 
The  Cardinal  of  Winchefter  forbids  ; 
From  him  I  have  exprefs  commandment. 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine,  fhall  be  let  in. 

Glcu\  Faint-hearted  Woodvile,  prizeft  him  'fore  me  ? 
Arrogant  Winchefter,  that  haughty  prelate, 
Whom  Bemy,  cur  late  Sovereign,  ne'er  could  brook  ? 
Thou  art  no  friend  to  God,  or  to  the  King  : 
Open  the  gate,   or  I'll  fhut  thee  out  fhortly. 

terv.  Open  the  gates  there  to  the  Lord  Protedlor  ; 
"We'll  burft  them  open,  if  you  come  not  quickly. 
Enter  to  the  FroteHor  at  the  To-^tr  gates,  Winchefter 
and  his  men  in  tanvny  coats. 
Win.  How  now,  ambitious   Umpire,  what   means 

this  ? 
GIgu.  9  Piel'd  Prieft,  doft  thou  command  me  be  (hut 

out? 
Win.  I  do,  thou  mod  ufurping  proditor. 
And  not  protedor,  of  the  King  or  realm. 

G/ou.  Stand  back,  thou  manifeft  confpirator  ; 
Thou,  that  contriv'd'ft  to  murder  our  dead  lord  ; 
Thou,  that  *  giv'll  whores  indulgences  to  fin  ; 
ni  canvas  thee  in  thy  broad  Cardinal's  hat. 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  th/  infolence. 

c  Piel'd  Prieji. ]     Alluding  to  h:s  fnaven  crown,  a  meta- 
phor from  a  peei'd  orange.  Mr.  Pope. 

J   gi'v'ft  f-'hor^s  intiuJger.ces  to  fin  ;  ]   The  public  ftews 

were  formerly  under  the  diftrifl  of  the  bifliop  oOVinchefter. 

Mr.  Pope. 

Win, 
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ff^i».  Nay,  Hand  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge  a  foot : 
*  This  be  Damafcus,  be  thou  curfed  Cain, 
To  flay  thy  brother  Jlte/,  if  thou  wilt. 

G/ou.  I  will  not  flay  thee,  but  Til  drive  thee  back  ; 
Thy  fcarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing  cloth, 
I'll  ufe  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

/^7«.  Do,  what  thou  dar'ft  ;  I  beard  thee  to  thy  face. 

G/ou.  What  ?  am  I  dar'd,  and  bearded  to  my  face  ? 
Draw,  men,  for  allthl  ^  privileged  place. 
Blue  coats  to  tawny.     Prieir.  beware  thy  beard  ; 
I  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cufF  you  foundly. 
Under  my  feec  I'll  ll.mp  ihy  Cardinal's  nat : 
In  fpight  of  Pope  or  dignities  of  Church, 
Here  by  the  cheeks  I'll  drag  rhee  up  and  down. 

fVin.  G/oyhr,  thou'lt  anivver  tiiis  before  the  Pope. 

GIou.  Wine  heft  er  (Joofe  !  I  cry,  a  rope,  a  rope. 
Now  beat  them  hence,  why  do  you  let  them  ftay  ? 
Thee  I'll  chafe  hence,  thou  Wolf  in  Sheep's  array. 
Out,  tawny  coats  ;  out,  fcarlet  hypocrite  ! 

Here  Gloucefter'j  men  beat  out  the  Cardinal's  ;  and  en. 
ter  in  the  hurly-burly  the  ik^'or  ^London,  and  his 
Officers. 

Mayor.    Fy,  Lords  f  that  you,  being  fupreme  ma- 
giflrates. 
Thus  contumelioufly  (hould  break  the  peace! 

GIqu.  Peace,  Mayor,  for  thou  knowTt  little  of  my 
wrongs  :  ^ 

Here's  Beauford,  that  regards  not  God  nor  King, 
Hath  here  dilUdin'd  the  Tovjer  to  his  ufe. 

IVifi.  Here's  CWjier  too,  a  foe  to  citizens. 
One  that  itill  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
O'er-charging  your  free  purfes  with  large  fines. 
That  feeks  to  overthrow  religion^ 
Becaufe  he  is  Protedlor  of  the  realm  ; 
And  would  have  armour  hereout  of  the  Toiver, 
To  crown  himfelf  King,  and  fupprefs  the  Prince. 

2  Tkt~,  be  Damafcus,  be  thou  curfed  Cain,]  N.  B.  About  four 
miles  from  Damafcus  is  a  high  hill,  reported  to  be  the  fame  on 
which  Cain  flew  his  brother ^^f/.  Maundrell's  Travels,  page  131, 

Mr.  Pope. 

T  3  Glou. 
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G/ou.  I  will  not  anfwer  thee  with  words,  but  blows. 

[Here  they  Jkirmijh  again. 

Mayor.  Nought  refts  for  me  in  this  tumultuous  ftrife. 
But  to  make  open  proclamation. 
Come,  officer,  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  can'ft. 
Jill  manner  of  men   ajfemhled   here  in   arms  thii  day, 

againjl  God's  peace  and  the  King^Sy  ive   charge   and 

command  you  in  his  Highnefs'' s  name^   to  repair  to  your 

federal  dnjoelling  places ;    and   not  ivear^  handle y  or 

uj'e  any  fivord,  ^weapon ^    or  dagger  hencefor^ivard  upon 

fain  of  Death. 

Glou.  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  breaker  of  the  law  : 
But  we  ihali  meet,  and  tell  our  minds  at  large. 

Win.  Glo'^fier,  we*ll  meet  to  thy  dear  coft,  be  fure  ? 
Thy  heart- blood  I  will  have  for  this  day*s  work. 

M«jor.  I'll  call  for  clubs,  if  you  will  not  away  : 
This  Cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 

Glou.   Mayor,   farewel  :  thou   doH    but  what  thou 
may'ft. 

Win.  Abominable  Glo'Jler,  guard  thy  head. 
For  I  intend  to  have  it,  ere  be  long.  [Exeunt, 

JSIayor.  See  the  coafl  clear'd,  and  then  we  will  de- 
part. 

Oflc,  Good  God  !   ^  that  nobles  (hould  fuch  ftomachs 
bsar  ? 
I  my  {qU  fight  not  once  in  fony  year.  [  Exeunt, 

SCENE     VIII. 

Changes  to  Oileans  in  France. 

Enter  the  Mafter- gunner  of  Orleans,  and  his  hoy. 

M.  Gun.  OIRRAH,    thou    knovv'll  how    Orleans    is 

O     befieg^d. 
And  how  the  EjigUfr  have  the  fuburbs  won. 

•2.  <  that  nobles  foould  fuch  Jlomachs  bear  ! 

I  '^y  j'{f  fight  not  ome  in  forty  year.  ]  The  Mayor  of 
hondon  was  not  brought  in  to  be  laugli'd  at,  as  is  plain  by  his 
manner  of  inteiiering  in  the  quarrel,  where  he  all  along  preferves 
a  fufficient  dignity.  In  the  line  preceding  thefe,  he  dire<Els  his 
oificer,  to  whom  without  doubt  thele  two  lines  fhould  be  givoi. 
They  fuit  his  chai  after,  and  are  very  expreflivs  of  the  pacific 
temp«r  of  the  City  Guards. 

hoy. 
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Boy.  Father,  I  know,  and  oft  have  (hot  at  them, 
Howe'er,  unfortunate,  I  mifs'd  my  aim. 

M.  Gun,  But  now  thou  (halt  not.     Be  thou  rul'd 
by  me : 
Chief  Mafter- gunner  am  I  of  this  town. 
Something  I  mud  do  to  procure  me  grace. 
The  Prince's  'fpials  have- informed  me. 
The  Englijh^  in  the  fuburbs  clofe  intrench'd,. 
Went  thro'  a  fecret  gate  of  iron  bars. 
In  yonder  tow'r,  to  over-peer  the  city  ; 
And  thence  difcover  how,  with  moft  advantage. 
They  may  vex  us,  with  (hot  or  with  afTault. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 
A  piece  of  ordnance  'gainft  it  I  have  plac'd  ; 
And  fully  ev'n  thefe  three  days  have  I  watch'd. 
If  I  could  fee  them.     Now,  Boy,   do  thou  watch. 

For  I  can  ftay  no  longer, 

If  thou  fpy'fl  any,  run  and  bring  me  word. 

And  thou  (halt  find  me  at  the  Governor's.  {^Exit* 

Boy.  Father,  I  warrant  you  ;  take  you  no  care  ; 
I'll  never  trouble  you,    if  I  may  fpy  them. 

SCENE     IX. 
Enter  Salifbury  and  Talbot  on  the  turrets,  nvith  others^ 

Sal:  Talbot y  my  life,   my  joy,   again  return'd  ! 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  prifoner  ? 
Or  by  what  means  got'fl  thou  to  be  releas'd  ? 
Difcourfe,   I  pr'ythee,    on  this  turret's  top. 

Tal.  The  Duke  of  Bedford  had  a  prifoner. 
Called  the  brave  Lord  Ponton  de  Santraile. 
For  him  was  I  exchang'd,   and  ranfomed. 
But  with  a  bafer  man  of  arms  by  far, 
Once,  in  contempt,  they  would  have  barter'd  me : 
Which  I  difdaining  fcorn'd,  and  craved  death. 
Rather  than  I  would  be  fo  vile  efteem'd. 
In  fine,    redeem'd  I  was,  as  I  defir'd. 
But,  oh  !  the  treach'rous  Fajlolfe  wounds  my  heart ; 
Whom  with  my  bare  Ms  I  would  execute. 
If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  pow'r. 

Sal.  Yet  teira  thou  not,  how  thou  wert  entertain'd. 
T  4  TaL 
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TaL  With  feoffs  and  fcorns,  and  contumelious  taunts^ 
In  open  market-place  produced  they  me. 
To  be  a  publickfpedacle  to  all. 
Here,  faid  they,   is  the  terror  of  the  Trench  i 
The  fcare  crow,    that  afFrights  our  children  (o. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  officers  that  led  me, 
And  with  my  nails  digg'd  ftones  out  of  the  ground. 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  ftiame. 
My  grifly  countenance  made  others  fly  ; 
None  durfl  come  near,  for  fear  of  fudden  death. 
In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  fecure  : 
So  great  a  fear  my  name  amongfl  them  fpread. 
That  they  fupposM,    I  could  rend  bars  of  fleel  ; 
And  fpurn  in  pieces  ports  of  adamant. 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chofen  fhot  I  had  ; 
They  walk'd  about  me  ev'ry  minute-while  ; 
And  if  I  did  but  flir  out  of  my  bed. 
Ready  they  were  to  (hoot  me  to  the  heart. 

Enter  the  Boy,  njoith  a  Lifijlock. 

Sal.  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endurM, 
But  v>2  will  bereveng'd  fufficiently. 
Now  it  is  fuppe^-time  in  Orleans  : 
Htvc  thro'  this  grate  I  can  count  every  one. 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify  : 
Let  us  look  in,   the  fight  will  much  delight  thee. 
Sir  Thomas  Qargra've^    and  Sir  William  GlanfdaUt 
Let  me  have  your  exprefs  opinions, 
Where  is  bcfl  place  to  make  our  battVy  next  ? 

Gar.  I  think,  at  the  north  gate  ;  for  there  (lard  lords. 

Glan.  And  I  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  bridge. 

7aL  For  aught  I  fee,    this  city  mufl  be  famifh'd. 
Or  with  light  fkirmifhes  enfeebled. 

{Here  they  /booty  and  Salifburyyiz//j  do'wn^ 

Sal.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  fmners. 

Gar.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woful  man. 

Tal.  What  chance  is  this,  that  fuddeniy  hath  croft  us? 
Speak,  Saii.'bury  -,   at  leail,    if  thou  canit  fpeak  j 
How  far'it  tllou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men  ? 
One  of  thy  eyes  and  thy  cheek's  fide  ilruckofFf 
Accurfed  tow'r,  accurfed  fatal  hand. 

That 
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That  hath  contriv'd  this  woful  tragedy  ! 

In  thirteen  battles  Salisbury  o'ercame : 

Henry  the  Fifth  he  firfl  train'd  to  the  wars. 

Whilft  any  trump  did  found,    or  drum  ftruck  ap. 

His  fword  did  ne'er  leave  llriking  in  the  field. 

Yet  liv'ft  thou,    Salisbury  ?  tho'  thy  fpcech  doth  fal?, 

One  eye  thou  hall  to  look  to  heav'n  for  grace. 

The  fun  with  one  eye  vieweth  all  the  world. 

Heav'n,   be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive. 

If  Salisbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands  \ 

Bear  hence  his  body,  I  will  help  to  bury  It. 

Sir  Ihomas  Gargranjey  haft  thou  any  life  ? 

Speak  unto  Talbot;    nay,  ioj^k  up  to  him. 

O  Salisbury y   chear  thy  ipirit  with  this  comfort. 

Thou  (halt  not  die,  while • 

He  beckons  with  his  hand,   and  fmiles  on  me,. 


As  whofhould  fay,  When  lam  dead  and  gone, 
Remember  to  a'venge  me  on  the  French. 
Plantagenet,  I  will  ;  and,  Nero-WkQ,. 
Play  on  the  lute,   beholding  the  towns  burn  : 
Wretched  (hall  France  be  only  in  my  name. 

\_Here  ati  alarTny  and  it  thunders  and  lightens. 
What  ftir  is  this  ?  what  tumul-'s  in  the  heav'ns  ? 
Whence  cometh  this  alarum  and  this  noife  ? 
Enter  a  Me/Jenger. 
MeJ]\  My  lord,    my  lord,  the  French  have  gathered 
head. 
The  Dauphin  with  oviQ  Joan  la  Pucel/ejolnd, 
A  holy  prophetefs  new  rifen  up. 
Is  come  with  a  great  power  to  raife  the  fiege. 

[Here  Salisfbury  li/teth  him/elf  up,    and  groan  s> 
Tal.   Hear,    hear,  how  dying  Salisbury  doth  groan  ! 
It  irks  his  heart,  he  cannot  be  reveng'd. 
Frenchmen,    I'll  be  a  Salisbury  to  yoa. 
Pucelle  or  PuJJ'el,    Dauphin  or  Dog  fi/h^ 
Your  hearts  Til  ftamp  out  with  my  Horfe's  heels^. 
And  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains. 
Convey  brave  Salisbury  into  his  tent. 
And  then  we'll  try  what  dafiard  Frenchmen  dare. 

\_  Alarm.     Exeunt,  bearing  Salifbury  and 
Sit:  Thomas  Gargrave  out. 
'       T  5..  S  C  E  N  E 
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SCENE    X. 

Here  an  alarm  again  \  andli'dWyQi  purfueth  the  Dauphin^ 
and  dri'veth  him  j  then  enter  Joan  la  Pucelle,  dri'ving 
Englifhmen  before  her.     T.hen  enter  Talbot. 

Tal.  Where  is  my  ftrength,  my  valour,  and  my  force ?^ 
Our  EngUfo  troops  retire,   I  cannot  ftay  them  : 
A  woman,  clad  in  armour,  chafeth  them. 

Enter  Pucelle. 
Here,  here,   fhe  comes.     I'll  have  a  bout  with  thee  ; 
Devil,  or  devil's  dam,  I'll  conjure  thee: 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,    thou  art  a  witch  ; 
And  ftraightway  give  thy  foul  to  him  thou  ferv'ft. 
Tucel  Come,  come,  'tis  only  I,    that  muft  difgrace 
thee.  {T'hey  fights 

7ah  Heavens,  can  you  fuffer  herl  fo  to  prevail  ? 
My  breafl;  I'll  buril  with  draining  of  my  courage. 
And  from  my  flioulders  crack  my  arms  afunder, 
"But  I  will  chaftife  this  high-minded  ftrumpet. 

Pucel    Talbot^  farewel,   thy  hour  is  not  yet  come, 
I  mull  go  vidtual  Orleans  forthwith. 

[  A jhovt  alarm.     Ihen  enter  the  toiun  nx:ith  foldiers. 
Overtake  me  if  thou  canft,   I  fcorn  thy  Urength. 
Go,    go,  chear  up  thy  hunoer-flarved  men, 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  tellament  : 
This  cay  is  ours,  as  many  n:ore  (hall  be.    [^Exit  Pucelle,. 
Tal.  Ivly  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheeL 
I  know  not  where  I  am,   nor  what  I  do : 
A  witch,  by  fear,  not  force,  Wk^  Hannibal, 
Drives  back  our  troops,    and  conquers  as  (he  lifts. 
So  Bees  vyith  fmoke,  and  Doves  with  noifom  ftench. 
Are  from  tJieir  hives,  and  houfcf,  driv'n  away. 
They  call'd  us  for  our  fiercericfs  Englifk  dogs, 
Now,  like  their  whelps,  we  crying  run  away. 

[  AJhort  alarm*. 
Hark,  countrymen  !'  either  rcnevv  the  fight. 
Or  tear  the  Lions  out  of  England's  Coat ; 
Renounce  your  foil,    give  Sheep  in  Lions'  ftead  : 
Sheep  run  not  half  fo  tim'rous  from  the  Wolf, 
Or  Horfe  or  Oxen  from  the  Leopard, 

As 
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As  you  fly  from  your  oft  fubdued  flaves. 

[  Alarm .    Here  another  Skirmijh. 
It  will  not  be  :  retire  into  your  trenches : 
You  all  confented  unto  Salisbury  s  death, 
For  none  would  ftrike  a  ilroke  in  his  revenge. 
Pucelle  is  enter'd  into  Orleans^ 
In  fpight  of  us,  or  aught  that  we  could  do, 
O,  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury  ! 
The  fhame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

[Exit  Talbot. 
\_/ilarm,   Retreat,  Flourijh. 

SCENE     X^ 

Enter  on  the  Wall,  Pucelle,    Dauphin,  Reignier, 

Alanfon,  and  Soldiers. 
Pucel.   Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls, 
Refcu'd  is  Orleans  from  the  Eng/iJ^  Wolves : 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  perform'd  her  word. 

Dau.  Divined  creature,   bright  Aftreai  daughter, 
Kow  fhall  I  honour  thee  for  this  fuccefs  ! 
Thy  proraiies  are  5  like  Adonis''  Garden, 

^  ^  That 

^  like  Adonis'  Garden,'\     It  may  not  be  impertinent  to 

take  notice  of  a  difpute  between  four  critics,  of  very  dliTerent  or- 
ders, upon  this  very  important  point  of  the  Gardens,  cj  Adonis. 
Milton  had  faid, 

Sfot  more  delicious  than  thofe  Gardens  feigned. 

Or  of  revivd  Adonis,    or   

which  Dr.  Benthy  pronounces  fpurious  ;  For  that  the  Ky,?r?)» 
Aouvih^,  the  Gardens  of  Adonis,  fo  frequently  mentioned  By 
Greek  ivriters,  Plato,  Plutarch,  &c.  -were  nothing  hut  fortahh 
earthen  fots,  with  Jome  Lettice  or  Fennel  growing  in  them.  On 
his  yearly  fefii'val  enjery  ivoman  carried  one  of  them  for  Adonis' 
loorfhip  ;  bccaufe  Venus  had  once  laid  him  in  a  lettice  bed.  The 
next  day  they  ivere  thro^.un  aivay.  Sec.  To  this  Dr.  Pierce  replies. 
That  this  account  of  theGzrdcns  of  Adonis  is  right,  and  yet  Mil- 
ton may  be  defended  for  what  he  fays  of  them  :  For  why  (fays  he) 
did  the  Grecians  on  Adonis'  fefti-val  carry  thefe  fmall  earthen 
Gardens  about  in  honour  of  him  ?  It  was  becaufe  they  had  a  tradi- 
tion, that,  when  he  was  ali've,  he  delighted  in  Gardens,  and  had 
a.magnificent  one:  For  proof  of  this  weha-ve  V\\r^fs  words,  xix.  4. 
Antiquitas  nihil  prius  mirata  eft  quam  Hefperiduirr  Hor  tos, 
ac  regum  Adokidis  &  Akinoi.  One  would  now  think  the 
jueftion  well  decided ;  But  Mr,  Tb^bald  comes>  and  will  needs  bip. 
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That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next. 
France,   triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetefs  \ 
Recover'd  is  the  town  of  Orleans  j 
More  blefTed  hap  did  ne'er  befal  our  ftate. 

^iig.   Why  ring  not  out  the  bells  throughout   the 
town  ? 
Dauphin,   command  the  citizens  make  bonfires. 
And  feali  and  banquet  in  tlie  open  ftreets  ; 
To  celebrate  the  joy,  that  God  hath  giv'n  us. 

Alan.  hXXFrance  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and  joy. 
When  they  fhall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 

Dau.  'l^is  yoan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won^ 
For  which  I  will  divide  my  Crown  with  her  j 
And  ail  the  priefts  and  friars  in  my  realm 
Shall  in  proceiTion  fing  her  endlefs  praife. 
A  flatelier  pyramid  to  her  Til  rear, 
Than  Rhodops'%  or  Memphis'  ever  was  f 

"Dr.  Be?!t/ey''s  fecond.  A  lear7ied  and  reverend  gentleman  (fays  he) 
ha'vtng  attempted  to  iir.peach  Dr.  Bentley  of  error,  for  maintain- 
ing  that  there  'ks.vs.-r  was  existent  any  magnifccnt  or  fpa- 
€jous  Gardens  of  Adonis,  an  opinion  in  ivhich  it  has  been  my  for. 
tunc  to  ftcondtheDcacr,  I  thought  my felf  concerned,  inforncpart, 
to  iveigh  thcfc  authorities  aUedgcd by  the  objeBor,  &'c.  The  reader 
fees  that  Mr.  Theoba/d  mittzkes  the  very  qneftion  in  difpute  be-- 
tween  thcf^  two  truly  learned  men,  which  was  not  whether  ^do~ 
w/5'  Gardens  ^uere  e-ver  exiftent,  but  whether  there  was  a  tradi^ 
tion  of  any  celebrated  Gardens  culti'vated  by  Adonis.  For  tliis. 
would  fufficiently  juftify  Milton  ^  mention  of  them,  together  with 
the  Gardens  o{  Alcirous,  confefTed  by  the  poethimfelf  to  be  faba- 
lous.  But  hear  their  own  words.  There  ivas  no  fuch  Garden- 
(fays  Dr.  Bentley)  e^uer  exiftent,  or  even  feign'd..  He  adds 
the  latter  part,  as  knowing  that  that  v.ould  juftify  the  poet  ;  and' 
it  is  on  that  afTertion  only  th?t  his  adverfary  Dr.  Pierce  joins  iiTue 
with  hirn.  f^hy  (fa\s  he)  did  they  carry  the  fmall  earthen  Gar- 
dens f  It  tvas  becauf  they  had  a  tradit.'cn,  that  tvhcn  he 
luas  alive  he  delighted  in  Gardens.  Mr.  Theobald  therefore,  niif- 
taking  the  queftion,  it  is  no  wonder  that  all  he  fays,  in  his  long 
note  at  the  end  of  the  fourth  volume,  is  nothing  to  the  purpofe  j 
it  being  to  fhew  thnt  Dr.  Piene^&  quotations,  from  Pliny  and  otiic-rs,. 
do  not  prove  the  real  «//?f«cf  of  the  Gardens.  After  thefe,  comes 
the  Oxford  Editor  -J  and  he  pronounces  in  favour  of  Dr.  Benthy 
againft  Dr.  Pierce,  in  vhefs  words,  The  Gardens  of  A&onh  ivcre 
■ne'ver  rept-efented  under  any  local  defcription.  But  whether  this 
was  faid  at  hazard,  or  to  contradift  Dr.  Pierce,  or  to  rectify  Mr, 
^beobal^s  mlftake  of  the  queftion,  it  is  fo  obicurely  exprsfled, 
tikat  one  can  hardly  dftermifie^ 
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In  memory  of  her,  when  (he  is  dead. 
Her  afhes,  in  an  urn  more  precious 
Than  the  rich-jewePd  cofFer  of  Darius, 
Tranfported  fliall  be  at  high  feftivals. 
Before  the  Kings  and  Queens  of  France. 
No  longer  on   St.  Dennis  will  we  cry. 
But  Joan  la  Pucelle  (hall  be  Francis  Saint. 
Come  in,  and  let  as  banquet  royally. 
After  this  golden  day  of  viaory.      [Flourljh,     Exeunt. 


ACT     IL      SCENE     L 

Before  ORLEANS. 

"Enter  a  Serjeant  of  a  Band,  nvith  tnvo  Centinelr^ 

Ser,  Q^l^^y  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant  :. 

J^  If  any  noife  or  foldier  you  perceive 
Near  to  the  wall,  by  fome  apparent  fign 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard. 

Cent.  Serjeant,  you  (hall.     Thus  are  poor  fervitors^ 
(When  others  fleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
Conftrain'd  to  watch  in  darknefs,  rain,  and  cold. 

Enter   Talbot,  Bedford,  and  Burgundy,  ivith  fcaling: 
ladders.     'Their  drums  beating  a  dead  march. 

Tal.  Lord  Regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy^ 
By  whofe  approach  the  regions  of  ^rtois, 
WalUon,  and  Picardy  are  friends  to  us  ; 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  fecure^ 
Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banquetted. 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity. 
As  fitting  beft  to  quittance  their  deceit, 
Contriv'd  by  art  and  baleful  forcery. 

i?^^.Coward  of  France  f  how  much  he  wrongs  hisfame;. 
Defpairingofhisown  arm's  fortitude. 
To  join  with  witches  and  the  help  of  hell  l 
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Bur.  Traitors  have  never  other  company. 
But  what's  that  Pucelle,   whom  they  term  fo  pure  ? 

Taf.   A  maid',    they  fay. 

Bed.   A  maid  ?   and  be  fo  martial  ? 

Bur.  Pray  God,  (he  prove  not  mafculine  ere  long  f 
If  underneath  the  ftandard  of  the  French 
She  carry  armour,  as  (he  hath  begun. 

^al.  Well,  let  them  praftife  and  converfe  with  fpirits  j 
God  is  our  fortrefs,    in  whofe  conquVing  name 
Let  us  refolve  to  fcale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Afcend,  brave  Talbot,  we  will  follow  thee. 

Tal.  Not  all  together  :  better  far  I  guefs. 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  feveral  ways  : 
That  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail, 
The  other  yet  may  rife  againft  their  force. 

Bed.  Agreed  ;   I'll  to  yon  corner. 

Bur.  I  to  this. 

Tal.  And  here  will  Talbot  movmi^  or  make  hisgravc;. 
Now,  Salisbury  !   for  thee,    and  for  the  right 
Of   Englifo  Henry,  {hall  this  night  appear 
How  m.uch  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

Cent.   [au//^/«.]   Arm,  arm  :  the  enemy  doth  make 
affault. 

{The  Engliih,  fcaling  the  Walls,  cry,  St.  George  ? 
-r^-Talbot! 

SCENE    II. 

7heVvcnz\\  leap  Q''er  the  Walls  in  their  Jhii Is.  Enter, 
fe'veral  ivays,  Bajiard,  Alanfon,  K^\'^vi\&v,  half  ready 
and  ha 'f  unready. 

Man.  How  now,. my  lords  ?  what  all  unready  fo  ? 

Baft    Unready  ?  I,    and  glad  we  'fcap'd  fo  well. 

.Kf/^.'Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leave  our  beds; 
Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber-doors. 

Alan.  Of  all  exploits,  fmce  firfl:  I  followed  arms. 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize 
More  venturous,  or  defperate  than  this. 

Bajl,  I  think,   this  Talhot  is  a  fiend  of  hell. 

Bcsig.  If  not  of  hell,  the  heav'ns,  fure,  favour  him. 

4la.n^  Here  cometh  Char  Us  ^  I  marvel  how  he  fped. 

Eiiiit. 
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Enter  Charles  and  Joan. 
Bafi.     Tut  !   holy  Joan  was  his  dcfenfive  guard. 
Char.   Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame  ? 
Didft  thou  at  firft,   to  flatter  us  withal,. 
Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain  -y. 
That  now  our  lofs  might  be  ten  times  as  much  ?    ^ 

FuceL  Wherefore  \U:harUs  impatient  with  his  fnend  ?* 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  pow'r  alike  ^ 
Sleeping,  or  waking,  muft  1  ftiil  prevail  ? 
Or  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? 
Improvident  loldiers,  had  your  watch  been  good. 
This  fudden  mifchief  never  could  have  fal'n. 

Char.  Duke  ol  Alanfon,  this  was  your  default. 
That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to  night, 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Alan.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  fafely  kept-. 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government. 
We  had  not  been  thus  (hamefuily  furpnz'd. 
Bafl.  Mine  was  fecure. 
Rehn    And  fo  was  mine,  my  lord. 
Char.  And  for  my  felf,  moft  part  of  all  this  night-,. 
Within  her  quarter,  and  mine  own  precind, 
1  was  employ'd  in  paffing  to  and  fro, 
About  relieving  of  the  centinels.  ^ 

Then  how,  or  which  way,  fhould  they  firit  break  m  ^ 
?ucel.  Queftion,  my  lords,  no  further  of  the  cafe, 
How,  or  which  way  ;  "tis  fure,  they  found  fome  part 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made  : 
And  now  there  refts  no  other  mift  but  this, 
*ro  gather  our  foldiers,  fcatter'd  and  dnperft. 
And  lay  new  platforms  to  endamage  them. 

\Extunt, 

SCENE    IIL 

WMn  the  Walk  of  Orleans. 

Alarm.     Inter  a  Soldier  crying,  a  Talbot !  ^j  Talbot  ! 
^  hey  fly,  halving  their  clothes  behind, 

SoJ.    T'LL  be  fo  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left  ; 
X  The  cry  of  Talhot  fsrves  me  f©r  a  fword. 
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For  r  have  loaden  me  with  many  fpoils, 
Ufing  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  ^ExiK 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  and  Eurgund/. 

Bed.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled 
Whofe  pitchy  mantle  over-veil'd  the  earth.  ' 

Here  found  retreat,  and  ceafe  our  hot  purfuit.  IRetrea*- 
Tal.  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salijlury, 

And  here  advance  it  in  the  market- place,. 

The  middle  center  of  this  curled  town. 

Now  have  1  pay'd  my  vow  unto  his  foul : 

For  ev'ry  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him,. 

There  have  at  lealt  five  Frenchmen  dy'd  to  nights 

And  that  hereafter  ages  may  behold 

What  ruin  happen'd  in  revenge  of  him. 

Within  their  chiefell  temple'^ril  erea' 

A  tomb,   wherein  his  corps  (hall  be  interr'd  :; 

Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read,. 

Shall  be  engrav'd  x.\\c  Sack  of  Orleans ; 

The  treach'rous  manner  of  his  mournful  death-. 

And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France, 

But,  lords,  in  all  our  bloody  mafiacre, 

I  mufe,  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  Grace, 

His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc] 
Nor  any  of  his  f^.He  confederates. 

Bed.  'Tis  thought.  Lord  Taiboi,  when  the  f  crht  began 
Rous'd  on  the  fudden  from  their  drovvfy  beos^  * 

They  did  amongft  the  troops  of  armed  men 
.Leap  o'er  the  walls,    for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur.  My  felf,  as  far  as  I  could  well  difcern 
For  fmoak  and  dufky  vapours  of  the  niaht. 
Am  fure,   1  fcar'd  the  Dauphin  and  his^trull  : 
When,  arm  in  arm,  they  both  came  fvvinly  running,. 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  Turtle  Doves, 
That  could  not  live  afundcr  day  or  night. 
After  that  things  are  fet  m  order  here. 
Well  follow  them  with  all  the  pow'r  we  have. 
Enter  a  Meffenger, 
Mef.  All  hail,  my  lords ;  v/hichof  this  princely  train, 
Call  ye  the  warlike  Taiboty  for  his  adts 
§a  much  appkuded  through  the  realm  oi  France  ? 
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"TaL  Here  is  the  falhoty  who  would  fpeak  with  him  ? 

Meff.  The  virtuous  lady,  Countefs  of  AwvergnCy 
With  modefty,  admiring  thy  renown,  ^ 
By  me  intreats,  great  lord,  thou  would'ft  vouchlate 
To  vifit  her  poor  Caftle  where  fhe  lies ; 
That  fhe  may  boaft  fhe  hath  beheld  the  man, 
Whofe  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  ev'n  fo  ?  nay,  then,  I  fee,  our  wars 
Will  turn  into  a  peaceful  comick  fport  ; 
When  ladies  crave  to  be  encounter'd  with. 
You  can^t,   my  lord,  defpife  her  gentle  fuit. 

TaL  Ne'er  trufl  me  then  ;  for  when  a  world  of  men 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  oratory. 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindnefs  over-rul'd  : 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks ; 
And  in  fubmiffion  will  attend  on  her. 
Will  not  your  honours  bear  me  company  ? 

Bed.  No,  truly,  that  is  more  than  manners  will  1 
And  I  have  heard  it  faid,   unbidden  guefls 
Are  often  welcomed  when  they  are  gone. 

Tal.  Well  then,  alone,  fmce  there's  no  remedy, 
I'mean  to  prove  this  lady's  courtefy. 
Come  hither,  captain ;  you  perceive  my  mmA.\^iVotjpers, 
Capt,  I  do,  my  lord,  and  mean  accordingly. [£^fa«/. 

SCENE     IV. 
'Ihg  Countefs  of  Auvergne'j  Cajlle, 
Enter  the  Countefs y  and  her  Porter. 

Count.  TJOrter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge ; 

X     And,  when  you've  done  fo,  biing  the  keys 
tome.  , 

Port.  Madam,  I  will.  If^'^- 

Count.  The  plot  is  laid  :  if  all  things  fall  out  right, 
I  fhali  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit, 
As  Scythian  Tomyris  by  Cyrus'  death. 
»  Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  Knight, 
And  his  atchievements  of  no  lefs  account : 

I  Grf^M'i.'i&e  rumour.—  ]  Rumoi^r,  for  reputation.        ^ 
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Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witnefs  with  mine  ears 

*  To  give  their  cenfure  of  thefe  rare  reports.      ' 

Enter  Mejfenger,  tfW  Talbot. 
^ejf.  Madam,  according  as  your  lady  (hip 
By  meflage  crav'd,  fo  is  lord  talhot  come. 

?ff  •  ^^^  ^^  ''  welcome  ;  what  f  is  this  the  man  ? 

Mejf.    Madam,  it  is. 

Count.  J 5  this  the  fcourge  of  France  ? 
Is  this  the  Talbot  {q  much  fear'd  abroad* 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  ftill  their  babes  >< 
X  lee,  report  is  fabulous  and  falfe, 

1  thought,  J  ihould  havefeen  fome  Hercules  i 
A  lecond  Heaor,   for  his  grim  afpeft. 

And  large  proportion  of  his  ftrong  knit  limbs. 
Alas  \  this  IS  a  child,    a  fiJly  dwarf  : 
It  cannot  be,   this  weak  and  writhled  Shrimp 
Should  ftrike  fuch  terror  in  his  enemies. 

Tal.  Madam,   I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you  • 
But  hnce  your  ladyihip  is  not  at  ieifure, 
ril  fort  fome  other  time  to  vifit  you. 

Count    What  means  he  now  ?  Go  alk  him,  whither 

he  goes. 
Meff  Stay,    my  lord  r^/^./ j  for  my  lady  craves 
lo  know  the  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departure 

Tal.   Marry,    for  that  (he's  in  a  wrong  belief 
i  go  to  ceitifis  her,  TaVot^  here. 

Enter  Porter  njoith  keys. 
Count.  U  thou  be  he,   then  art  thou  prifoner. 
Tal.  Prisoner  ?    to  whom  ? 
Count.   Tome,   blood- thirfty  lord  : 
And  for  that  caufe  I  trained  thee  to  my  houfe. 
Long  time  thy  (hadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me. 
For  m  my  gallery  thy  pidure  hangs  : 
But  now  the  lubiiance  (hall  endure  the  like. 
And  I  will  chain  thefe  legs  and  arms  of  thine,. 
That  hail  by  tyranny  thefe  many  years 
Waded  our  country,  flain  our  citizens. 
And  fent  our  fons  and  hufbands  captivate. 

2  To  give  their  ctnhr,,y^.,^1  C^«>.^  for  judgment  fimply. 

Tal. 
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Sifuughtftthou,  metch?  thy  mirth  (hall  turn 

to  moan.  ,    ,   ^,    r  r    ^ 

TaL  I  laugh  to  fee  your  ladyfhip  fo  fond, 
To  think,  that  you  have  aught  bat  Ulbot  s  fhadow 
Whereon  to  praftife  your  fcventy. 
Count.  Why  ?  art  not  thou  the  man  ? 
Tal.  I  am,  indeed. 
C(?««/.  Then  have  I  fubftahce  too. 
TaL  No,  no,  I  am  but  (hadow  of  my  felt  r 
You  are  deceiv'd,  my  fubftance  is  not  here  5 
For  what  you  fee,  is  but  the  fmalleft  part 
And  lead  proportion  of  humanity  : 
I  tell  you.  Madam,  were  the  whole  frame  here. 
It  is  of  fuch  a  fpacious  lofty  pitch,      ^    ^ 
Your  roof  were  not  fufficient  to  contain  it. 

aunt.  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce  i 
He  will  he  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here^ 
How  can  thefe  contrarieties  agree  ? 

TaL  That  will  I  Ihew  you  prefently. 
Winds  his  horn  ;  drums  Jirike  up  ;  a  peal  of  Ordnance. 

Enter  Holdrers. 
How  fay  you.  Madam  ?  are  you  now  perfuaded^ 
That  ralbot  is  but  (hadow  of  himfelf  ? 
Thefe  are  his  fub^arxe,  finevvs,  arms  and  ftrength. 
With  which  he  yoaketh  your  rebellious  necks  ;. 
Razeth  your  ciiie.,  and  fubverts  ycur  towns  ; 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  delolate. 

Count.  Yiaorious  Talbat.  pardon  my  abuiej 
I  find,  thou  art  no  lefs  than  fame  hath  bruited, 
And  more  than  may  be  gather'd  by  thy  ihape. 
Let  my  prefumption  not  provoke  thy  wrath  ; 
For,  J  am  forry,  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

7al.  Be  notdifmay'd,   fair  lady  ;.  nor  mifconftruc. 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  miftake 
The  outward  compofition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done,  hath  not  offended  me  : 
Nor  other  fatisfadioa  do  I  crave,     . 

iSut 
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But  only  with  your  patience  that  we  may 
Tafte  of  your  wine,  and  fee  what  cates  you  have  ; 
For  foldiers'  (lomachs  always  ferve  them  well. 

Count.    With   all   my   heart,    and   think   me    ho- 
noured 
To  feaft  fo  great  a  warrior  in  my  houfe.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V. 

Changes  to  London,   in  the  Temple  garden,       * 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet,  Warwick,  Somerfet,   Suf- 
folk, and  others. 
Plati.  /^^Reat  lords  and  gentlemen,  what  means  this 

VT       filence  ? 
Dare  no  man  anfwer  in  a  cafe  of  truth  ? 

Suf,  Within  the  Temple-hall  we  were  too  loud. 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan.  Then  fay  at  once,  if  I  maintained  the  truth 
Or  elfe  was  wrangling  Somerfet  in  th'  error  ? 

Suf.  Faith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law ; 
I  never  yei  could  frame  my  will  to  it. 
And  therefore  frame  the  law  unto  my  will. 

Som.   Judge  you,  my  lord   of  Warnuick,  then  be- 
tween us. 
Wur.  Between   two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher 
pitch. 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth. 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper. 
Between  two  horfes,  which  doth  bear  him  bert. 
Between  two  girls,   which  hath  the  merrieft  eye  j 
I  have,  perhaps,  feme  ihallow  fpiric  of  judgment : 
But  in  ihefe  nice  fhurp  quillets  of  the  law. 
Good  faith,  I  am  no  wifer  than  a  daw. 

Plan.  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance,  J 

The  truth  appears  fo  naked  on  my  fide,  « 

That  any  pur-blind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

Som.  And  on  my  fide  it  is  fo  well  apparell'd. 
So  clear,  fo  fiiining,  and  {q  evident. 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Plan, 
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Piatt.  Since  you  aretongue-ty'd,    and  fo  loth  tofpeak. 
In  dumb  fignificants  proclaim  your  thoughts : 
Let  him,  that  is  a  true-born  gentleman. 
And  ftands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth, 
If  he  fuppofe  that  I  have  pleaded  truth, 
3  From  off  this  briar  pluck  a  white  rofe  with  me. 

Som.  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  and  no  flatterer. 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth, 
Pluck  a  red  rofe  from  off  this  thorn  with  me. 

ff^ar.  I  love  no  colours ;  and  without  all  colour 
Of  bafe  infmuating  flattery, 
I  pluck  this  white  rofe  with  Plantagemt. 

Suf.  I  pluck  this  red  rofe  with  young  Somer/ef, 
And  fay  withal,  I  think,  he  held  the  right. 

Fer.  Stay,  lords  and  gentlemen,  and  pluck  no  more, 
'Till  you  conclude,  that  he,  upon  whofe  fide 
The  feweft  rofes  are  crop'd  from  the  tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion.^ 

Som.  Good  mafter  Femon,  it  is  well  objeaed  j 
If  1  have  feweft,  I  fubfcribe  in  filence. 

Plan.  And  I.  .     r    ,         r 

Fer.  Then  for  the  truth  and  plainnefs  of  the  cafe, 
I  pluck  this  pale  and  maiden  bloffom  here. 
Giving  my  verdift  on  the  white  rofe  fide.  ^ 

Som.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  off. 
Left,  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  rofe  red  ; 
And  fall  on  my  fide  fo  againft  your  will. 

Fer,  If  I,  my  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed. 
Opinion  (hall  be  furgeon  to  my  hurt ; 
And  keep  me  on  the  fide  where  ftill  I  am. 
Som.  Well,  well,  come  on  ;  who  elfe  ? 

5  From  off  this  briar  pluck  a  nvhite  rofe 'with  me,  &c.]  This  is 
given  as  the  original  of  the  two  badges  of  the  houle  of  York  and 
Lancajier,  whether  truly  or  not,  is  no  great  matter.  But  the  pro- 
verbial exprefTion  of  faying  a  thivg  under  the  Rofe,  I  am  perfuaded, 
came  from  thence.  When  the  nation  had  ranged  itfelf  into  two 
great  faftions,  under  xhtivhite  and  rf^  Rofe,  and  were  perpetually 
plotting  and  counterplotting  agaiml  one  another,  then  when  a 
matter  of  faftion  was  communicated  by  either  party  to  his  friend 
in  the  fame  quarrel,  it  was  natural  for  him  to  add,  that  he  faid  it 
under  the  Rofe  ;  meaning  that,  as  it  concern'd  the  fadion,  it  was 
religioufly  to"^be  kept  fecret. 

Lanvyer, 


414  The  Firjl  Part  of 

La'wyer.  Unlefs  my  ftudy  and  my  books  be  falfc. 
The  argument,  you  held,  was  wrong  in  you  ; 

\Jo  Somerfet, 
In  fign  whereof  I  pluck  a  white  rofe  too. 

Plan.  Now,  Somrefet,  where  is  your  argument  ? 

Som.  Here  in  my  fcabbard,  meditating  that 
Shall  dye  your  white  rofe  to  a  bloody  red. 

Plan.  Mean  time,   your  cheeks  do  counterfeit  our 
Rofcs  i 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witncffing 
The  truth  on  our  fide. 

Som.  No,  Plantagenett 
*Tis  not  for  fear,  but  anger,  that  thy  cheeks 
BluQi  for  pure  (hame  to  counterfeit  our  Rofes  ; 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confefs  thy  error. 

Plan.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  canker,  Somerfet? 

Som.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  thorn,  Plant agenet  ? 

Plan.  Ay,  (harp  and  piercing  to  maintain  his  truth  j 
Whiles  thy  confuming  canker  cats  his  falfhood. 

Som.  Well,  I'll  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding  Rofes, 
That  Ihall  maintain  what  I  have  faid  is  true. 
Where  falfe  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  feen. 

P'an.  Now  by  this  maiden  bloffom  in  my  hand, 
4  I  fcorn  thee  and  thy  Falhion,  peevifh  boy. 

Suf.  Turn  not  thy  fcorns  this  way,  Plantagenet* 

Plan.   Proud  Poky  I  will  j  and  fcorn  both  him  and 
thee. 

Suf.  I'll  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat. 

Som.  Away,  away,  good  William  de  la  Pole ! 
We  grace  the  Yeoman  by  converfing  with  him. 

War.  Now,     by  God's  will,    thou   wrong'fl  him, 
Somerfet. 
His  grandfather  was  Lyonel  Duke  of  Clarence, 

4  I  fcorn  thee  and  thy  Fafhion. ]  So  the  old  copies  read,  and 

lightly.  Mr.  Ibeobaid  altered  it  to  FaFtion,  not  confidering  that 
hyfapion  is  meant  the  badge  of  the  red-rofe,  which  Somerfet  faid 
he  and  his  friends  fhould  be  diftinguiih'd  by.  But  Mr.  Theobald 
afks,  If  Faftion  ivai  not  the  true  reading,  ivby pou/d  Suffolk  m- 
mediately  reply, 

Turn  not  thy  f cor  m  this  nvay,  Plantagenet  ? 
Why  ?  becaufe  Plantagenet  had  called  Smerfet^  with  whom  Suf~ 
folk  fided,  peevip  boy^ 

Third 
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Third  fon  to  the  third  Ed-ward  King  of  England  : 
s  Spring  creftlefs  Yeomen  from  fo  deep  a  root  ? 
P/att.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege. 
Or  durft  not  for  his  craven  heart  fay  thus. 

Som.  By  him  that  made  me,  I'll  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Chriftendom. 
Was  not  thy  father,  Richard,  Earl  of  CamhridgCf 
For  treafon  headed  in  our  late  King's  days  ? 
And  by  his  treafon  ftand'ft  not  thou  attainted, 
*  Corrupted  and  exempt  from  ancient  gentry  i 
His  trefpafs  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood  ; 
And,   till  thou  be  reftor'd,  thou  art  a  yeoman; 

Plan.  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted  j 
Condemn'd  to  die  for  treafon,  but  no  traitor  ; 
And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerfet^ 
Were  growi»g  time  once  ripen 'd  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker  Pole,  and  you  your  felf, 
V\\  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory, 
To  fcourge  you  for  this  apprehenfion  ; 
Look  to  it  well,  and  fay,  you  are  well  warn'd. 

Som.  Ah,  thou  fhalt  find  us  ready  for  thee  ftill. 
And  know  us  by  thefe  colours  for  thy  foes : 
For  thefe  my  friends,  in  fpight  of  thee,    {hall  wear. 

Plan.  And  by  my  foul,  this  pale  and  angry  rofe. 
As  cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate. 
Will  1  for  ever  and  my  fadion  wear  ; 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  gravie, 
Or  flourifli  to  the  height  of  my  degree. 

Suf.  Go  forward,  and  bechoak'd  with  thy  ambition : 
And  fo  farewel,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  \_Exit, 

Som.  Have   with  thee,  Pole  :    farewel,    ambitious 
Richard.  [Exif* 

Plan.  How  I  am  brav'd,  and  muft  perforce  endure  it ! 

War.  This  blot,  that  they  objedl  againft  your  houfe. 
Shall  be  wip'd  out  in  the  next  Parliament, 
Call'd  for  the  truce  of  fVincheJier  zn^  GlQucefieri 
And  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York, 

5  Spring  creftlefs  Yeomen  —  ]  i.  e.  thofe  who  have  no   right 
to  arms. 

6  Corrupted  and  exempt  — — — ]  Exempt^  for  excluded. 

7  ■■■    Jor  this  apprehenfion  j j  Apprehenfion,  /,  e,  opinion. 

I  will 
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I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  PVariuick. 
Mean  time,  in  fignal  of  my  love  to  thee, 
Againft  proud  Sotnerfet  and  William  Pole, 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rofe. 
And  here  I  prophefie  ;  this  brawl  to  day, 
Grown  to  this  fadlion,  in  the  Temple-garden, 
Shall  fend,  between  the  red  rofe  and  the  white, 
A  thoufand  fouls  to  death  and  deadly  night. 

Vlan,  Good  mafter  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  you  ; 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  flow'r. 

Ver.  In  your  behalf  ftill  will  I  wear  the  fame. 

Laivyer.   And  fo  will  I. 

Plan.  Thanks,  gentle  Sir. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner  ;  I  dare  fay. 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.       [E.reuni, 

s  c  E  N  E   vr. 

jf  PrifoH. 

Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  chairy  and  jailors. 

M>r.  ly'IND  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  age, 

xSk,  Let  dying  Mortimer  here  reft  himfelf. 
Ev'n  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack. 
So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  imprifonment : 
And  thefe  grey  locks,  the  purfuivants  of  death, 
NeJlor-Y\kQ  aged  in  an  age  of  care. 
Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 
Thefe  eyes,  like  lamps  whofe  wafting  oil  is  fpent, 
Wax  dim,  ^  as  drawing  to  their  exigent. 
Weak  Ihoulders  over-born  with  burthening  grief. 
And  pithlefs  arms,  like  to  a  withered  vine 
That  droops  his  faplefs  branches  to  the  ground  : 
Yet  are  thefe  feet,  whofe  ftrengthlefs  ftay  is  numb, 
(Unable  to  fupport  this  lump  of  clay) 
Swift-winged  with  defire  to  get  a  grave  ; 
As  witting,  I  no  other  comfort  have. 
But  tell  me,  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come  ? 

8     -— <rj  drawttg  to  their  exigent.]     Exigent^  for  conclufion, 
period. 

Keep, 
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Keep.  Richard  Plant agenet,  my  lord,  will  come  ; 
We  fent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  chamber  ; 
And  anfwer  was  return'd,  that  he  will  come. 

Mor.  Enough ;  my  foul  then  ihall  be  fatisfy'd. 
Poor  gentleman,  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  firft  began  to  reign, 
(Before  whofe  glory  I  was  great  in  arms,) 
This  loathfome  fequeftration  have  I  had  ; 
And,  ev'n  fmce  then,  hath  Richard  been  obfcur'd, 
Depriv'd  of  honour  and  inheritance. 
But  now  the  arbitrator  of  defpairs, 
Juft  death,  kind  umpire  of  men's  mlferies, 
With  fweet  enlargement  doth  difmifs  me  hence, 
I  would,  his  troubles  likewife  were  expir'd, 
That  fo  he  might  recover  what  was  loft  ! 
Enter  Richard  Plantagenet. 

Keep.  My  lord,  your  loving  nephew  now  is  come. 

Mor.  Richard  Plantagenety   my  friend,  is  he  come? 

Flan.  I,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd. 
Your  nephew,  late-defpifed  Richard^  comes. 

Mor.  Direft  mine  arms,  I  may  embrace  his  neck. 
And  in  his  bofom  fpend  my  lateft  gafp. 
Oh,  tell  me,  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  cheeks; 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  kifs. 
And  now  declare,  fweet  Hem  from  Torlt^  great  fiock. 
Why  didft  thou  fay,  of  late  thou  wert  defpis'd  ? 

Plan.  Firft,  lean  thine  aged  back  againft  mine  arm. 
And  in  that  eafe  I'll  tell  thee  my  Dileafe. 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  cafe. 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Scmerfet  and  me  : 
9  Amongft  which  terms  he  us'd  his  lavilh  tongue. 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death  ; 
Which  obloquy  fet  bars  before  my  tongue, 
Elfe  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him. 
Therefore,  good  uncle,  for  my  father's  fake. 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  for  alliance'  fake,  declare  the  caufe 
My  father  Earl  of  Cambridge  loft  his  head. 

9  Atnongji  ivhtch  tervis  be  us'd  his  lanjip  torgue,']  I    rather 

think  Shakefpear  wrote, 

loos'd  hts  lavijh  tongue. 
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Mor.  This  caufe,  fair  nephew,  that  imprifon'd  me  ; 
And  hath  detain'd  me  all  my  flowVing  youth  ;   ■ 

Within  a  loathfome  dungeon  there  to  pine,  \  I 

Was  curfed  inilrument  of  his  deceafe.  ,1 

Plan.  Difcover  more  at  large  what  caufe  that  was,     \  f 
For  I  am  ignorant  and  cannot  guefs. 

Mor.  I  will,  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit ; 
And  death  approach  not,  ere  my  talc  be  done. 
Henry  the  Fourth,  grandfather  to  this  King, 
JDepos'd  his  coufin  Richard,  Edivard's  fon  ; 
The  lirft  begotten,  and  the  lawful  heir 
Of  Ednx^ard  King,  the  third  of  that  defcent. 
During  whofe  reign  the  Percies  of  the  north. 
Finding  his  ufurpation  moft  unjuft. 
Endeavoured  my  advancement  to  the  throne. 
The  reafon  mov'd  thefe  warlike  lords  to  this, 
Was,  for  that  young  King  Richard  thus  remov'd. 
Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body, 
I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage  : 
For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 
From*  Lyonel  Duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  fon 
To  the  Third  Ed'ward  ;  whereas  Bolinghroke 
From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  pedigree. 
Being  but  the  Fourth  of  that  heroic  Line. 
But  mark  ;  as  in  this  haughty  great  attempt 
They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightful  heir  ; 
I  loft  my  liberty,  and  they  their  lives. 
Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  Fifth 
After  his  father  Bolinghroke  did  reign. 
Thy  father.  Earl  of  Camhridgey  (then  deriv'd 
Fronvfamoue  Edmund  Langley,  Duke  of  York, 
Marrying  my  fifter,  that  thy  mother  was ; ) 
Again  in  pity  of  my  hard  diitrefs 
Levied  an  army,  weening  to  redeem 
And  re-inftalme  in  the  Diadem  : 
But  as  the  reft,  fo  fell  that  noble  Earl, 
And  was  beheaded.     Thus  the  Mortimers, 
In  whom  the  title  refted,  were  fuppreft. 

/»/««.  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  Honour  is  the  laft. 

Mor.  True  ;  and  thou  feeft,  that  I  no  iffue  have  ; 
And  that  my  tainting  words  do  warrant  death  : 

Thou 
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Thou  art  my  heir ;  the  reft  I  \vi(h  thee  gatiier  : 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  ftudious  care. 

Plan.  Thy  grave  admonifhments  prevail  with  me  : 
But  yet,  methinks,  my  father's  execution 
Was  nothing  lefs  than  bloody  tyranny. 

Mor.  With  filence,  nephew,  be  thou  politick : 
Strong-fixed  is  the  houfe  of  Lancajier^ 
And,  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  remov'd. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence  ; 
As  Princes  do  their  Courts,  when  they  are  cloy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  fettled  place. 

Plan.  O  uncle,  would  fome  part  of  my  young  years 
Might  but  redeem  the  paflage  of  your  age  ! 

Mart.  Thou  doft  then  wrong  me,  as  that  flaughL'rer 
doth, 
Which  giveth  many  wounds  when  one  will  kill. 
Mourn  not,  except  thou  forrovv  for  my  good  ; 
Only  give  order  for  my  funeral. 
And  fo  farevvel  ;  and  fair  (a)  befal  thy  hopes, 
And  profp'rous  be  thy  life,  in  peace  and  war  !     [  A'Vy, 

Plan.  And  peace,  no  war,  befal  thy  parting  foul  \ 
In  prifon  haft  thou  fpent  a  pilgrimage. 
And,  like  a  hermit,  over-paft  thy  days. 
Well  ;  I  will  lock  his  counfel  in  my  breaft  ; 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  reft. 
Keepers,  convey  him  hence  ;  and  I  my  felf 
Will  fee  his  burial  better  than  his  life. 
*  Here  lies  the  dufl:y  torch  of  Mortimer, 
-  Choak'd  with  ambition  of  the  meaner  fort. 

1  Here  dies  the  dujky  torch — ]  The  image  is  of  a  torch  juft 
extinguifhed,  and  yet  fmoaking.  But  we  fhould  read  lies  inftead 
of  DIES.  For  when  a  dead  man  is  reprefented  by  an  extJnguiihed 
torch,  we  muft  fay  the  torch  lies :  when  an  extinguiihed  torch  is 
compared  to  a  dead  man,  we  muft  fay  the  torch  dies.  The  reafon  is 
plain,  becaufe  integrity  of  metaphor  requires  that  the  terms  proper 
to  the.  thing  illiifj rating,  not  the  thing  il/ujf rated,  be  employed. 

2  Choak'd  ivith  ambition  of  the  ?;:eaner  fort.^  We  are  to  under- 
ftand  the  fpeaker  as  refle£ting  on  the  ill  fortune  of  Mortimer,  in 
being  always  made  a  tool  of  by  the  Percies  of  the  north  in  their 
rebellious  intrigues  ;  rather  than  in  aiTcrting  his  claim  to  the  crown, 
in  fupport  of  his  own  pri.icely  ambition. 

[  (a)  befal.     Mr.  Theobald.^Yvil^,    be  all,} 

U  2  And 
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And  for  thofe  wrongs,  thofe  bitter  injuries, 

Which  Somcrfet  hath  offer'd  to  my  Houfe, 

I  doubt  not  but  with  honour  to  redrefs. 

And  therefore  hafte  I  to  the  Parliament  ; 

Either  to  be  reftored  to  my  blood, 

Or  make  my  (b)  III  th'  advantage  of  my  good.  [^ExU, 


ACT     III.     SCENE     I. 

rhe    PARLIAMENT. 

Flour ijh.  Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Gloucefter,  Win- 
chefter,  Warv/ick,  Somerfet,  Suffolk,  and  Richard 
Plantagenet  ;  Gloucefter  offers  to  put  up  a  Bill : 
Wmc\iC^tt  fnatches  it,  and  tears  it. 

Win.  ^^"^OM'ST  thou  with  deep  premeditated  line? 

V_>i  With  written  pamphlets  ftudioufly  devis'd 
Humphry  of  Glo'Jler^  if  thou  can'ft  accufe, 
Or  aught  intend'll  to  lay  unto  my  charge. 
Do  it  without  invention  fuddenly  ; 
As  I  with  fudden  and  extemporal  fpeech 
Purpofe  to  anfwer  what  thou  canft  obje(5l. 

Glou.  Prefumptuous  Prieft,  this  place  commands  my 
patience  j 
Or  thou  fhould'ft  find,  thou  haft  difhonour'd  me. 
Think  not,  altho*  in  writing  1  prefer'd 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outragious  crimes. 
That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  notable 
Verbatim  to  rehearfe  the  method  of  my  pen. 
No,  Prelate,  fuch  is  thy  audacious  wickednefs. 
Thy  leud,  peftif'rous,  and  diffentious  pranks. 
The  very  Infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  moft  pernicious  ufurer, 
Frovvard  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace, 
Lafcivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  befeems 
A  man  of  thy  profeflion  and  degree. 

[  (b)  IIL     Mr.  ri>f5/'rf/^.— Vulg.  /F///.] 

AnJ 
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And  for  thy  treach'ry,  what's  more  manifefl  ? 
In  that  thou  laid'fl  a  trap  to  take  my  life, 
As  well  at  London  bridgiy  as  at  the  Jonver. 
Befide,  I  fear  me,    if  thy  thoughts  were  fifted. 
The  King  thy  Sovereign  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  fwelling  heart. 

Win.Glo'fter^  I  do  defie  thee.     Lords,  vouchfafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  fhall  reply. 
If  I  were  covetous,  perverfe,  ambitious, 
As  he  will  have  me  ;   how  am  I  fo  poor  ? 
How  haps  it  then,  I  feek  not  to  advance 
Or  raife  my  felf  ?  but  keep  my  wonted  Calling. 
And  fordiiTention,  who  preferreth  peace 
More  than  I  do  ?  except  I  be  provok'd. 
No,  my  good  lords,  it  is  not  That  offends  ; 
it  is  not  That,  which  hath  incens'd  the  Duke  : 
It  is^,  becaufe  no  one  Ihould  fvvay  but  he  ; 
No  one,  but  he,  fhould  be  about  the  King  ; 
And  That  engenders  thunder  in  his  breaft. 
And  makes  him  roar  thefe  accufations  forth. 
But  he  {hall  know,  I  am  as  good 

Glou.  As  good  ? 
Thou  baftard  of  my  grandfather  ! 

Win.  Ay,  lordly  Sir  j  for  what  are  you,  I  pray, 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne  ? 

Glou..  Am  not  I  then  Protector,  faucy  prieft  ? 

Win.  And  am  not  I  a  prelate  of  the  Church  ? 

Glou.  Yes,  as  an  out-law  in  a  callle  keeps. 
And  ufcs  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 

Win.   Unrev '1  end  G/oV?fr/ 

Glou.  Thou  art  reverend 
Touching  thy  fpiritual  function,  not  thy  life. 

Win.  This  Rome  fhall  remedy. 

War.  Roam  thither  then. 

Som.  My  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 

War.  Ay,  fee,  the  Bifhop  be  not  over-born. 

Som,  Methinks,  my  lord  fhould  be  religious  ; 
And  know  the  OfHce  that  belongs  to  fuch. 

War.  Methinks  his  lordfhip  fhould  be  humbler  then. 
It  fitteth  not  a  prelate  fo  to  plead. 

^om.  Yes,  when  his  holy  flate  is  touch'd  fo  near. 

U  :;  War. 


42  2  The  Firft  Part  of 

War.  State,  holy  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  ? 
Is  not  his  Grace  Protedor  to  the  King  ? 

Rich.  Plantagenet,   I  fee,  muft  hold  his  tongue  ; 
Left  it  be  faid,  *  Speak,  furah,  when  you  (hould ; 
*  Muil  your  bold  verdift  enter  talk  with  lords  ? 
Elfe  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchejier. 

K.  Hsfiry.  Uncles  of  Glo^Jler^  and  of  Winchejier y 
The  fpeclal  watchmen  of  our  Englijh  weal ; 
I  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail. 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 
Oh,  what  a  fcandal  is  it  to  our  Crown, 
That  two  fuch  noble  peers,  as  ye,  fhould  jar  ! 
Believe  me,  lords,   my  tender  years  can  tell. 
Civil  diiTention  is  a  vip'rous  v^-orm. 
That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  Common-wealth. 

[//  noife  nAjithin  ;  Down  with  the  tawny  coats. 

K.  Hef7ry.  What  tumult's  this  ? 

War.  An  uproar,  I  dare  v/arrant, 
Begun  thro'  malice  of  the  Bilhop's  men. 

[/J  noife  again ^  Stones,  Stones* 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Mayor. 
Mayor.  Oh,  my  good  lords,  and  virtuous  Henry^ 
Pity  the  city   London,  pity  us ; 
T\\t  Biihop  and  the  Dake  of  Glo'/terz  men. 
Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon, 
Have  fill'd  their  pockets  full  of  pebble  ftones  j 
And,  banding  themfelves  in  contrary  parts. 
Do  pelt  fo  fait  at  one  another's  pates. 
That  many  have  .their  giddy  brains  knock'd  out : 
Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  &\\y  ftreet, 
And  we  for  fear  compell'd  to  fhut  our  {hops. 
Enter,  infiirmiJI^y   njoith  bloody  pates. 
K.  Henry.  We   charge    you   on    allegiance  to  our 
felves. 
To  hold  your  flaught'ring  hands,  and  keep  the  peace  i 
Pray,  uncle  Glofur,   mitigate  this  ftrife. 

1  Ser^.  Nay,  if  we  be  forbidden  flones,  we'll  fall  to 
it  with  our  teedi. 

2  ^erv^ 
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2  Serv.  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  refolute. 

[Skirmijh  again. 
Glou.  Vou  of  my  houfliold,  leave  this  peevilh  broil  ; 
And  fet  this  unaccuftom'd  fight  afide. 

3  ^ern).  My  lord,  we  know  your  Grace  to  be  a  man 
Juft  and  upright ;  and  for  your  royal  birth 

Inferior  to  none  but  to  his  Majefty  : 

And  ere  that  we  will  fufrer  fuch  a  Prince, 

So  kind  a  father  of  tlie  Common -weal. 

To  be  difgraced  by  an  Inkhorn  mate  ; 

We,  and  our  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight ; 

And  have  our  bodies  flaughter'd  by  thy  foes. 

I  ^ew.  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field,  when  we  are  dead.        \_Begin  again. 

Glou,  Stay,  itay,  I  fay  j 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  you  fay  you  do. 
Let  me  perfuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

K.  Benry.  O,  how  this  difcord  doth  afHid  my  foul  \ 
Can  you,  my  lord  of  Winchefter,  behold 
My  fighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent  ? 
Who  fhouid  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  "fliould  ftudy  to  prefer  a  peace. 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils  ? 

War.  My  lord  Protedlor,  yield  :  yield,  Wmchejiir  5 
Except  you  mean  with  obftinate  repulfe 
To  flay  your  Sovereign,  and  deftroy  the  Realm. 
Ye  fee,  what  mifchief,  and  what  murther  too. 
Hath  been  enadted  thro'  your  enmity  : 
Then  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirft  for  blood. 
Win.  He  (hall  fubmit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 
Glou.  Compaflion  on  the  King  commands  me  floop  ; 
Or  I  would  fee  his  heart  out,  ere  the  prieft 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War,  Behold,  my  lord  of  Winchefter,  the  Duke 
Hath  banifti'd  moody  difcontented  fury. 
As  by  his  fmoothed  brows  it  doth  appear. 
Why  look  you  ftill  fo  ftern  and  tragical  ? 

Glou.    Here,  W inch  eft  er^  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 
K.  Henry.  Fie,  uncle  Beauford  ;  I   have  heard  yoii 
preach. 
That  malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  fm  : 

U  4  And 
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And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach, 
I/ut  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  fame  ? 

War.   Sweet  King  !  the  Bifhop  hath  a  kindly  gird  r 
For  fliame,  my  lord  of  Winchejler^  relent ; 
What,  (hall  a  child  inftrudl  you  what  to  do  ? 

Win.  Well,  Duke  of  Glojler,  I  will  yield  to  thee; 
Love  for  thy  love,   and  hand  for  hand,    I  give. 

G!(iu.  Ay,  but  I  fear  me,    with  a  hollow  heart. 
See  here,    my  friends  and  loving  countrymen, 
Thio  token  ferveth  for  a  flag  of  truce 
Betwixt ourfelves,  and  all  our  followers: 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  diiTemble  not  ! 

Win.  \^Afide.'\  So  help  me  God,  as  I  intend  it  not  T 

K.  Henry.  O  loving  uncle,  gentle  Duke  of  Glo'Jier, 
How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contrad  ! 
Away,  my  mailers,  trouble  us  no  more  ; 
But  join  in  friencfliip,    as  your  lords  have  done. 

1  Ser'v-  Content,   TU  to  the  furgeon's. 

2  Ser^v.   So  will  I. 

3  Stj'v.  And  ril  fee  what  phyfick  the  tavern  affords* 

\^Exeunt» 

SCENE     III. 

Tfar.  Accept  this  fcrowl,   mod  gracious  Sovereign, 
Wi.icn  in  the  right  of  Richard Plantagenst 
We  do  exhibit  to  )  our  Majelly. 

G.ou.     Well  urg'd,    my  lord    of   Warivick ;    Fory 
fweet  Prince, 
An  if  your  Grace  mark  ev'j-y  circumftance. 
You  have  great  reafon  to  do  Richard  right : 
Efpecially,  for  thofe  occafions 
At  ^■//tfw-place  I  told  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry,  And  thofe  occafions,  uncle,  were  of  force  :. 
Therefore,    my  loving  lords,  our  pleafure  is. 
That  Riihard  be  rellored  to  his  blood. 

War.   Let  Richard  be  reliored  to  his  blood. 
So  ihail  his  father's  wrongs   be  recompens'd. 

Wia.   As  will  the  reft,  fo  willeth  Winchejler, 

K.  Henry.  U  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone. 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give. 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  houfe  of  Tork  ; 

From. 
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From  whence  you  fpring  by  lineal  Defcent. 

Rich.  Thy  humble  fervant  vows  obedience, 
And  faithful  fervice,  'till  the  point  of  death. 

K.  Henry.    Stoop,   then,  and  fet  your  knee  againft 
my  foot ; 
And  in  reguerdon  of  that  duty  done, 
I  gird  thee  with  the  valiant  Sword  of  Tork» 
Rife,   Richardy   like  a  true  Plantagenety 
And  rife  created  Princely  Duke  of  Tork. 

Rich.  And  fo  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foes  may  fall  ?• 
And  as  my  duty  fprings,  fo  perifh  they, 
That  grudge  one  thought  againft  your  Majefty  ! 

Jll.  Welcome,  high  Prince,  the  mighty  Duke  of  Tori f 

Som»  Perifh,  bafe  Prince,  ignoble  Duke  of  Tork. 

[Jfide. 

Glou,  Now  will  it  beft  avail  your  Majefty 
To  crofs  the  feas,   and  to  be  crown'd  in  France  ; 
The  prefence  of  a  King  engenders  love 
Amongft  his  fubjeds  and  his  loyal  friends. 
As  it  difanimates  his  enemies. 

K.  Henry.  When  Glo'Jierhys  the  word.  King  Henry 
goes ; 
For  friendly  counfel  cuts  off  many  foes. 

GIqh,  Your  fhips  already  are  in  readinefs.     {^Exeunt, 
Manet  Exeter. 

Exe.  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England  or  in  France, 
Not  feeing  what  is  likely  to  enfue  ; 
This  late  diflention,  grown  betwixt  the  peers, 
Burns  under  feigned  alhes  of  forg'd  love  ; 
And  will  at  laft  break  out  into  a  flame. 
As  fefter'd  members  rot  but  by  degrees, 
'Till  bones,  and  flelh,   and  fmews,    fall  away  ; 
So  will  this  bafe  and  envious  difcord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  Prophecy, 
Which  in  the  time  of  Henry,  nam'd  the  Fifth, 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  ev'ry  fucking  babe  ; 
That  Henry,  born  at  Monmouth^   fhould  win  all ; 
And  Henry,   born  at  Wind/or,    (hould  lofe  all : 
Which  is  fo  plain,    that  Exeter  doth  wifli. 
His  days  may  finifli  ere  that  haplefs  time.  [Exit. 

Us  S  C  E  N  E 
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SCENE    IV. 

Change i  to  Roan  in  France. 

Enter   Joan    la    Pucelle   difguis'dy     and  four   Soldiers^ 
<with  Sacks  upon  their  backs. 

Pucel.  '^nr^Hefe  are  the  city-gates,  the  gates  of  Roan, 
A    Thro'  which  our  policy  mufl  make  a  breach. 
Take  heed,   be  wary,   how  you  place  your  words  j 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  fort  of  market-men. 
That  come  to  gather  money  for  their  corn. 
If  we  have  entrance,  (as,  I  hope,  we  Ihall  ;) 
And  that  we  find  the  flothful  Watch  but  weak, 
I'll  by  a  fign  give  notice  to  our  friends  j 
That  Charles  the  Dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

Soi.  Our  Sacks  fliaUbe  a  mean  to  fack  the  city. 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Roan  -, 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  [^Knock^. 

Wacch.   ^i  'va  la  ? 

Pucel.   Paifans,  pawures  gens  de  Trance. 
Poor  market  folks,  that  come  to  fell  their  corn. 

Watch.  Enter,  go  in,   the  market- bell  is  rung. 

PuceL  Now,   Roany    I'll  fhake  thy  bulwarks  to  the 
ground.  \_Exeunt>- 

Enter  Dauphin,    Bajiard^  ^z«^Alanfon. 

Dau.  St.  Dennis  blefs  this  happy  ftratagem  ! 
^nd  once  again  we'll  lleep  fecare  in  Rcan. 

Baji.  Here  enter'd  Pucelle,   and  her  pradifants  •.: 
Now  flie  is  there,   how  will  (lie  fpecifie 
Where  is  the  beil  and  fafeil  paffage  in  ? 

Reig.  By  thruftirsg  out  a  torch  from  yonder  tow'i*,. 
Which,,  once  difcern'd,  (hews,  that  her  meaning  is,. 
No  way  to  that  (for  weaknefs)   which  (he  enter'd. 

Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  on   the  top,    thrujiing  out  a  torch 
burning. 
Pucel  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  wedding  torch. 
That  joineth  Roan  unto  her  countrymen  ; 
But  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbotites, 
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Baft,  See,  noble  Charles,  the  beacon  of  our  friend. 
The  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  (lands. 

Dau.  Now  fhines  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes. 

Keig.  Defer  no  time,  delays  have  dangerous  ends ; 
Enter  and  cry,   The  Dauphin  !  prefently, 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  Watch. 

\_An  Alarm  ;  Talbot  in  an  Excurfan. 

TaL  France,  thou  (halt  rue  this  treafon  with  thy  tears. 
If  Talbot  but  furvive  thy  treachery. 
Pucelle,  that  witch,    that  damned  forcerefs, 
Hath  wrought  this  hellifh  mifchief  unawares ; 
'  That  hardly  we  efcap'd  the  pride  of  France.     [Exit, 

SCENE     V. 

Jn  alarm  :  Excurftom.  Bedford  hrcught  in,  ficky  in  a 
chair.  £«^^r Talbot  aWBurgundy,  nvithout',  nvithin, 
Joan  la  Pucelle,  Dauphin,  Bajiard,  and  Reignier,  on 
the  lualls,. 

Pucel.  Good-morrow,   gallants,   want  ye   corn  for 
bread  ? 
I  think,    the  Duke  of  Burgundy  will  fafl. 
Before  he'll  buy  again  at  fuch  a  rate. 
'Twas  full  of  darnel  ;    do  you  like  the  tafte  ? 

Burg.  Scoff  on,  vile  fiend,    and  fhamelefs  curtizan  f; 
r  truft,  ere  long  to  choak  thee  with  thine  own  ; 
And  make  thee  curfe  the  harvelt  of  that  corn. 

Dau.  Your  grace  may  llarve,  perhaps,  before  that 

time. 
Bed.  Oh  let  not  words,  but  deeds,  revenge  this  treafon ! 
Fucel.  What  will  you  do,  good  grey  beard  ?  break  a 
lance, 

1  Thathardly  loe  efcap'd  the  pride  0/ France.]  Pride  dznKies 
the  haughty  poiver.  The  fame  fpeaker  fays  afterwards^  A6.  4. 
Scene  6. 

And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  ref:u''d  thee. 
One  would  think  this  plain  enough.     But  \vhat  vvon't  a  puzzling 
critic  obfcure  !   Mr.  Theobald  fays.  Pride  of  Fiance  is  an  abfuid 
and  unmeaning  exprefp.on,  and  therefore  alters  \i  to  Prixe  of  France-, 
and  in  this  is  followed  by  the  Opeford. Editor, 

And 
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And  run  a  tilt  at  death  within  a  chair? 

l^al.  Foul  fiend  of  France,   and  hag  of  all  derpight, 
Incompafs'd  with  thy  luftful  paramours, 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age. 
And  twit  with  cowardife  a  man  half  dead  ? 
Damfel,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  you  again. 
Or  elfe  let  7"^/^^/ perilh  with  his  (hame. 

Pucel.  Are  you  fo  hot  ?  yet,  Pucclle.  hold  thy  Peace; 
If  Talbot  do  but  thunder,  rain  will  follow. 

{They  ^h  if  per  together  in  counfel. 
God  fpeed  the  parliament !  who  fhall  be  the  fpeaker  ? 

Tal.  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  field  > 

Fucei.  Belike,  your  lordfhip  takes  us  then  for  fools. 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,   or  no. 

Tal.    I  fpeak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate y 
But  unto  thee,    Alanfon,   and  the  reft. 
Will  ye,   like  foldier?,  come  and  fight  it  out .? 

Alan.  Seignior,  no. 

Tal.  Seignior,  hang  : —  bafe  muleteers  oiFranct! 

Like  peafant  foot  boys  do  they  keep  the  walls. 
And  dare  not  take  op  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Pucel.  Captains,  away  ;  let's  get  us  from  the  walls. 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodnefs  by  his  looks. 
God  be  wi'  you,  my  lord:  we  came,  Sir,  but  to  tell  you 
That  we  are  here.  [Exeunt  from  the  'walii. 

Tal.  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 
Or  elfe  reproach  be  Talbot's  greateft  fame  ! 
>  Vow,  Burgundy y  by  honour  of  thy  Houfe, 
Prick'd  on  by  publick  wrongs  fuftain'd  in  Fraruf-, 
Either  to  get  the  town  again,  or  die. 
And  I,  as  fure  as  Englifh  Henry  lives. 
And  as  his  father  here  v^as  Conqueror, 
As  fure  as  in  this  late-betrayed  town 
Great  Cocu^-delions  heart  was  buried  : 
So  fure  I  fwear,  to  get  the  town,  or  die. 

Bur.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vowi*. 

Tal.  But  ere  we  go,    regard  this  dying  Prince, 
The  valiant  Duke  of  Bedford:  come,  my  lord. 
We  will  bertow  you  in  fome  better  place  ; 
Fitter  for  ficknefs,    and  for  crazy  age. 

Bsd,   Lord  Talbot,  do  not  fo  dilhonour  mc  : 

Hers 


'^       Kmg  Henry    VL  429 

Here  I  will  fit  before  the  walls  of  Roan^ 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal  and  woe. 

Burg.  Couragious  Bedfordy  let  us  now  perfuade  you. 

Bed.  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence  :  for  once  I  readj 
That  ftout  Pendraootij    in  his  litter  fick. 
Came  to  the  field,   and  vanquifhed  his  foes. 
Methinks,  I  (hould  revive  the  foldiers'  hearts  j 
Becaufe  I  ever  found  them  as  myfelf. 

Tal.  Undaunted  fpirit  in  a  dying  breaft  f 
Then  be  it  fo  :  heav'ns  keep  old  Bedford  fafe  X 
And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand. 
And  fet  upon  our  boafting  enemy.  {Exit, 

An  alarm  i  excurjions :    "Enter  Sir  John  Faftolfe,  and  a 
Captain. 
Cap.  Whither  away,  Sir  John  Fajiolfe,  in  fuch  hafte? 
Eafl.  Whither  away  ?    to  fave  myfelf  by  flight. 
We  are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again.. 

Cap.  What !  will  you  fly,  and  leave  Lord  Talhot? 
Faji.  Ay,  all  the  Talbots  in  the  world  to  fave  my  life. 

[Exit, 
Cap.    Cowardly  Knight,    ill  fortune   follow  thee  ! 

[Exit, 

Retreat:  excurfionsy  Pucelle,  Alanfon,  and  Dauphin  fly. 

Bed.  Now,    quiet  foul,   depart   when  heav'n  fhall 
pleafe  j 
For  I  have  feen  our  enemies*  overthrow. 
What  is  the  trull  or  ftrength  of  foolifli  man  ? 
They,   that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  feoffs. 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  fave  themfelves. 

\Diei  ',   and  is  carried  off  in  his  chair, 

s  c  E  N  E   vr. 

Within  the  Walls  of  Roan. 

\An  Alarm:    Enter  Talbot,    Burgundy,  and  the  refl, 

*Ial.  T    O  S  T  and  recover'd  in  a  day  again  f 
ft   J  This  is  a  double  honour.   Burgundy  ; 
Yet,  heav'ns  have  glory  for  this  vidory  I 

JBurgl 
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Burg.  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  Burgundy 
Infhrines  thee  in  his  heart  ;  and  there  erefts 
Thy  noble  deeds,  as  Valour's  monuments. 

Tal.  Thanks,   gentle  Duke  ;  but  where   is  Pucelk 
now  ? 
I  think,  her  old  Familiar  is  afleep. 
Now  where's  the  Ballard's  braves,  and   *    Charles  his 

glikes  ? 
What,   all  a-mort  ?    Roan  hangs  her  head  for  grief  jj 
That  fuch  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 
Now  we  will  take  fome  order  in  the  town,. 
Placing  therein  fome  expert  officers, 
And  then  depart  to  Paris  to  the  King  ; 
For  there  young  Henry  with  his  Nobles  lyes. 

Burg.  What  wills  lord  Talbot,   pleafeth  Burgundy, 
Tal.  But  yet  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  Duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceased  ; 
But  fee  his  exequies  fulfiU'd  in  Roan. 
A  braver  foldier  never  couched  lance, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  fway  in  Court. 
But  Kings  and  mightiell  Potentates  muft  die, 
For  that's  the  end  of  human  mifery.  \Exeunt,. 

SCENE     VII. 
Enter  Dauphin,  Bajlard,  Alanfon,  and  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Bucel.  Difmay  not.  Princes,  at  this  accident,. 
Nor  grieve  that  Roan  is  fo  recovered.. 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrofive. 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedy'd. 
Letfrantick  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while; 
And,  like  a  Peacock,   fweep  along  his  tail  : 
We'll  pull  his  plumes  and  take  away  his  train,. 
If  Dauphin  and  the  reft  will  be  but  rul'd. 

Dau.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto,. 
And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  diffidence. 
Gne  fudden  foil  fliall  never  breed  diftruft. 

BaJ}.  Search  out  thy  wit  for  fecret  policies. 
And  v/e  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  world. 

a-  Charles  his  glikes  ?]  Glikes  or  feofiis..        Mr.  Pope,^ 

Alau* 
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Alan.  Weni  fet  thy  rtatue  in  fome  holy  place. 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  bleffed  Saint. 
Employ  thee  then,   fweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

Pucel.  Then  thus  it  muft  be,  this  doth  Joan  devile  :. 
By  fair  perfuafions  mixt  with  fugar'd  words. 
We  will  entice  the  Duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Dau.  Ay,  marry,  fweeting,  if  we  could  do  That,. 
France  were  no  place  for  Henrfs  warriors  ; 
Nor  (hall  that  Nation  boaft  it  fo  with  us. 
But  be  extirped  from  our  provinces. 

Alan.  For  ever  Ihould  they  be  expuls'd  from  France^ 
And  not  have  title  of  an  Earldom  here. 

Pucel.  Your  honours  (hall  perceive  how  I  will  work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wiftied  end. 

[^Drum  heats  afar  off. 
Hark,  by  the  found  of  drum  you  may  perceive 
Their  powers  are  marching  unto  /'«r/j-ward. 

{Here  heat  an  Englilh  march,. 
There  goes  the  Talhot  with  his  colours  fpread. 
And  all  the  troops  of  Englijh  after  him.  [French  March,. 
Now,  in  the  rereward,  comes  the  Duke  and  his : 
Fortune,,  in  favour,  makes  him  lag  behind. 
Summon  a  parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

[Trumpets  found  a  parley,. 

SCENE   viir. 

Enter  the  Duke  0/ Burgundy  marching. 

Dau.  A  parley  with  the  Diike  of  Burgundy,^ 
Burg:  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Burgundy  ? 
Pucel  The  princely  Charles  of  France^  thy  country-^ 

man. 
Burg.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  C/^^r/^j/'  for  T  am  marching; 

hence. 
Dau.  Speak,  Pucelle,  and  enchant  him  with  thy  words.. 
Pucel.  Brave  Burgundy y   undoubted  hope  of  Fra-nce  ! 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  hand-maid  fpeak  to  thee. 
Burg.  Speak  on,   but  be  not  over-tedious.. 
Pucel.  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France  ', 
And  fee  the  cities,  and  the  towns  defac'd 
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By  wafting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe. 

As  looks  the  mother   «  on  her  lovely  babe. 

When  death  doth  clofe  his  tender  dying  eyes  ; 

See,  fee  the  pining  malady  of  France ^ 

Behold  the  wounds,  the  moft  unnatVal  wounds, 

Which  thou  thy  felf  haft  giv'n  her  woful  breaft. 

Oh,   turn  thy  edged  fword  another  way  ; 

Strike  thofe  that  hurt;  and  hurt  not  thofe  that  help  r 

•Onedrop  of  blood,  drawn  from  thy  country's  bofom. 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  ftreams  of  common  gore; 
Return  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wafli  away  thy  country's  ftained  fpots. 

Burg.  Either  ftie  hath  bewitch'd  me  with  her  words. 
Or  nature  makes  me  fuddenly  relent. 

Pucel.  Befides,  all   French  and  France  exclaim  oni 
thee ; 
Doubting  thy  birth,    and  lawful  progeny. 
Whom  join'ft  thou  with,  but  with  a  lordly  nation 
That  will  not  truft  thee  but  for  profit's  fake  ? 
When  Talhot  hath  fet  footing  once  in  France^ 

And  faftiion'd  thee  that  inftrument  of  111 ;. 

Who  then  but  Englijh  Henry  will  be  lord. 

And  thou  be  thruft  out  like  a  fugitive  ? 

Call  we  to  mind,  and  mark  but  this  for  proof;; 

Was  not  the  Dake  of  Orleans  thy  foe  ? 

And  was  not  he  in  England  prifoner  ? 

But  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  enemy. 

They  fet  him  free  without  his  ranfom  paid  % 

In  fpight  of  Burgundy y  and  all  his  friends. 

See  then,  thou  fight'ft  againft  thy  countrymen  ; 

And  join'ft  with  them,  will  be  thy  flaughter-men. 

Come,  come,  return  ;  return,  thou  wandering  lord  ; 

Charkiy  and  the  reft  will  take  thee  in  their  arms. 

Burg.  I'm  vanquiftied.  Thefe  haughty  words  of  hers 

Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  cannon- fhot, 

And  made  me  almoft  yield  upon  my  knees. 

Forgive  me,  country,  and  fweet  countrymen  ; 

^  .^^.■^■-  on  her  lowly  babe,^  It  is  plain  5^a^^/J>(fi3r  wrote, 
lovELY  baht^  it  anfwering  to  fertile  France  ohovt,  which  this 
domeftic  image  is  brought  to  illuftrate. 

And^ 
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And,  lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace. 
My  forces  and  my  pow'r  of  men  are  yours. 
So  farewel,   Tal6ot,   I'll  no  longer  truft  thee. 
Pucel.    "f-  Done,  like   a  Frenchman  :  turn,  and  turn 


agam  f- 


Dau.  Welcome,  brave  Duke  \  thy  friendfhip  makes 
us  frefh. 

Baji.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our  breads. 

Alan.  Pucelie  hath  bravely  play'd  her  part  in  this. 
And  doth  deferve  a  Coronet  of  gold. 

Dau.  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  join  our  powers  5 
And  feek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  \^Exeunt, 

SCENE     IX. 

Changes  to  PARIS. 

Enter   King   Henry,   Gloucefter,     Winchefter,    York, 

SufFolk,  Somerfet,  Warwick,  Exeter,  Uc.    To  them 

Talbot,    ijoUh  his  Soldiers. 
Tal.   1\ /fY  gracious  Prince,  and  honourable  Peers, 

IVJL  Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 
I  have  a  while  giv'n  truce  unto  my  wars. 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  Sovereign. 
In  fign  whereof,   this  arm  (that  hath  reclaimed 
To  your  obedience  fifty  fortreffes. 
Twelve  cities,  and  fev'n  walled  towns  of  ftrength, 
Befide  five  hundred  prifoners  of  efleem  ;) 
Lets  fall  the  fword  before  your  Highnefs'  feet : 
And  with  fubmiffive  loyalty  of  heart 
Afcribes  the  glory  of  his  Conqueft  got, 
f  iril  to  my  God,  and  next  unto  your  Grace. 

K.  Henry.  Is  this  the  fam'd  lord  T^alhot,  uncle  Glo'Jier^ 
That  hath  fo  long  been  refident  in  France  F 

GIou.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  Majefty,  my  Liege. 

K.  Henry.  Welcome^  brave  Captain,   and  vidtorious 
lord. 
When  I  was  young,  (as  yet  I  am  not  old) 

4  Done,  like  a  Frenchman  :  turn,  and  turn  again  /— ]  This 
feems  to  be  an  offering  of  the  poet  to  his  royal  miftrefs's  relent- 
ment,  tor  Henry  the  Fouith's  laft  great  turn  in  religion,  in  the 
year  .5,3.  ^  ^^ 
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I  do  remember  how  my  father  faid, 

A  ftouter  champion  never  handled  fword. 

Long  fince  we  were  refolved  of  your  truth. 

Your  faithful  fervice  and  your  toil  in  war  ; 

Yet  never  have  you  tafted  your  reward, 

Cr  been  reguerdor^'d  with  fo  much  as  thanks, 

Becaufe  'nil  now  we  never  faw  your  face  : 

Therefore  iiand  up,   and,  for  thefe  good  deferts. 

We  here  create  you  Earl  of  Shrenvjiury^ 

And  in  our  Coronation  take  your  place.  [Exeunt, 

Manent  Vernon  and  Baffet. 

Ver.  Now,   Sir,   to  you  that  were  fo  hot  at  fea, 
Difgracing  of  thefe  colours  that  I  wear 
In  honour  of  my  noble  lord  of  York  ; 
Dar'ft  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  fpak'il  ? 

Baf.  Yes,  Sir,  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  fawcy  tongue 
Againft  my  lord,  the  Duke  of  Somerfet. 

Ver.  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Baf.  Why,  what  is  he  ?  as  good  a  man  as  York, 

Ver.  Hark  ye  ;  not  fo  :  in  witnefs,  take  you  that. 

[Strikes  him, 

Baf.  Villain,  thou  know'ft,    the  law  of  arms  is  fuch, 
5  That,  v^hofo draws  a  fword  i'th'  prefence  't's  death; 
Or  elfe  this  blow  ihould  broach  thy  dearelt  blood. 
But  I'll  unto  his  Majefty,  and  crave 
I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  wrong  ; 
V/hen  thoa  fhait  fee.  Til  meet  thee  to  thy  coll. 

Ver.  Vv^ell,  mifcreant,  I'll  be  there  as  foon  as  you  ; 
And,  after  meet  you  fooner  than  you  would.     [Exeunt, 

5  That,  luhofo  draws  a  fword,  'tis  prefent  death  :]  Shakefpear 
wrote. 


dtaivs  a  fword  i'th'  prefence  't's  death  : 


»'.  e.  in  the  Court^  or  in  the  Prefence-Chamber 


ACT 
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A  C  T     IV.        S  C  E  N  E     I. 

PARIS. 

Enter  King    Henry.    Gloucefter,  Winchefter,    York, 

SufFolkt  Somerfet,  Warwick,  Talbot,  Exeter, 

and  Go'vernor  of  F^ris, 

GIou  T    ORD  Biihop,  fet  the  Crown  upon  his  head. 
I  ^     m„,  God  fave  King  Henry,  ol  that  name 
the  Sixth  ! 
Giou.  Now,  Governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oath. 
That  you  eled  no  other  King  but  him  ; 
Efteem  none  friends,  but  fuch  as  are  his  friends  5 
And  none  your  foes,  but  fuch  as  (hall  pretend 
Malicious  pradices  againft  his  ftate. 
This  Ihall  ye  do,  fo  help  you  righteous  God  ! 
Enter  Faftolfe. 
FaJ},  My  gracious  Sovereign,  as  I  rode  from  Calais, 
To  hafte  unto  your  Coronation  ; 
A  letter  was  deliver'd  to  my  hands, 
Writ  to  your  Grace  from  th'  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

TaL  Shame  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  and  thee  I 
I  vow'd,  bafe  Knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next. 
To  tear  the  Garter  from  thy  craven  leg, 
Which  I  have  done  ;  becaufe  unworthily 
Thou  waft  inftalled  in  that  high  degree. 
Pardon,   my  Princely  Hewy,  and  the  rell  : 
This  daftard,  at  the  battle  of  Poiaiers, 
When  but  in  all  1  was  fix  thoufand  ftiong. 
And  that  the  French  were  almoft  ten  to  one. 
Before  we  met,   or  that  a  ftroke  was  given. 
Like  to  a  trufty  'fqaire,  did  run  away. 
In  which  affault  we  loft  twelve  hundred  men : 
My  felf  and  divers  gentlemen  befide 
Were  there  furpriz'd,  and  taken  prifoners. 
Then  judge,  great  lords,   if  I  have  done  amifs  j 
Or  whether  that  fuch  cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea  or  no  I 

Glou. 
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Glou.  To  fay  the  truth,  this  fad  was  infamou?. 
And  ill  befeeming  any  common  man  ; 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 

Tal.  When  firil  this  Order  was  ordain'd,  my  lords. 
Knights  of  the  Garter  were  of  noble  birth  ; 
Valiant  and  virtuous,  full  of  haughty  courage  j 
Such  as  were  grown  to  Credit  by  the  wars ; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  fhrinking  for  diftrefs. 
But  always  refolute  in  moft  extremes. 
He  then,  that  is  not  furnifh'd  in  this  fort. 
Doth  but  ufurp  the  facred  name  of  Knight, 
Prophaning  this  moft  honourable  Order  ; 
And  ihould,  if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge. 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge- born  fwain 
That  doth  prefume  to  boaft  of  gentle  blood. 

K.  Henry.  Stain  to  thy  countrymen !  thou  hear'il  ttiy 
doom  : 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  waft  a  Knight  ; 
Henceforth  we  banifh  thee  on  pain  of  death.  \_Exii.  FafV. 
And  now,  my  lord  Prote<flor,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Glou.  What  means  his  Grace,  that  he  hach  charg'd 
Kis  ftile  > 
No  more  but  plain  and  bluntly,  %  the  King.    {Reading, 
Hath  he  forgot,  he  is  his  Sovereign  ? 
Or  doth  this  churlifh  fuperfcription 
Portend  feme  alteration  in  good  will  .? 
What's  here  ?   /  ha've  upon  efpecial  caufe,  [Reads. 

Mo'vd  <with  compajjtsn  of  my  country's  iLreci, 
Together  ivith  the  pitiful  complaints 
Of  fuch  as  your  opprejji on  feeds  upon, 
Forfaken  your  pernicious  faiiion^ 

And  joined  lAjtth  Charles,  the  righ/fuJ  King  of  Fi2inct. 
O  monllrous  treachery  !  can  this  be  {o  .? 
That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths. 
There  fhould  be  found  fach  falfe  diflembling  guile  ? 
K.  Hettfy.  What !  doth  my  uncle  Burgundy  rcvoU  ? 
Glou,  He  doth,  my  lord,  and  is  become  your  foe. 
K.  Henry.  Is  that  the  worft  this  letter  doth  contain  ? 
Glou.  It  is  the  woril,  and  all,  my  lord,  he  writes. 

K.  i//w> 
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K.  Henry,  Why   then,  lord   Talkt  there  fliall  talk 
with  him, 
And  give  him  chaftifement  for  this  abufe. 
My  lord,  how  fay  you,  are  you  not  content  ? 

Tal,  Content,  my  Liege  ?  yes :  but  that  I  am  pre- 
vented, 
I  Ihould  have  begg'd  I  might  have  been  employed. 
K.  Henry.  Then   gather  flrength,  and  march   unto 
him  ftrait  : 
Let  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  treafon. 
And  what  offence  it  is  to  flout  his  friends. 

Tal.  I  go,  my  lord,  in  heart  defiring  ftill 
You  may  behold  confufion  of  your  foes.  [ExU  Talbot. 

SCENE     IL 

Enier  Vernon  an^  Baffet. 

Fir.  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  Sovereign. 

Baf.  And  me,  my  lord  ;  grant  me  the  combat  too. 

Tork.  This  is  my  fervant ;  hear  him,  noble  Prince. 

Scm.  And  this  is  mine  ;  fweet  Henry,  favour  him. 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  lords,  and  give  them  leave  to 
fpeak. 
Say,  gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim  ? 
And  v/herefore  crave  you  combat  ?  or  with  w  horn  ? 

Fer.  With  him,  my  lord,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Baf.  And  I  with  him,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

K.  Henry,  What   is  the  wrong  whereon  you   both 
complain  ? 
Firft  let  me  know,  and  then  Til  anfwer  you. 

Baf,  Crofling  the  fea  from  England  into  France, 
This  fellow  here,  with  envious,  carping  tongue. 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rofe  I  wear  ; 
Saying,  the  fanguine  colour  of  the  leaves 
Did  reprefent  my  matter's  blulhing  cheeks  ; 
When  ftubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth 
About  a  certain  queftion  in  the  law, 
Argu'd  betwixt  the  Duke  of  Tork  and  him  ; 
With  other  vile  and  ignominious  terms. 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach. 

And 
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And  in  defence  of  my  lord's  worthinefs, 
1  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Ver.  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord  ; 
For  though  he  feem  with  forged  quaint  conceit 
To  fet  a  glofs  upon  his  bold  intent, 
Yet,  know,  my  lord,  I  was  provok'd  by  him  ; 
And  he  firft  took  exceptions  at  this  badge. 
Pronouncing,  that  the  palenefs  of  this  flow'r 
Bewray'd  the  faintnefs  of  my  matter's  heart. 

York,  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerfet,  be  left  ? 

Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  lord  of  York,  will  out. 
Though  ne'er  fo  cunningly  you  fmother  it. 

K.  Henry.  Good  lord  !  what  madnefs  rules  in  brain- 
fick  men  ! 
When,  for  fo  flight  and  frivolous  a  caufe. 
Such  fadious  emulations  fliall  arife  ! 
Good  coufins  both  of  2^ri  and  Somerfef, 
Quiet  yourfelves,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

York.  Let  this  diffenrion  firft  be  try'd  by  fight. 
And  then  your  highnefs  fhall  command  a  peace. 

Som.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone  i 
Betwixt  ourfelves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

York.  There  is  my  pledge  ;  accept  it,  Somerfet. 

Ver.  Nay,  let  it  reft,  where  it  began  at  firft. 

Baf.  Confirm  it  fo,  mine  honourable  lord. 

Glou.  Confirm  it  fo  ?  confounded  be  your  ftrife. 
And  perifh  ye  with  your  audacious  prate  ; 
Prefuraptuous  vaffals !  are  you  not  afham'd 
With  this  immodeft  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  difturb  the  King,  and  us  ? 
And  you,  my  lords,  methinks,  you  do  not  well 
To  bear  with  their  perverfe  objedlions  : 
Much  lefs  to  take  occafion  from  their  mouths 
To  raife  a  mutiny  betwixt  your  felves : 
Let  me  perfuade  you,  take  a  better  courfe.        [friends. 

Exe.    It  grieves   his  Highnefs  :  good  my  lords,  be 

K.  Henry.  Come  hitheryou,that  would  be  combatants : 
Henceforth  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour. 
Quire  to  forget  this  quarrel  and  the  caufe. 
And  you,  my  lords ;  remember  where  we  are ; 
In  France y  amongft  a  fickle  wavering  nation  : 


King  Henry  VI.  439. 

If  they  perceive  diffendon  in  our  looks. 
And  that  within  ourielves  we  diiagree. 
How  will  their  grudging  ftomachs  be  provok'd 
To  wilful  Difobedience,  and  Rebel  ? 
Befide,  what  infamy  will  there  arife. 
When  foreign  Princes  fhall  be  certify 'd. 
That  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard. 
King  Henry's  Peers  and  chief  Nobility 
Deftroy'd  themfeives,  and  loft  the  realm  of  France  ? 
O,  think  upon  the  Conqueft  of  my  father. 
My  tender  years,  and  let  us  not  forego 
That  for  a  trifle,  which  was  bought  with  blood. 
Let  me  be  umpire  in  this  doubtful  ftrife  : 

I  fee  no  reafon,  if  I  wear  this  rofe. 

That  any  one  fhould  therefore  be  fufpicious 

I  more  encline  to  Somerfet^  than  Tork. 

Both  are  my  kinfmen,  and  I  love  them  both. 

As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  Crovyn, 

Becaufe,  forfooth,  the  King  of  Scots  is  crown'd. 

But  your  difcretions  better  can  perfuade. 

Than  I  am  able  to  inftrudl  or  teach  : 

And  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace. 

So  let  us  ftill  continue  peace  and  love.  .,  . 

Coufm  of  Torky  we  inilitutc  your  Grace 

To  be  our  Regent  in  thefe  pans  of  France  : 

And,  good  my  lord  of  Sotner/et,  unite  * 

Your  troops  of  horfemen  with  his  bands  of  foot ; 

And,  like  true  fubjefts,  fons  of  your  progenitors, 

Go  chearfuUy  together,  and  digeft 

Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies. 

Our  felf,  my  lord  Protestor,  and  the  reft. 

After  fame  refpite,  will  return  to  Calais  ; 

From  thence  to  England ;  where  I  hope  ere  long 

To  be  prefented,  by  your  victories, 

V/ith  Charles  y  Alan  [on  ^  and  that  traitVous  rout. 

[Flour ijh.   Exeunt. 

ManentYoxk,  Warwick,  Exeter,  andYerv\oi\. 
War.  My  lord  of  Tork,  I  promife  you,  the  King 
Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  orator. 

TorL 
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York.  And  fo  he  did  ;  but  yet  I  like  it  not. 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerfet. 

War.  Tu(h,  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  not ; 
I  dare  prefume,  fweet  Prince,  he  thought  no  harm. 

Tork.  And,  if  I  [a]  wis,  he  did. But  let  it  reft  ; 

Other  affairs  muft  now  be  managed.  \_Exettnt. 

Manet  Exeter. 

Exe.  Well  didft  thou,  Richard,  to  fupprefs  thy  voice  : 
For  had  the  paflions  of  thy  heart  burft  out, 
I  fear,  we  fhould  have  feen  decypher'd  there 
More  rancVous  fpight,  more  furious  raging  broils. 
Than  yet  can  be  imagin'd  or  fuppos'd. 
But  howfoe'er,  no  fimple  man  that  fees 
This  jarring  difcord  of  Nobility, 
This  fliould'ring  of  each  other  in  the  Court, 
This  fadlious  bandying  of  their  favourites  ; 
But  that  he  doth  prefage  fome  ill  event. 
'Tis  much,  when  fcepters  are  in  children's  hands ; 
But  more,  when  envy  breeds  unkind  divifion  : 
There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confufion.     \^Exit. 

SCENE     III. 

Before  the  Walls  of  Bourdeaux. 
Enter  Tr.lbot  wuith  trumpets^  and  drum. 
^al.  f^O  to  the  gates  of  5(?ar4'^^z«jv,  trumpeter, 

Vjr  Summon  their  General  unto  the  Wall.  [  bounds. 
Enter  General,  aloft. 
Englijh  John  Talbot,  Captains,  calls  you  forth. 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry  King  of  England , 

And  thus  he  would. Open  your  city-gates. 

Be  humbled  to  us,  call  my  Sovereign  yours. 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  fubjeds. 
And  I'll  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  pow'r. 
But  if  you  frown  upon  this  profFer'd  peace. 
You  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  attendants. 
Lean  famine,  quartering  Iteel,  and  climbing  fire  ; 
Who  in  a  moment  even  with  the  earth 

r  {&)  Wis.  Mr.  Hheohald.^-^  Vulg.  ivijh.'\ 

^^  Shall 
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Shall  lay  your  ftately  and  air-braving  towVs, 
If  you  forfake  the  ofFer  of  their  love. 

Gen.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death. 
Our  nation's  terror,  and  their  bloody  fcourge  ! 
The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 
On  us  thou  canft  not  enter,  but  by  death  : 
For,  I  protefl,  we  are  well  fortify 'd  ; 
And  ftrong  enough  to  iiTue  out  and  fight. 
If  thou  retire,  the  Dauphin,  well  appointed. 
Stands  with  the  fnares  of  war  to  tangle  thee. 
On  either  hand  thee,  there  are  fquadrons  pitch'd 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight  ; 
And  no  way  canft  thou  turn  thee  for  redrefs  : 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  fpoil ; 
And  pale  deftrudion  meets  thee  in  the  face. 
Ten  thoufand  French  have  ta'en  the  facrament. 
To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery 
Upon  no  chriilian  foul  but  Engiijh  Fallot, 
Lo  !  there  thou  ftand'ft,  a  breathing  valiant  man. 
Of  an  invincible,  unconquer'd  fpirit : 
This  is  the  lateft  glory  of  thy  praife. 
That  I  thy  enemy  due  thee  withal ; 
For  ere  the  glafs,  that  now  begins  to  run, 
FiniPn  the  procefs  of  this  fandy  hour, 
Thefe  eye?,  that  fee  thee  now  well  coloured. 
Shall  fee  thee  wither'd,  bloody,  pale  and  dead. 

\_Dr-um  afar  ojf. 
Hark!  hark  !  the  Dauphin's  drum,  a  warning  bell. 
Sings  heavy  mufick  to  thy  tim'rous  foul  ; 
And  mine  (hall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out. 

[  Exit  from  the  ivalls. 

Tal.  He  fables  not  :  I  hear  the  enemy  : 
Out,  fome  light  horfemen,  and  perufe  their  wings. 
O,  negligent  and  heedlefs  difcipline  ! 
How  are  v/e  park'd,  and  bounded  in  a  pale  ? 
A  little  herd  of  England's  tim'rous  Deer, 
Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  curs. 
If  we  be  Englijh  Deer,  be  then  in  blood  j 
Not  rafcal-iike  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch. 
But  rather  moody,  mad,  and  defp'rate  Stags, 
Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  fteel, 

Vol.  IV.  X  And 
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And  make  the  cowards  ftand  aloof  at  bay. 

Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine. 

And  they  (hall  find  dear  Deer  of  us,  my  friends. 

God  and  St.  George^  Talbot,  and  England's  right, 

Profper  our  Colours  in  this  dangerous  fight  !     \^Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Another  Part   of  France. 

Enter   a    Mejfengery  that  meets  York.     Enter   York, 
ivith  trumpet f  and  many  foldiers. 

York.    \  RE  not  the  fpeedy  fcouts  retarn'd  again, 
XjL  That  dogg'd   the    mighty   army   of  the 
Dauphin  ? 

Mejf.  They  are  return'd,  my  lord,  and  give  it  out 
That  he  is  march'd  to  Bourdeaux  with  his  pow'r. 
To  fght  with  Talbot  j  as  he  march'd  along, 
By  your  efpyals  were  difcovered 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  Dauphin  led, 
Which  join'd  with  him,  and  made   their  march   for 
Bourdeaux. 

York.  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somer/et, 
That  thus  delays  my  promifed  fupply 
Of  horfemen,  that  were  levied  for  this  fiege  1 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expedl  my  aid. 
And  I  am  lovvted  by  a  traitor  villain. 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier  : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  neceffity  ! 
If  he  mifcarry,  farewel  wars  in  France. 
Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Thou  princely  leader  of  our  Englijh  flrength 
Never  fo  needful  on  the  earth  oi  France, 
Spur  to  the  refcue  of  the  noble  Talbot  \ 
Who  nov.'  is  girdled  with  a  walle  of  iron. 
And  hem'd  about  with  grim  deftru6tion  : 
To  Bourdeaux,  warlike  Duke  ;  to  Bourdeaux,  York  / 
Elfe  farewel  Talbot,  France,  and  Englands,  honour. 

York.  O  God  !  that  Somer/et.   who  in  proud  heart 
Doth  ftop  ray  cornets,  were  in  Talbot''^  place ! 
So  ihould  we  fave  a  valiant  gentleman. 
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By  forfeiting  a  traitor  and  a  coward  : 

Mad  ire,  and  wrathful  fury,  makes  me  weep. 

That  thus  we  die,  while  remifs  traitors  fleep. 

Lucy.  O,  fend  fome  fuccour  to  the  diftrefsM  lord! 

Thrk.  He  dies,  we  lofe  ;  I  break  my  warlike  word  : 
We  mourn,  France  fmiles ;  we  lofe,  they  daily  get : 
All  long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerfet. 

Lucy.  Then  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Taihot\  foul. 
And  on  his  fon  young  John  !  whom,  two  hours  fmce, 
I  met  in  travel  towards  his  warlike  father  ; 
This  fev'n  years  did  not  Talbot  fee  his  fon. 
And  now  they  meet,  where  bo^h  their  lives  are  done, 

Tork,  Alas  I   what  joy  (hall  noble  Talbot  have. 
To  bid  his  young  fon  welcome  to  his  grave  ! 
Away  !  vexation  almoft  ftops  my  breath. 
That  fundred  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death, 
Lucy^  farewel ;  no  more  my  fortune  can, 
But  curfe  the  caufe  ;  I  cannot  aid  the  man. 
Maine  J  Bloys^  PoiSlierSy  and  Tours  are  won  away, 
ljQx\g7i\\  q\  Somerfet,  and   his  delay,  [Exif. 

Lucy.  Thus  while  the  vulture  of  fedition 
Feeds  in  the  bofom  of  fuch  great  commanders. 
Sleeping  negleftion  doth  betray  to  lofs 
The  Conquefts  of  our  fcarce-cold  Conqueror ; 
That  ever-living  man  of  memory, 

Henry  the  Fifth  ! While  they  each  other  crois. 

Lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  lofs.     [Exit, 

SCENE     V. 

Another  Fart  of  France. 
Enter  Somerfet,  ijoith  his  army. 
Som.  TT  is  too  late  :  I  cannot  fend  them  now  : 
X  This  expedition  was  by  Tork  and  Taibot 
Too  raihly  plotted.     All  our  gen'ral  force 
Might  with  a  fally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with.     The  over-daring  Talhot 
Hath  fuUied  all  his  glofs  of  former  honour, 
By  this  unheedful,  defp'rate,  wild  adventure  : 
York  fet  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  Ihame, 
That,  Talhot  dead,  great  York  might  bear  the  name. 

X  2  Capt* 
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Capt.  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  from  our  o'er-match'd  forces  forth  for  aid. 
E^iter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Som.  How  now.  Sir  Wi'liam,  whither  were  you  fent  ? 

Luc.  Whither,  my  lord  ?  from  bought  and  fold  lord 
Talbot : 
Who,  ring'd  about  with  bold  adverfity. 
Cries  out  for  noble  Tork  and  Sotnerfety 
To  beat  availing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 
And  while  the  honourable  Captain  there 
Drops  bloody  fweat  from  his  war- wearied  limbs. 
And,  in  advantage  ling'ring,  looks  for  refcue  ; 
You,  his  falfe  hopes,  the  truft  of  England'^  honour. 
Keep  off  aloof  with  worthlefs  emulation. 
Let  not  your  private  difcord  keep  away 
The  levied  fuccours,  that  fhould  lend  him  aid  ; 
While  he,  renowned  noble  gentleman. 
Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds. 
Orleans  the  Bajiard,  Charles ,  and  Burgundy, 
Alanfon,  Meignier,  compafs  him  about  ; 
And  Talbot  periiheth  by  your  default. 

Som.  Tork  (ti  him  on,  Tork  fhould  have  fent  him  aid. 

Lucy.  And  Tork  as  faft  upon  your  Grace  exclaims ; 
Swearing,  that  you  with- hold  his  levied  hoft, 
CoUeded  for  this  expedition. 

Som.  Tork  lies ;  he  might  have  fent,  and  had  the  horfe : 
I  owe  him  little  duty,  and  lefs  love. 
And  take  foul  fccrn  to  fawn  on  him  by  fending. 

Lucy.  The  fraud  oi  England,  not  the  force  of />YZ»rf, 
Hath  now  entrapt  the  noble-minded  Talbot  : 
Never  to  England  fliall  he  bear  his  life  ; 
But  diss,  betray'd  to  fortune  by  yourftrife. 

Som.  Come,  go  ;  I  will  difpatch  the  horfemen  ftrait: 
Within  fix  hours  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lucy.  Too  late  comes  refcue  ;  he  is  ta'en,or  flain  : 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fied  : 
And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

Som-  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot,  then  adieu  ! 

Lucy.  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  fliame  in  you. 

\_E,\6unt. 

SCEx\E 


King  Henry   VI.  445 

SCENE    VI. 

J  Field  of  Battle  near  Bourdeaux. 

Enter  Talbot,  and  his  Son, 

Tal.  f^  Young  John  Talbot,   I  did  fend  for  thee 

\J   I  Xo  tutor  thee  in  ftratagems  of  war  5 
That  Talbot\  name  might  be  in  thee  reviv'd. 
When  faplefs  age,  and  weak  unable  limbs. 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 
But,    O  malignant  and  ill-boding  liars  f 
Now  art  thou  come  unto  a  feaft  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger. 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my  fwifteft  horfe  j 
And  I'll  direft  thee  how  thou  (halt  efcape 
By  fudden  flight.     Come,  dally  not  ;  be  gone. 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot  ?  and  am  )  your  fon  ? 
And  fhall  I  fly  ?  O  !  if  you  love  my  mother, 
Dilhonour  not  her  honourable  name 
To  make  a  baftard,  and  a  Have  of  me. 
The  world  will  fay,  he  is  not  Talbot''?,  blood. 
That  bafely  fled,  when  noble  Talbot  ^ood. 
Tal.  Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  flain. 
John.liQ  that  flies  fo,  will  ne'er  return  again. 
Tal.  If  we  both  flay,  we  both  are  fure  to  die. 
Joh?j.  Then  let  me  flay,  and,  father,  do  you  fly  : 

Your  lofs  is  great,  fo  your  regard  fhould  be  ; 

My  worth  unknown,  no  lofs  is  known  in  me. 

Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boaft  ; 

In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  lofl:. 

Flight  cannot  llain  the  honour  you  have  won  : 

But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done. 

You  fled  for  vantage,  ev'ry  one  will  fwear  : 

But  if  I  bow,  they'll  fay,  it  was  for  fear. 

There  is  no  hope  that  ever  J  will  flay. 

If  the  firft  hour  I  fhrink,  and  run  away. 

I  To  tutor  thee   in  ftratagems  of  nvar  }  J     Stratagem,  for  art 
fimply. 

X  3  Here 
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Here,  on  my  knee,  *  I  beg  mortality, 
Kather  than  life  preferv'd  with  infamy. 

Tal.  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lye  in  one  tomb  ? 

John.  Ay,  rather  than  I'll  (hame  my  mother's  womb. 

^al.  Upon  my  bleffing  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

Tal.  Fart  of  thy  father  may  be  fav'd  in  thee. 

John.  No  part  of  him,  but  will  be  ihame  in  me. 

Tal.  Thou  never  hadft  renown,  nor  canft  not  lofe  it. 

John.  Yes,  your  renowned  name  ;  fliall  flight  abufe  it  ? 

^^?/.Thyfather'schargefliall  clear  thee  from  thatftain, 

John.  You  cannot  witnefs  for  me,  being  flain. 
If  death  be  fo  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

Tal.  And  leave  my  followers  here  to  fight,  and  die  ^ 
3My  age  was  never  tainted  with  fnch  {hame. 

John  And  fhall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  fuch  blame  ?• 
Ko  more  can  I  be  fever'd  from  your  fide. 
Than  can  your  felf  your  felf  in  twain  divide  : 
Stay,  go,  ^o  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I  i 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

Tal.  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fairfoir, 
Born  to  eclipfe  thy  life  this  afternoon  : 
Come,  iideby  fide,  to^jether  live  and  die  ; 
Ar,d  fo-ji  witi)  fool  from  Francs  to  heaven  fly.    [^Exeunt: 
.Alarm  :    Excurf.ons^  ^wherein   Talbot'j  fon  is    hemm' d. 
about ^   arci  Taibot  re/cues  him.  ' 

Tal.  St.  George,  and  vii^ory  !  fight,  foldiers,  fight :: 
The  Regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
Ard  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France'^s  fword. 
Where  is  John  Talhot  ?  paufe,  and  take  thy  breath  ; 
I  gave  thee  life,  and  refcu'd  thee  from  death. 

John.   O,  twice  my  father  !  twice  am  I  thy  fon  : 
The  life,  thou  gav 'ft  me  firft,  was  loft  and  done  ; 
'Till  with  thy  warlike  fword,  defpight  of  fate. 
To  my  dctermin'd  time  thou  gav'ft  new  date. 

Tal.   When  from    the   Dauphin's   creft   thy   fword 
ftruck  fire. 
It  warm'd  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  dcfire 


/  ^--^  mortality,]  Mortality^  tor  death. 
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Of  bold-fac'd  viaory.     Then  leaden  age, 

Quicken'd  with  youthful  fpleen  and  warlike  rage. 

Beat  down  Alan/on,   OrleanSy    Burgundy ^ 

And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  refcu'd  thee. 

The  ireful  baftard  Orleans,  that  drew  blood 

From  thee,   my  boy,  and  had  the  maidenhood 

Of  thy  firft  Fight,  I  foon  encountered  ; 

And,    interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  Ihed 

Some  of  his  baftard  blood  ;   and  in  difgrace 

Befpoke  him  thus ;  Contaminated,  bafe. 

And  mif  begotten  blood  I  fpill  of  thine. 

Mean  and  right  poor,   for  that  pure  blood  of  mine. 

Which  thou  didfl  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  boy. 

Here,  purpofing  the  baftard  to  deftroy. 

Came  in  ftrong  refcue.     Speak,    thy  father's  care. 

Art  not  thou  weary,  John?  how  dofl:  thou  fare  ? 

Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  boy,  and  fly. 

Now  thou  art  feal'd  the  fon  of  Chivalry  ? 

Fly,    to  revenge  my  death,  when  lam  dead; 

The  help  of  one  ftands  me  in  little  ftead.. 

Oh,    too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot. 

To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  fmall  boat. 

If  I  to  day  die  not  with  Frenchmen  ^  rage,. 

To  morrow  I  fhall  die  with  mickle  age. 

By  me  they  nothing  gain  ;   and  if  I  ftay, 

'Tis  but.  the  (hortning  of  my  life  one  day. 

In  thee  thy  mother  dies,  our  houfhold's  name. 

My  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  EngiancT^  fame : 

All  thefe,  and  more,  w€  hazard  by  thy  ftay  ; 

All  thefe  are  fav'd,    if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 

John.  Thefword  of  Orleam  hath  not  made  me  fmart, 
Thefe  words  of  yours  craw  life  blood  from  my  heart. 
(a)  Out  on  that  vantage  bought  with  fuch  a  fhame. 
To  fave  a  paltry  life,    and  flay  bright  fame  ! 
Before  young  Talbot  from  old  TalLot  fly. 
The  coward  horfe,    that  bears  me,   fall  and  die  ! 
And  like  me  to  the  peafant  boys  of  France ^ 
To  be  fhame's  fcorn,  and  fubjed  of  mifchance. 

[  (a)  out  on  that  vantage^     Mr.  Theobald,  Vulg.    on  that 

a^'jantags.J 

X  4  Surely, 
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Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won. 
An  if  I  fly,   I  am  not  Talbot\  fon  ! 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot ; 
If  fon  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's  foot. 

Tal,  Then  follow  thou  thy  defp'rate  Sire  of  Crete, 
Thou  Icarus!  thy  life  to  me  is  fweet  : 
If  thou  wilt  fight,   fight  by  thy  father's  fide  ; 
And,  commendable  prov'd,  let's  die  in  pride.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    vir. 

Alarm.      Excurjtons.      Enter  old  Talbot,  led. 

Tal.   Where  is  my  other  life  ?   mine  own  is  gone. 
O  !  where's  young  Talbot  ?  where  is  valiant  John  P 
Triumphant  Death,  fmear'd  with  captivity  ! 
Young  Talbof^  valour  makes  me  fmile  at  thee. 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  fhrink,  and  on  my  knee. 
His  bloody  fvvord  he  brandifh'd  over  me  ; 
And,  like  a  hungry  Lion,    did  commence 
Kough  deeds  of  rage,  and  ftern  impatience  : 
But  wiien  my  angry  Guardant  Hood  alone, 
Tendring  my  ruin,   and  afl'ail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy -ey'd  fury  and  gre^it  rage  of  heart 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  fide  to  ftart. 
Into  the  cluftring  battle  of  the  French  : 
And,   in  that  fea  of  blood,   my  boy  did  drench 
His  over-mounting  fpirit ;   and  there  dy'd 
"My  Jcarus  !  my  bloffom  in  his  pride  ! 

Enter  John  Talbot,    borne. 

Ser'v.  O  my  dear  lord  !  lo  !  v/here  your  fon  is  borne. 

Tal.  Thou  antick  death,   which   laugh'ft  us  here  to 
fcorn, 
Anon,  from  thy  infulting  tyranny. 
Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity. 
Two  Talbois  winged  through  the  lither  sky. 
In  thy  defpight,    (hall  'fcape  mortality. 
O  thou,    whofe  wounds  become  hard  favoured  death. 
Speak  to  thy  father,   ere  thou  yield  thy  breath. 
Brave  death  by  fpeaking,  whether  he  will  or  no  : 
Imagine  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  foe. 

Poor 
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Poor  boy  !  he  fmiles,  methinks,  as  who  ihould  fay, 
"  Had  death  been  French,  then  death  had  died  to  day." 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms  ; 
JVIy  fpirit  can  no  longer  bear  thefe  harms. 
Soldiers,    adieu  :  1  have  what  I  would  have. 
Now  my  old  arms  are  young  John  Talbot'^  Grave. 

[Dies, 


ACTV.        SCENE     I. 

Continues  near  Bourdeaux. 

Enter    Charles,    Alanfon,     Burgundy,    Bajiard    and 
Pucelle. 

Char.  TT  AD  Tork  and  Somerfet  brought  refcue  in, 
'  JlL    "^^'e  fnould  have  found  a  bloody   day  of 
this. 

Bajl.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot's  raging  brood 
Did  flefh  his  puny  fword  in  Frenchmen^  blood  ! 

PuceL  Once  I  encounter'd  him,    and  thus  1  faid: 
"  Thou  maiden  youth,    be  vanquifii'd  by  a  maid." 
But  with  a  proud,   majeftical,   high  fcorn 
He  anfwer'd  thus :  *•  Young  Talbot  was  not  born 
«*  To  be  the  pillage  of  >  a  giglot  wench." 
So,    rufhing  in  the  Bowels  of  the  French, 
He  left  me  prouGly,   as  unworthy  fight. 

Bur,  Doubtlefs',  he  would  have  made  a  noble  Knight : 
See,  where  he  lies  Inherfed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  moft  bloody  nurfer  of  his  harms. 

Baft.  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  afander  ; 
Whofelife  was  England's  glory,    Gallia'^  v/onder. 

Char  Oh,  no  :  forbear  :  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 
Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Condua  me  to  the  Dauphin's  tent,  to  know 
Who  hath  obtain'd  the  glory  of  the  day.- 

Char.  On  v/hat  fubmiiiive  meilkge  art  thou  fent  ? 

X5  ^^cy- 
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Lucy.  Submiflion,  Dauphin  ?  'tis  a  mere  French  word. 
We  EngUJh  warriors  wot  not,    what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  prifoners  thou  haft  ta'en, 
And  to  furvey  tlie  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Char.  For  prifoners  ask'ft  thou  >    hell  our  prifon  is. 
But  tell  me  whom  thcu  feek'ft  ? 

Lucy.  Where  is  the  great  Akides  of  the  field. 
Valiant  lord  Talbot,   Earl  of  Shrenjoshury  ? 
Created,  for  his  rare  fuccefs  in  arms, 
Great  Earl  of  Wajlford,    Wat  erf  or  d^  and  Valence^ 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrlg  and  UrchmHeld ; 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere,    Lord  Verdon  of  Alton ^ 
Lord  C romwe I  Gi  Wingf.eld,  Lord  Fumi'val  oi  Sheffield, 
The  thrice  victorious  l;.rd  of  Falcor.bridge, 
Kn'ght  of  Vr-p.  noble  Order  of  -^t.  George, 
Worthy  St.  Michael,  and  the  Golden  Fleece, 
Great  M-^rfhal  to  our  King  Henry  the  Sixth 
Of  ail  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France, 

Pucel    Here  is  a  filly,  (lately,  ftile,  indeed  : 
Tlie  Turh,  that  two  and  fifty  Kingdoms  hath. 
Writes  not  fo  tedious  a  ftile  as  this. 
Hirii  thattho'i  magnify 'fl  with  all  thefe  titles. 
Stinking,  and  fly-blown,    lies  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucy.   Is  'Talbot  flain,  the  Fr^nchtnens  only  fcourg^,, 
Your  kingdom's  terrour  and  black  Nemejii  ? 
Oh,  were  mine  eye  balls  into  bullets  turn'd, 
That  1  in  rage  might  fl  cot  rhem  at  your  faces  \ 
Oh,   that  I  could  but  call  thefe  dead  to  life, 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  realm  of  France! 
Were  but  his  picture  left  among  you  here. 
It  vyould  amaze  the  prcudeft  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  bodies,   that  I  may  bear  them  hence,. 
And  give  them  burial,  as  befeems  their  worth. 

Pucel.  I  think,  this  Upftart  is  old  Talbot' &  ghoft ; 
He  fpeaks  with  fach  a  proud  commanding  fpirit : 
For  God's  fake,  let  him  have  'em  ;  to  keep  them  here^ 
They  would  but  Hink  and  putrifie  the  air. 

Char.  Go,   take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucy.  V\\  bear  tbem  hence  j 
But  from  their  afhes,   Dauphin,  fiall  be  rear'd 
A  Phcenix,  that  fhail  make  all  France  afearM. 

Char, 
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Char.  So  we  be  rid  of  them,    do  what  thou  wilt ; 
And  now  to  Paris,  in  this  conq'ring  vein  ; 
All  will  be  ours,    now  bloody  lalhot'^  flain.     [ExeunL 

SCENE     II. 

Chances  to  England. 

Enter  Kivg  Henry,  Gloucefter,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  XJ  AVE  vou  perus'd  the  letters  from  the 

rl     Pope,' 
The  Emperor,  and  the  Earl  of  Jrmagnac  F  _ 

Clou.  I  have,  my  lord  ;  and  their  Intent  is  this ; 
They  humbly  fue  umo  your  Excellence, 
To  have  a  godly  Peace  concluded  of, 
Between  the  realms  of  England  and  of  France. 

K.  Henry.  How  doth  your  Grace  affed  this  motion  ? 
Glou.  Well,   my  good  lord  ;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  Hop  efFufion  of  our  Chriftian  blood. 
And  flabliih  quietneis  on  ev'ry  fide. 

K.  HenrM.  Ay,  marry,   uncle,  for  I  always  thought 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural. 
That  fuch  immanicy  and  bloody  ftrife 
Should  reign  among  profefTors  of  one  Faith. 

GLu.  Befide,  my  lord,   the  fooner  to  effed 
And  iurer  bind  this  knot  of  amity, 
The  Earl  of  Armagnac,    near  kin  to  Charles ^ 
A  man  of  great  authority  in  France, 
Proffers  His  only  daughter  to  your  Grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  fumpiuous  dowry. 

K.  Henry.  Marriage^  alas  !  my  years  are  yet  too: 
young  : 
And  fitter  is  my  ftudy  and  my  books. 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  paramour. 
Yet  call  th'  AmbalTadors;  and,  a^  you  pleafe. 
So  let  them  have  their  anfwers  ev'ry  one. 
I  ihall  be  well  content  with  any  choice, 
Tends Jto  God's  glory,   and  my  Country's  weal. 
Enter  Wmcheiter,  and  three  Ambaj/adors. 
Exe.   What,  is  my  lord  of    tVtnchefier  mftail'd, 
Ahd  caird  UBCO  a  CaruinaFs  degree? 
Then  I  peiceive  That  will  be  verify'd^ 
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Henry  the  Fifth  did  fometime  prophefie : 

**   Ii  once  he  come  to  be  a  Cardmal, 

•*  He'll  make  his  Cap  coequal  with  the  Crown.'* 

K.  Henry.   My  lords  Ambaffadors,  your  fev'ral  fuits 
Have  been  conuder*d  and  debated  on  ; 
Your  purpofe  is  both  good  and  reafonable : 
And  therefore  are  we  certainly  refolv'd 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  Peace, 
Which  by  my  lord  of    Winchefter  we  mean 
Shall  be  tranfported  prefently  to  France. 

Glou.    And  for  the  proffer  of  my  lord  your  mailer, 
I  have  inform'd  his  Highnefs  fo  at  large  -, 
As,  liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts. 
Her  beauty  and  the  value  of  her  dower. 
He  doth  intend  She  fhall  be  England's  Queen. 

K.  Henry.  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  Contraft, 
Bear  her  this  jewel,  pledge  of  my  afteclion. 
And  fo,  my  lord  Protestor,   fee  them  guarded. 
And  fafely  brought  to  Dover  ;  where,  infhipp'd. 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  thefea. 

\_Exeunt  King  and  Train^ 

Win.  Stay,   my  lord  Legate,  you  fhall  firft  receive 
Thefumof  money  which  I  promifed 
Should  be  deliver'd  to  his  Holinefs, 
For  cloathing  me  in  theie  grave  ornaments. 

Legate.  I  will  attend  upon  your  lordfliip's  leifure. 

Win.  Now  Winchejler  will  not  fubmit,  I  trow. 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudeft  Peer. 
Humphry  of  Glower y  thou  (halt  well  perceive. 
That  nor  in  birth,   or  for  authority. 
The  Bilhop  will  be  over-borne  by  thee  : 
J'll  either  make  thee  floop,  and  bend  thy  knee. 
Or  fack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  \_ExeunU 

SCENE     III. 

Changes  to  France. 

Mnter  Dauphin,  BaTgundy,  Alanfon,  BaJIard,  Reignkr, 

and  Joan  la  Pucelle. 
I>5«. 'nr^  H  E  S  E  news,   my  lords,   may  cheer  our 

X  drooping  fpirits  : 

JTis  faid,  the  Ilout  i^ariftans  do  revolt. 

And 
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And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 

J  Ian.  Then  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles  of  Frame , 
And  keep  not  back  your  Povv'rs  in  dalliance. 

Pucel.  Peace  be  amongft  them,  if  they  turn  to  us, 
Elfe  Ruin  combat  with  their  Palaces. 
Enter  Scout. 

Scout.  Succefs  unto  our  valiant  General, 
And  happinefs  to  his  accomplices  ! 

Dau.  What  tidings  fend  our  fcouts  ?    I  pr'ythee,, 
fpeak. 

Scout.  The  Englijh  army,   that  divided  was 
Into  two  parts,  is  now  conjoin'd  in  one  ; 
And  means  to  give  you  battle  prefently. 

Dau.  Somewhat  too  fudden,  Sirs,   the  warning  is  j 
But  we  will  prefently  provide  for  them. 

Burg.  I  trufl,  the  ghoft  of  Talbot  h  not  there  ; 
Now  he  is  gone,   my  lord,   you  need  not  fear. 

Pucel.  Of  all  bafe  palTions  fear  is  moft  accurft. 
Command  the  Conqueft,  Charles^  it  fhall  be  thine  : 
Let  Henry  fret  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Dau.   Then  on,  my  lords ;  and  France  be  fortunate.. 

[Exeunt^ 

Alarm :  Excurjlons.     Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Pucel.  The  Regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenchmen  fly.. 
Now  help,  ^  ye  charming  Spells  and  Periapts  ; 
And,  ye  choice  Spirits,  that  admonifn  me. 
And  give  me  figns  of  future  accidents  ;  [Thufider^ 

You  fpeedy  helpers,  that  are  fubititutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  North,^ 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprize.  * 

Enter  Fiends. 
This  fpeedy  quick  appearance  argues  proof 
Of  your  accuftom'd  diligence  to  me. 
Now,    ye  familiar  fpirits,   that  are  cuU'd 
5  Out  of  the  pow'rful  regions  under  earth, 

a—  fe  charming  Spelh  a-nd  Periapts  j  ]  Charms fow'd  up^, 

from    TrspjotTrlw  to  fow.     Ezek.  xiii.    18.     Wo  to  them  that  joiv 
pillanui  to  all  arm-holes,  to  hunt  fouh.  Mr.  Pope. 

3  Out  of  the po^jo" rful  regions  undir  carth,'\    I  believe -Si^^^^- 
(piar  wrote  legions^ 

Help 
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Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 

{They  ixialk  and  /peak  noti 

Oh,   hold  me  not  with  filence  over  long  : 

Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood,. 

I'll  lop  a  member  off,   and  give  it  you. 

In  earneft  of  a  farther  benefit : 

So  you  do  condefcend  to  help  me  now. 

[I'hey  hang  their  heads. 

No  hope  to  have  redrefs  ?    my  body  (hall 

Pay  recompence,  if  you  will  grant  my  fuit. 

[flkey  Jhake  their  heads. 
Cannot  my  body,   nor  blood -facritice, 
Intreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ? 
Then,  take  my  foul ;   my  body,   foul  and  all  ; 
Before  that  England  g\yti\iQ  French  the  foil. 

[  ^ihey  depart. 
See,   they  for  fake  me.     Now  the  time  is  come, 
That  France  muft  vail  her  lofty  plumed  creit. 
And  let  her  head  fall  into  England''^  lap. 
My  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak, 
-And  Hell  too  ftrong  for  me  to  buc  Je.with  : 
Now,    France,   thy  glory  droopech  to  the  dull.     {Exit, 

Excurfisns,     Pucelle  and  York  fght  hand  to  hand» 
Puceile  is  taken.  The  F:tnch  Jy, 

Tork.  Damfel  of  France^  I  think,  I  have  you  faft. 
Unchain  your  fpirits  novv  with  fpelling  Charms,  . 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  for  the  devil's  Grace  ! 
See,   how  the  ugly  witch  does  bend  her  brows. 
As  if,    with  Circe,^\Q  would  change  my  fhape. 

Pucel.  Chang'd  to  a  worfer  (hape  thou  canll  not  be. 

Tork.  Oh,  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  man  i 
No  fliape,   but  his,  can  pleafe  your  dainty  eye. 

Pucel.  A  plaguing  mifchief  light  on  Charles  and  thee! 
And  may  ye  both  be  fuddenly  furpris'd 
By  bloody  hands,  in  fleeping  on  your  beds  ! 

Tork  Fell,  banning  hag  !  inchantrefs,hold  thy  tongue. 

Pucel.  I  prythee,  give  me  leave  to  curfe  a-while. 

Tork.   Curie,  mifcreant,    when  thou  comeiV  to  the 
ftakc.  {Exeunt. 

SCENEv 
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SCENE     IV. 
Alarm.  Enter  Suffolk,  ifjUh  Lady  Margaret  i«  his  hand, 

Suf.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  prifoner. 

\_Gazes  on  her. 
Oh,  faireft  beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly  ; 
For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverend  hands : 
I  kifs  thefe  fingers  for  eternal  peace. 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  fide. 
Who  art  thou  ?  fay  ;  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret y  my  name;  and  daughter  to  a  King  ; 
The  King  of  Naples  ;  whofce'er  thou  art. 

Suf.  An  Earl  I  am,  and  Suffolk  am  I  call'd. 
Be  not  oiFeaded,  Nature's  miracle. 
Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me  : 
So  doth  the  Swan  her  downy  cignets  lave,. 
Keeping  them  pris'ners  underneath  her  wings. 
Yet  if  this  fervile  ufage  once  offend. 
Go  and  be  free  again,  as  Suffolk^  friend.      \_She  is  goings 
Oh,  ftay  !   I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pafs  ; 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  fays,  no. 
As  plays  the  fun  upon  the  glafiy  llreams. 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam. 
So  feems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fain  would  I  wooe  her,  yet  I  dare  not  fpeak  : 
I'll  call  for  pen  and  ink,   and  write  my  mind. 
Fie,  De  la  Pole,  difablenot  thyfelf: 
Haft  not  a  tongue  ?  is  (he  not  here  thy  pris'ner  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  v/oman's  fight  ? 
Ay  ;   beauty's  princely  Majefty  is  fuch, 
Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  the  fenfes  rough. 

Mar.  Say,  Earl  of  Suffolk,  if  thy  name  be  fo. 
What  ranfom  muft  i  pay  before  I  pafs  ? 
For,   I  perceive,  I  am  thy  prifoner. 

Suf.  Howcanft  thou  tell,  (he  will  deny  thy  fuit. 
Before  thou  make  a  tryal  of  her  love  .?  \,Afde, 

Mar.  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  not  ?  what  ranfom  muft  I 
pay  ?         • 

Suf.  She's  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be  wooed  : 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  to  be  won.  [."^fde. 

Mar,  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ranfom,  yea,  or  no  ? 
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Suf.  Fond  man  !    remember,  that  thou  hafl  a  wife  ; 
Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour  ?  \_JJide. 

Mar.  'Twere  belt  to  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear. 
Suf.  There  all  is  marr'd  ;  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 
Mar.  He  talks  at  random  ;  fure,  the  man  is  mad. 
Suf.   And   yet  a  difpenfation  may  be  had. 
Mar.  And  yet  1   would,  that  thou  would  anfwer  me.. 
Suf.   I'll  win  this  lady  Margaret.  For  whom  ? 
Why,  for  my  King  :  TuOi,  that's  a  wooden  thing. 
Mar.  He  talks  of  wood  :  it  is  fome  carpenter. 
Suf.  Yet  fo  my  fancy  may  be  fatisfy'd. 
And  Peace  eftablifhed  between  thefe  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  fcruple  in  th;it  too  : 
For  though  her  father  be  the  King  oi  Naples, 
Duke  of  Jnjou  and  Maine^   yet  he  is  poor  ; 
And  our  Nobility  will  fcorn  the  match.  [A/:d£, 

Mar.  Hear  ye  me,  Captain  ?   are  ye  not  at  leifure^f. 
S*uf.   it  fnall  be  {Oy  difdain  they  ne'er  fo  much  : 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. 
Madam,    I  have  a  fecref  ro  reveal. 

Mar.   What  tho'  I  be  inthrall'd,  he  feemsc.  Knight,. 
And  will  not  any  way  diihonour  rne.  \_Afde. 

Suf.  Lrdy,  voucbfafe  to  lifien  what  I  fay. 
Mar.   Perhaps,   I  fhall  be  refca'd  by  the.  French  ;■ 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtefie.  \_AJlde. 

Suf.  Sv/eet  Mad.;ni,  give  me  hearing  in  a  caule. 
Mar.  Tufh,  women  have  been  captivate  ere  now. 

iAfide,- 
Suf.   Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  fo  ? 
Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,   'tis  but  ^id  for  ^lo. 
Suf.   Say,   gentle  Prir.cefs,  would  you  not  fuppofe 
Your  bondage  happy,    to  be  made  a  Queen  ? 

Mar.  To  be  a  Queen  in  Bondage,  is  more  vile 
Than  is  a  flave  in  bafe  fcrvilicy  \ 
For  Princes  Hiould  be  free. 

Suf  And  fo  fnall  you, 
If  happy  England' z  Royal  King  be  free. 

Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto  me  ? 
Suf.  I'll  undertake  to  make  thee  Henrys  Queen, 
To  put  a  golden  Scepter  in  thy  hand. 
And  fet  a  precious  Crown  upon  thy  head. 
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If  thou  wilt  condefcend  to  be  my— . 

Mar.  What  ? 

Suf.  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Henrys  wife. 

Suf.  No,  gentle  Madam ;  I  unworthy  am 
To  wooe  Co  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife ; 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  my  lelf. 
How  fay  you,   Madam,  are  you  fo  content  ? 

Mar.  An  if  my  father  pleafe,    I  am  content. 

Suf.  Then  call  our  Captains  and  our  colours  forth. 
And,  Madam,  at  y oar  father's  caftle- walls. 
We'll  crave  a  parley  to  confer  with  him. 

SCENE     V. 
Sound.     Enter  Reignier  on  the  ivalls. 

Suf.  See,  Reignier,  fee  thy  daughter  prifoner. 

Reig.  To  whom  ? 

Suf.  To  me. 

Reig.  Suffolk,  what  remedy  ? 
I  am  a  foldier,  and  unapt  to  weep. 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  ficklenefs. 

Suf  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,    my  lord  : 
Confent,  and  for  thy  honour  give  confent. 
Thy  daughter  (hall  be  wedded  to  my  King  ; 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto  ; 
And  this  her  eafy-held  imprifonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty, 

Reig.    Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  ? 

Suf  Fair  Margaret  knows. 
That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,  or  fain. 

Reig.  Upon  thy  princely  Warrant  I  defcend  i 
To  give  thee  anfwer  of  thy  juft  demand. 

Suf.  And  here  I  will  expedl  thy  Coming. 
Trumpets  found.     £'»/^r  Reignier. 

Reig.  Welcome,  brave  Earl,  into  our  territories ; 
Command  in  Jnjou,  what  your  Honour  pleafes, 

Suf  Thanks,  Reignier,  happy  in  fo  fweet  a  child. 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  of  a  King  : 
What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  unto  my  fuit  ? 

Reig.  Since  thou  dofi:  deign  to  wooe  h^;  little  worths 
To  be  the  Princely  bride  of  fuch  a  lord  i 

Upon 
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Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  country  Maine  and  Anjou-^ 
Free  from  oppreffion  of  the  ftroke  of  war. 
My  daughter  (hall  be  Henry's,  if  he  pleafe. 

Suf.  That  is  her  ranfom,  I  deliver  her  i 
And  thofe  two  Counties,  I  will  undertake. 
Your  Grace  (hall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Reig.   And  I  again  in  Henry's  Royal  name. 
As  Deputy  unto  that  gracious  King, 
Giwe  thee  her  hand  for  fign  of  plighted  faith. 

Suf   Reignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  kingly  thanks,. 
Becaufe  this  is  in  traffick  of  a  King. 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  Attorney  in  this  cafe.  [AJid&. 

I'll  over  then  to  England  with  this  News, 
And   make  this  marriage  to  be  folemniz'd  : 
So  farewel,    Reig?iier  ;   fet  this  diamond  fafe. 
In  golden  Palaces,   as  it  becomes. 

Reig.  1  do  embrace  t  ee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Chriftian  Prince  King  Henry,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  Farewel,  my  lord  :  good  wifhes,  praifeand  pray'rs= 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  oi  Margaret.  [S^e  is  going,. 

Suf.  Farewel,  fweet  Madam,  hark  you,  Margatet  -, 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  King  ? 

Mar.  Such  commendations  as  become  a  maid,, 
A  virgin  and  his  fervant,  fay  to  him. 

Suf.  Words  fweetly  plac'd,  and  modeflly  directed.. 
But,    Madam,  I  muit  trouble  you  again. 
No  loving  token  to  his  Majelly  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  my  good  lord,  a  pure  unfpotted  heart,. 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  fend  the  King. 

Suf.  And  this  withal.  ^Kijfes  her,. 

Mar.  That  for  thy  felf I  will  not  fo  prefume,, 

4*  To  fend  fuch  peeviih  tokens  to  a  King. 

Suf.  O,  wert  thou  for  my  fe!f ! ^ut,  Suffo/jk,.&.iiy  y 

Thou  may'ft  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth  ; 
There  Minotaurs,  and  ugly  treafons,  lurk.. 
SoUicit  Henry   with  her  wond'rous  praife, 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  furmount. 


4  To  fend  fucb  peevifh  tokens.    ■■'   ]  Pee'vijh,  for  childifh. 

Her 
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Her  nat'ral  graces  that  extinguifh  art  j 
Repeat  their  femblance  often  on  the  feas ; 
That,  when  thou  com'ft  to  kneel  at  Henry's  feet. 
Thou  may 'ft  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder. 

l^Exeunto. 

S  C  E  N  E     VI. 
EnUr  York,   Warwick,  ajbepherd  and  Pucelle. 

York.  Bring  forth  that  forcerefs,  condemn'd  to  burn. 

^hep.   Ah  Joan  I  This  kills  thy  father's  heart  out- 
right. 
Have  I  fought  ev'ry  Country  far  and  near. 
And  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out, 
Muft  I  behold  thy  timclefs,  cruel,  death  ] 
Ah,  Joan,  fweet  daughter,  I  will  die  with  thee. 

Pucel.   5  Decrepit  mifer  !  bafe  ignoblewretch  ! 
I  am  defcended  of  a  gentler  blood. 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend  of  mine. 

Shep,  Out,  out  !  — mylords,anpleareyou,  'tisnotfa^ 
I  did  beget  her,  all  the  parifh  knows  : 
Her  mother,  living  yet,  can  teftify, 
She  was  the  firft- fruit  of  my  batch' lorfhip. 

War.  Gracelefs,  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage  ? 

York.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been^ 
Wicked  and  vile  ;  and  fo  her  death  concludes. 

Shep.  Fie,  Joan,  that  thou  wilt  be  fo  obftacle  ; 
God  knows,  thou  art  a  collop  of  my  flelh,. 
And  for  thy  fake  have  I  (hed  many  a  tear  ; 
Deny  me  not,  I  pray  thee,  gentle  Joan. 

Pucel.  Peafant,  a  vaunt  !  You  have  fuborn'd  this  man- 
Of  purpofe  to  obfcure  my  noble  Birth. 

^hep,  'Tis  true,  I  gave  a  noble  to  the  prisft. 
The  morn  that  1  was  wedded  to  her  mother. 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  bleffing,  good  my  girl. 
Wilt  thou  not  ftoop  ?  Now  curfed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity  !  I  would,  the  milk, 
Thy  mother  gave  thee  when  thou  fuck'dft  her  breaft,. 
Had  been  a  little  ratfbane  for  thy  fake  : 
Or  elfe,  when  thou  did' ft  keep  my  lambs  a -fields, 

5  Decrepit  mifer  !  ]   '•  e.  wretch.. 

I  wiln 
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I  wifh  Tome  rav'nous  wolf  had  eaten  thee. 

Doll:  thou  deny  thy  father,  curfed  drab  ? 

O,  burn  her,  burn  her  j   hanging  is  too  good.      {Exit, 

Tork.  Take  her  away,  for  flie  hath  liv'd  too  long. 
To  fill  the  world  with  vitious  qualities. 

Pucel.   Firft,    let  me  tell  you,  whom  you  have  con- 
demn'd  ; 
Not  me  begotten  of  a  (hepherd  fwain, 
But  iflu'd  from  the  progeny  of  Kings  ; 
Virtuous  and  holy,  chofen  from  above. 
By  infpiration  of  celeftial  grace, 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth  : 
•I  never  had  to  dowi-th  wicked  Spirits. 
But  you,  that  are  polluted  with  your  lufts, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltlefs  blood  of  innocents. 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thoufand  vices, 
Becanfe  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have, 
You  judge  it  ftraight  a  thing  impofiible 
To  compafs  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 
No,  mifconceived  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy, 
Chafte  and  immaculate  in  very  thou  .-^ht ; 
Whofe  maiden  blood,  thus  rig'roully  effusM, 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heav'n. 

York.  Ay,  ay ;  away  with  her  to  execution. 

War,  Andheark  ye,  Sirs ;  becaufe  ftie  is  a  maid. 
Spare  for  no  faggots,  let  there  be  enow  : 
Place  pitchy  barrels  on  the  fatal  flake. 
That  fo  her  torture  may  be  fhortened. 

Fucel.  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hearts  ? 
Then,  Joatiy  djfcover  thine  infirmity  ; 
I  iiat  v/arrantcth  by  law  to  be  thy  privilege. 
I  am  with  child,  ye  bloody  homicides : 
Murther  not  then  the  fruit  within  my  womb. 
Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

York.  Now  heav'n  forefend !  the  holy   maid  with 
child  ! 

War.  The  greateft  miracle  that  ere  you  wrought : 
Is  all  your  ftri;^  precifenefs  come  to  this  ? 

York.  She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  juggling : 
I  did  iraagiae,  what  would  be  her  refuge. 

War. 
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War,  Well,  go  to  ;  we  will  have  no  baflards  live  ; 
Efpecially,  fince  Charles  mull  father  it. 

Pucel.  You  are  deceiv'd,  my  child  is  none  of  his; 
It  was  Alanfofiy  that  enjoy'd  my  love. 

York.  Alanfo-n!  that  notorious  Machiauel ! 
It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thoufand  lives. 

Pucel.  O,  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you  ; 
*Twas  neither  Charles,  nor  yet  the  Duke  I  nam'd. 
But  Reignier,  King  of  Naples,  that  prcvail'd. 

War.  A  married  man  !   that's  moft  intolerable. 

Tork.  Why,  here's  a  girl ;  I  think,  fhe  knows  not  well, 
(There  were  fo  many)  whom  (he  may  accufe. 

War.  It's  fign,  fhe  hath  been  liberal  and  (res. 

Tork.  And  yet,  forfooth,  fhe  is  a  virgin  pure. 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat  and  thee  : 
Ufe  no  intreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Pucel.  Then  lead  me  hence ;  with  whom  I  leave  my 
curfe. 
May  never  glorious  fun  refledl  his  beams 
Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode  f 
But  darknefs  and  the  gloomy  Ihade  of  death 
Inviron  you,  'till  mifchief  and  defpair 
Drive  you  to  breal^  your  necks  or  hang  youi  felves  \ 

\_Exit  guarded, 

Tork.  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  confume  to  afhes. 
Thou  foul  accurfed  minifter  of  heli ! 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Cardinal  of  Winchcfter. 

Car.  Lord  Regent,  I  do  greet  your  Excellence 
With  letters  of  CommiiTion  from  the  King. 
For  knoAT,  my  lords,  theflates  of  Chriftendom, 
Mov'd  with  remorfe  of  thefe  outrageous  broils. 
Have  earneftly  implor'd  a  gea'ral  Peace 
^  Betwixt  our  nation  and  th'  refpiring  French ; 

And 

6  Betwixt  our  nation  and th^  aspiring  French  ;]  But  would 
an  Ambaffador,  who  came  to  perf  nde  peace  with  ^ra:-^^  ufe  it 
as  an  argumsiit,  that  France  yiA%  af^iring,  ibhakcffear  wlthoat 
doubt  wrote,  '  ^ 
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And  fee  at  hand  the  Dauphin,  and  his  train. 
Approaching  to  confer  about  fome  matters. 

York.  Is  all  our  travel  turn'd  to  this  elFeft  ? 
After  the  flaughtcr  of  fo  many  Peers, 
So  many  Captains,  gentlemen  and  foldiers. 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown. 
And  fold  their  bodies  for  their  country's  benefit, 
Shall  we  at  laft  conclude  effeminate  Peace  ? 
Have  we  not  loft  moft  part  of  all  the  Towns, 
By  treafon,  falfhood,  and  by  treachery. 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered  ? 
Oh,  JVarivicky  War^nckt  I  forefee  with  grief 
The  utter  lofs  of  all  the  realm  of  France. 

War.  Be  patient,  York  j  if  we  conclude  a  Peace, 
It  fhall  be  with  fuch  firi(fl  and  fevere  covenants. 
As  little  fhall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  Bajiard,  ^^^Reignier. 

Char.  Since,  lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed. 
That  peaceful  Truce  fhall  be  proclaim'd  in  France  ; 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  your  felves. 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  mull  be. 

York.  Speak,  Winchefter  j  for  boiling  choler  chokes 
The  hollow  pafTage  of  my  prifonM  voice. 
By  fight  of  thefe  our  baleful  Enemies. 

Win.  Charles  and  the  reft,  it  is  enadled  thus : 
That  in  regard  King  Henry  gives  confent. 
Of  meer  compafTion  and  of  lenity. 
To  eafe  your  Country  of  diftrefsful  war. 
And  fufFeryouto  breathe  in  fruitful  Peace  ; 
You  fhall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  Crown. 
And  Charles^  upon  condition  thou  wilt  fwear 
To  pay  him  tribute  and  fubmit  thy  felf, 
Thou  fhalt  be  plac'd  as  Viceroy  under  him  ; 
And  ftill  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

Alan.  Muft  he  be  then  a  fhadow  of  himfelf  ? 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  Coronet, 
And  yet  in  fubftance  and  authority 

— —  th''  RispiRiNG  French. 
i.  e.  who  had   but  juft  got   into  breath  again,  after  having  been 
almoft  hunted  down  by  the  EngUJh^ 

Retain 
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detain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man  ? 
This  proffer  is  abfurd  and  reafonlefs. 

C^ar.  'Tis  known,  already  that  lam  poffeft 
Of  more  than  half  the  Gallian  Territories, 
And  therein  rev'renc'd  for  their  lawful  King^ 
Shall  I,   for  lucre  of  the  reft  un-vanquifh'd, 
Detradl  fo  much  from  that  prerogative, 
As  to  be  caird  but  Viceroy  of  the  whole  ? 
No,  lord  Ambaffador,  I'll  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more. 
Be  caft  from  poffibility  of  all. 

Tork.  Infulting  Charles,  haft  thou  by  fecret  means 
Us'd  interceffion  to  obtain  a  League  ; 
And  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromife, 
Stand'ft  thou  aloof  upon  companion  ? 
Either  accept  the  title  thou  ufurp'ft. 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  King,  « 

And  not  of  any  challenge  of  defert. 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  irceffant  wars. 

Reig.  My  lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obftinacf 
To  cavil  in  the  courfe  of  this  Contrad : 
If  once  it  be  negledled,  ten  to  one. 
We  (hall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

Jlan.  To  fay  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy. 
To  fave  your  Subjefts  from  fuch  maffacre. 
And  ruthlefs  flaughters,  as  are  daily  feea 
By  our  proceeding  in  hoftility. 
And  therefore  take  this  compad  of  a  Truce, 
Although  you  break  it,  when  your  pleafure  ferves. 

[Jjide,  to  the  Dauphin^ 

War.  How  fay'H  thou,    Charla?  ftiall  our  Condi- 
tion ftand  ? 

Char,  It  (hall : 
Only  referv'd,  you  claim  no  intereft 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  garrifon. 

Tork.  Then  fwear  allegiance  to  his  Majefty. 
As  thou  art  Knight,  never  to  difobey. 
Nor  be  rebellious  to  the  Crown  of  England : 
Thou,  nor  thy  Nobles,  to  the  Crown  of  England, 
So  now  difmifs  your  army,  when  you  pleafe  ; 

Hang 
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Hang  up  your  cnfigns,  let  your  drums  be  ftill. 

For  here  we  entertain  a  folemn  Peace.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     VIII. 

Changes  to  England. 

Enter  Suffolk,  in  Conference  moith  King  Henry  j  Glou- 
ceiier,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  XTOUR  wondrous  rare  defcription,  noble 
\         Earl, 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  aftonifh'd  me : 
Her  virtues  graced  with  external  gifts, 
Do  breed  love's  fettled  paffions  in  ray  heart. 
And,  like  as  rigour  of  tempeftuous  gafts  . 
Provokes  the  mightieft  hulk  againft  the  tide, 
'So  am  I  driv'n  by  breath  of  her  renown. 
Either  to  fufFer  fhipwreck,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  love. 

^liff.  Tu(h,  my  good  lord,  this  fuperficial  talc 
Is  but  a  preface  to  her  worthy  praile  : 
The  chief  perfedions  of  that  lovely  dame, 
(Had  I  fafiicient  fkill  to  utter  them,) 
Would  make  a  volume  of  inticing  lines, 
Able  to  ravifh  any  dull  conceit. 
And,  which  is  more,  Ihe  is  not  fo  divine. 
So  full  replete  with  choice  of  all  delights. 
But  with  as  hnmble  lowlinefsof  mind 
She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command  : 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chaile  intents. 
To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  lord. 

K.  Henry  And  other  wife  will  Henry  ne'er  prefume  : 
Tiierefore,  my  lord  Protedlor,  give  confent. 
That  Margret  may  be  England^  Royal  Queen. 

Glou.  So  Ihoaid  I  give  confent  to  flatter  fin. 
You  know,  my  lord,  youi  Highnefs  is  betroth'd 
Unto  another  lady  of  elleem  : 
How  fhall  we  then  difpeiife  with  tiiat  Contradl, 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  rCjjroicii  ? 

Suf.  As  doth  a  Rnler  ■.  ith    nlawf-l  oatiis ; 
Or  one,  that  at  a  triumph  havmg  vow'd 

To 
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To  try  his  ftrength,  forfaketh  yet  the  Lifts 
By  reafon  of  his  adverfary*s  odds. 
A  poor  EarPs  daughter  is  unequal  odds. 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Glou,  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Marg\et  more  than 
that  ? 
Her  father  is  no  better  than  an  Earl, 
Although  in  glorious  titles  he  ejfcel. 

Suf.    Yes,  my  good  lord,  her  father  is  a  King, 
The  King  of  Naples  and  JerufaUm  ; 
And  of  fuch  great  Authority  in  France, 
That  his  Alliance  will  confirm  our  Peace  ; 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

Glou.  And  fo  the  Earl  of  Armagnac  may  do, 
Becaufe  he  is  near  kinfman  unto  Charles. 

Exe.  Befide,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  lib'ral  Dow'r;. 
While  Reignier  fooner  will  receive,  than  give. 

Suf.  A  Dow'r,  my  lords !  difgrace  not  lb  your  King^. 
That  he  (hould  be  fo  abjedl,  bafe  andpqor. 
To  chufe  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfed  love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  Queen  ; 
And  not  to  feek  a  Queen,  to  make  him  rich. 
So  worthlefs  peafants  bargain  for  their  wives. 
As  market-men  for  Oxen,  Sheep  or  Horfe. 
But  marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth. 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  Attorneyfhip  : 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  Grace  affe<Sts,-. 
Mull  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed. 
And  therefore,  lords,  fince  he  affefls  her  mofl". 
It  moft  of  all  thefe  reafons  bindeth  us. 
In  our  opinions  Ihe  ihould  be  preferred  ; 
For  what  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  hell. 
An  age  of  difcord  and  continual  ftrife  ? 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  Blifs, 
And  is  a  pattern  of  celeftial  Peace. 
Whom  Ihould  we  match  with  Henry ^   being  a  King, 
Bat  Marg'ret^  that  is  daughter  to  a  King  ? 
Her  peerlefs  feature,  joined  wich  her  birth. 
Approves  her  fit  for  none,  but  for  a  King  : 
Her  valiant  courage,  and  undaunted  fpirit, 
(More  than  in  woman  commonly  is  feenj) 
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Anfwer  our  hope  in  Ifliie  of  a  King  : 

For  Henryt  fon  unto  a  Conqueror, 

Is  likely  to  beget  more  Conquerors ; 

If  with  a  lady  of  fo  high  refolve. 

As  is  fair  Marg'rety  he  be  link'd  in  love. 

Then  yield,  my  lords,   and  here  conclude  with  me, 

That  Margaret  fhall  be  Queen,  and  none  but  flie. 

K.  Hetiry.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report^ 
IVIy  noble  lord  of  Suffolk  ;    or  for  that 
IVIy  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  paffion  of  inflaming  love, 
I  cannot  tell ;    but  this  I  am  ailur'd, 
I  feel  fuch  Iharp  diflention  in  my  breaft, 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear. 
As  I  am  fick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take  therefore  fliipping  ;  port,  my  lord,  to  Frafice; 
Agree  to  any  Covenants  :  and  procure. 
That  lady  Marg'ret  do  vouchfafe  to  come 
To  crofs  the  feas  to  England ;  and  be  crown'd 
King  Henry  s  faithful  and  anointed  Queen. 
For  your  expences  and  fufficient  charge. 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 
Be  gone,  I  fay  ;  for  'till  you  do  return, 
I  am  perplexed  with  a  thoufand  cares. 
And  you,  good  Uncle,  banilh  all  offence  : 
If  you  do  cenfure  me,  by  what  you  were. 
Not  what  you  are,  I  know,  it  will  excufe 
This  fudden  execution  of  my  will. 
And  fo  condud  me,   where  from  company 
I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief.  \_Exit. 

Glcu.  Ay  J  grief,  I  fear  me,  both  at  firft  and  laft. 

[Exit  Gloucefter. 

Suf.  Thns  Sufolk  hath  prevail'd,  and  thus  he  goes, 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece  i 
"Wc  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love ; 
£ut  profper  better  than  the  Trojan  did  : 
Marg''ret  ihall  now  be  Queen,  and  rule  the  King : 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  King,  and  realm.     [Exit^ 

The   End  ef  the  Fourth  Volume. 


